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1. Alyssa's Secret Meeting: Hot FFM Threesome Erotica by Lora Lane

Ever have one of those meetings where you are the only one who didn't get the email that canceled the meeting? Well, I have and it was not at all what you would expect. Recently I was supposed to represent my advertising firm at a meeting for a new line of toys – an adult line of toys. I was so intrigued at the unexpected assignment but what happened when I arrived was not the normal meeting at all and it certainly was a sweet surprise.

The hallway stretched out nicely before me as I walked like a supermodel strutting her stuff for the world. There was no stage but the eyes of those I passed certainly looked my way as I swept by towards my office like a tornado driven towards destruction. Whenever I walk down the long hallway to my new office, I always strut in the exact same way. Some of the people I worked with before I was promoted scowled at me when I came through but only a handful. The vast majority were extremely pleased that one of the grunts had risen to a corner office spot within the advertising firm. Once or twice a week one of the writing team would ask me another version of the same question I was bound to get when my next meeting came along.

Alyssa, how did a slogan writer like you ever manage to become a top ad exec?

It wasn't all that difficult to answer. I worked hard, took advantage of a unique chance to meet with a huge client of ours, sold them on our company and they became one of the biggest clients in the history of the advertising firm. When they asked for more details I really couldn't answer them for two reasons. First of all, my path towards the top of the company was paved with hours upon thousands of hours of hard work, double duty and sacrifice that would make a story far too long to tell. Secondly, I can't tell them because it is a very well kept secret how my string of large clientele started.

My famous strut down the hallway to my office drew attention from others and built me up for the day mainly because of the confidence it pumped into me. The same can be said of how my little string of successful clients started. Finally in my office, I took off my tailored suit jacket, unbuttoned an extra button on my blouse and kicked my heels off towards the corner. With my feet propped up, panty hose visible passed my slightly sliding black skirt, I thought back to how it all began.

It was about a year ago. Back then I was one of the best slogan people the firm had to offer. If it was a big client or a rushed job, I was going to be chosen to lead the people who worked with me and lead I did, albeit in an informal way. I wasn't the only top slogan people or writers of course. There were plenty of others but when Mr. Fenn – one of the partners – came around in a panic, he almost always came to me first. That was the case on one particular Wednesday afternoon.

“Alyssa!”

I knew it was Mr. Fenn instantly and from the tone of voice he was using, I also knew that I had no time to get away. It might be shameful to admit this but sometimes when I know he in particular is on the warpath, I might sleek away to the ladies room for a nose-powdering or make a fresh pot of coffee thirty minutes before quitting time. That day though, I was stuck and I knew it would mean an important project or something was coming my way. Oddly enough I actually did have plans that weekend but work always comes first for me. That's probably one of the many reasons Mr. Fenn always seeks me out first.

“Alyssa!” his head popped around the edge of my cubicle – back when I worked out in the main floor area. “Thank goodness you're still here. I need to ask a huge favor of you.”

I smiled as I turned around and stood to my full height, roughly two inches above his five foot six frame, “Mr. Fenn is this one of those times when you make it sound like I have a choice but it's really an order and I have no choice at all?”

“No!” he answered quickly and then his eyes swung far to the right before snapping back and saying, “Well, yes. This is exactly that. Follow me to my office so I can fill you in on the project.” On the way down the hall he half turned and asked, “You don't have conflicting plans this weekend do you?”

“You're doing it again, Mr. Fenn,” I said with a low chuckle.

“Sorry,” he panted as he swung the door to his office open and motioned me inside, “Old habits die hard. Please have a seat and I will explain what I need from you.” We sat across his large desk from one another and he explained that he had accidentally double-booked himself for meetings on that Saturday afternoon. Sure, he explained, it was odd to meet at such a time but it happened to be the only time available and they could be a huge client. At the last minute however, a long-time client of his had what they were calling an emergency that must be handled as soon as possible. Mr. Fenn said there was simply no way he could miss the emergency meeting with one of the largest clients of the firm and he needed someone else to attend the other meeting.

“You want me to go?” I asked him in disbelief.

“Yes,” he answered.

“To a meeting?”

“Yes.”

“With a brand new client that has enormous potential?”

“Yes.”

“What makes you think I can handle that? I'm just a slogan writer poking away in my cubicle,” I protested.

Mr. Fenn sat back and smiled with his hands behind his head and his breathing finally back under control. “You have all the education you need and you know how to do my job as well as I can do it. You've been here the longest of anyone willing to do something like this at the drop of a hat and actually give a damn about the results. So, Alyssa,” he said, “What makes you think you can't handle this? I know you can or I wouldn't be asking,” he raised a finger to correct himself, “No – sorry – telling you to do it.”

“I can not do this,” I said with disbelief crashing down on me.

Instead of arguing the point again, Mr. Fenn turned around and grabbed a folder off the back of his desk and handed it to me. “Yes you can and you will do great. Here is the file that includes all of the background you need to know going into the meeting as well as a sampling of their products as you see here.”

I looked at the contents of the folder and back to Mr. Fenn with a warm feeling reaching my cheeks, “Is this for real?”

“Don't judge too quickly Alyssa,” he wagged his finger. I thought for a moment he was going to be politically correct about the thing and make me feel bad for the thoughts already forming in the back of my mind about this supposed client. When he spoke however he said, “Their money spends just as easily as anyone's. Now go. Don't stay late up here or anything. Just take the folder home and study it by yourself and relax.”

I glanced at him with a knowing expression at his choice of words and this time he blushed a bit before finishing, “Oh, sorry. You know what I meant. Anyway, that is the project. Make the most of it and treat it like normal business and you'll do just fine. You can do this Alyssa. I will send an email tomorrow a few hours before the meeting with any updates you need. Now don't give me that look,” he smirked, “I already have a reminder set on my phone so I won't forget.” He patted his pockets one at a time as he readied to leave, “Where did I put that damn phone? I'd lose my head if it wasn't attached.”

“Good day Mr. Fenn. Thanks for the assignment and for having faith in me,” I smiled as I gathered my things to leave. He said bye as he began to retrace his steps to figure out where he left his phone and I decided I had better study hard about this potential client just in case I didn't get an email from Mr. Fenn.

I had planned to go out with my girl Deana that weekend so I called her to cancel and we ended up seeing each other on Friday night instead. A night with that nut was always the right recipe for unwinding about something. The general feeling of the evening was one of relaxation and happiness so by the time I drove back home I felt like going over the file from the potential client I had been handed.

They were a company that sold toys, not just regular toys – adult toys. When I say adult toys I don't mean video games either. Just in the first few pictures I saw dildos, special lotion and various bondage devices. Smiling at the little fun time toys, I got up to pour myself a glass of wine for the long evening of research ahead of me.

A little background on myself here might be helpful. I am very much a modern woman in many ways. I am not married and even in my late twenties have no real desire to settle down. Not only that but I don't even have a steady boyfriend. It might sound a bit cliché but my life really does revolve around work. My long-term plan is to work my butt off for a shorter time so I can save money, invest properly and retire early to an exotic island somewhere. It never hurts to dream right?

Anyway, this leads to any and all relationships being short and therefore I don't bother with them. Instead I just enjoy time with my friends and the occasional one or two night stand here and there. I'm a little above average height with a trim figure that looks better in a business suit than it does in a skimpy bikini. I'm not busting out of any blouses but I have enough shape to go with my long brown hair and get plenty of attention from guys and even a few girls in clubs when I want it. So, while I don't have a huge personal stash of self-help sexual toys in a drawer somewhere, neither am I a stranger to them.

In front of Mr. Fenn it was a bit embarrassing to look down at a folder with pictures of sex objects and try to take him seriously. At home, drinking my favorite cheap white wine and listening to a random commercial free music station, I was completely happy and relaxed looking at the various devices. By the time I finally went to sleep, I was more than ready to sell the sex toy client on our ad agency.

It was a few hours' drive to the large hotel where the meeting was taking place and on the way there I tried my best to picture a man or a woman standing there in an official and fancy conference room – the kind business people use at larger hotels for meetings – trying to push how great their sex toys were and doing it with a straight face. I already had a plan for what would keep a serious expression on my face. It would be as simple as stressing over what kind of ads could be created for such adult toys. Mr. Fenn said he knew I could handle it but it wasn't like we would be putting ads on billboards or creating commercials for the local television station for this client.

The drive was mostly uneventful except for me raging over a few areas of interstate construction where they apparently blocked off one lane for ten miles so they could stand next to a tractor and talk to each other. Lazy construction didn't surprise me however anymore than it surprised me that Mr. Fenn's supposed email with updates had never arrived. That was why I prepared myself though and I pulled up to the place ready to act like the was the most serious company on earth until I sold them on doing business with us so that I could geek out laugh about it all the way back home.

I had chosen a pretty standard dressy business suit with a skirt, low heels and my hair pulled back into a very business-like ponytail. As I walked into the hotel lobby complete with my brief case in hand, I was as ready as I could ever be and was psyched up for anything.

Just show me to the client and they'll sign with us so fast they'll never know what hit them.

The attitude I knew would serve me well lasted about as long as it took me to recheck my email one last time. That was when Mr. Fenn finally decided to email me and the contents of the email – which I read while sitting in the actual conference room waiting for other parties to arrive – pretty much ruined my afternoon.

The rest of the email included Mr. Fenn's deepest apology at having to let me know that the meeting had been canceled. He apparently had known for most of the day but either couldn't find out how to send an email or just remembered that he had sent me all the way to the meeting place for a meeting that wasn't taking place.

For a few minutes I just sat there fuming and trying to guess how long the hotel staff would allow me to just sit there, taking up the room. My answer came too quickly as the door opened and a tall, well dressed man rushed in. I wondered why he didn't have the normal hotel garb on for a minute before he found me and forced a smile. “Hi,” he said quickly, “You must be here from Webster, Fenn and Moore.”

I stood with a polite expression that was surely not nearly as polite as I thought, “Yes. I was just getting my things together. I guess it's time for me to leave right?”

“Yes,” he said but then corrected, “I mean no. Well, yes and no.” He held his hands out in front of him and heaved a heavy breath. “I'm from... well... you are here for me.” He comically put his hand to his forehead and said, “Why the hell can't I talk?” to himself. Just then a girl walked in the door behind him.

She shook her head and pointed a thumb at him, “Look at this guy. Please, miss....”

“Alyssa,” I said, still mostly trying to figure out who these two were and what they had to say. “Call me Alyssa.”

“Alyssa, you are probably wondering why we won't let you leave the room and why this guy is stumbling all over himself. Allow me to explain.” She smiled warmly, “My name is Jennifer and this is Alex. We are here representing Aaron and Brummie's Adult Accessories. Alyssa, I cannot apologize enough for the cancellation of the meeting and especially for you having traveled all the way up here.”

“Its fine,” I said with a weak wave of my hand. “Maybe we can reschedule.”

“We could and if we do then our company will certainly compensate you for the gas and expenses it took for you to come all the way here. There is one other option however if you would be willing to consider it.”

I glanced at her with a somewhat suspicious expression. She clearly was a salesperson for the company and just as clearly was a good one. Still, I don't mind being sold on something and she was very convincing. Since I was only going to turn the car around and drive home anyway, there was no reason not to consider whatever she was going to offer. After a moment of thought I nodded, “Sure, go ahead.”

Jennifer smiled, “Great. Well, you should know that we were just as surprised by the meeting being canceled as anyone. It wasn't us directly but rather a higher party in our company who was going to come as well but had something he couldn't get away from. Alex and I have adjoined rooms upstairs where we have all the stuff set up for the purpose of practicing our little sales pitch. I would never ask you to go up there with a man like Alex,” she pointed behind her again as Alex suddenly looked a bit hurt by her words – drawing a smile from me, “But would you consider going up there with me? They won't let us use this room since the official meeting has been canceled but if you are willing to, we can try and get this done without the big wigs. I could use the chance to prove how capable I am and the same goes for Alex. Maybe you have something to prove to your bosses as well. What do you say?”

What I wanted to say was that she was damn good at her job and did she want a job with my company. Who couldn't use a salesperson like her. Gorgeous, tall, blonde, shapely, strong and confident; she was perfect. I would have had to say no if only Alex had asked me up but the way she pitched it made me feel very comfortable about it being a business meeting that just happened to be taking place in adjoined hotel rooms. A little bit of my training – the part that was supposed to get me an all expenses paid trip to Chicago for a week – took place in a similar situation so it wasn't unprecedented. Finally I looked up, “Okay, you sold me. All I have is my briefcase so lead the way.”

The way she shook her head at Alex as she led me out the door made me laugh. By that time he had relaxed to the point where he simply shrugged. Apparently he had decided that it was best for him not to talk until he actually could talk. That was fine by me though because it helped relax me that much more.

As the elevator doors closed I began to wonder what Mr. Fenn would say if I brought back a huge new client from a meeting that had been canceled. I knew well that if I could somehow pull it off, I would be the talk of the board room the next week and likely might get myself either a raise or a promotion or both. There was something else that I noticed when the doors closed, leaving the three of us alone inside.

Jennifer's infectious confidence was accompanied well by her beauty. She probably stood around five feet, six inches with blonde hair that was styled expertly at shoulder length. The suit she wore was much like mine but instead of black, she went with an off-white color and chose pants instead of a skirt for the bottoms. I hated wearing pants with a girly suit but it really worked for her – especially with the dark rim designer glasses she wore to complete the look. She was stunning.

Across the elevator from the two of us stood Alex. The way he was still blushing over his embarrassing performance in the conference room was absolutely adorable when coupled with his talk, dark and handsome appearance. He looked the part of a Hollywood leading man while acting like a bit of a nerdy guy with nerves of mesh. The contrast was interesting and I found it extremely attractive. He found it difficult to even hold my stare for more than a second before needing to look away and clear his throat. The last time he did it, I glanced at Jennifer who was smirking at me the same way I was smirking at her. I mouthed the word 'cute' and she nodded as she glanced at him as well.

Shortly the elevator doors opened again and we girls were all business once again as we led the way towards the room. It was a bit funny of course because I had no idea where we were going and was still fighting a tiny voice inside that was telling me how crazy I was for agreeing to this. We reached the hotel rooms and Jennifer pulled a piece of luggage over in front of the door.

“Since this is a bit odd and risky for you, let's put this in front of the door to make sure it stays open the entire time. It'll give you an added sense of security. That is good for me because we need a good company to represent us and get our name out there and you just might be the person to make that happen. Let me know if you feel the need to stop us at any point in time and you can leave without another word. Fair?”

It was as if she could read my mind. What can I say? The girl was good. I was already taking Amos and Brummie a lot more seriously than I was first handed the folder by Mr. Fenn. They had a little table set up where part of the normal hotel furniture would be and a couple of comfortable chairs pulled up across from it. Laid out on the table were toys and devices that would have made me blush at almost any other time. I can't really say why I didn't feel odd at the time other than I had just felt so at ease with the two of them. Either way, when Jennifer sat down beside me and Alex stood on the other side of the table with his hands clasped behind his back, clearing his throat; I was smiling from ear to ear.

This should be fun.

“Welcome, Alyssa, to our little presentation of Amos and Brummie's Adult Accessories,” he started. “We have over three hundred products that we specialize in ranging from tools used mainly by women, some used only by men and of course others that work well for couples or in groups.”

“Groups?” I smiled as I asked.

Alex had been doing so well but tripped up at the question, “Ahem, um, yeah – I mean yes. Solo, couple or even group experiences; we cover them all in one way or another.” He was forced to look away from my wide grin to his partner as he found his voice again, “We of course have examples laid out here. Take for instance this,” he paused as he picked up a large dildo with quite the interesting design, “De... device.”

“You're not selling them to me Alex,” Jennifer cut in with a serious expression. She then softened and smiled, “I like them all.”

Alex's face was as red as a blood moon, “Y...you do?”

“Yeah,” she said with an expertly timed crossing of her legs, “I do. But you need to sell her on our products,” she bumped my shoulder with the back of her palm, “Not me.” Glancing at me she winked, “Sorry.”

I didn't mind at all and said, “No problem. This is the best show I've seen in a while.” Deciding to add my own sultry glare to the mix, I looked at the handsome bundle of nerves and whispered, “Please continue Alex.” Jennifer chuckled lightly next to me and bumped my leg, nodding her approval.

Whether it was his first day as a salesman or something about the atmosphere of the room was messing with him, Alex was struggling like crazy to do the most simple things and it was the cutest damn thing I think I have ever seen. He sighed heavily with his eyes closed and set the large dildo down on the table, his hand shaking as he did so. With his eyes still closed he reached for something else, anything else, and opened his eyes to see a pair of shackles with a chain attached to the middle. “H... here we have cuffs which can be used for bondage,” Alex said but his voice cracked when he said bondage.

I couldn't help but let a burst of laughter come out that I soon covered with my right hand, “Oh, I'm sorry Alex. Please keep going. Don't let me tie you up.”

Alex dropped the cuffs all the way to the floor where they clanged loud enough to be heard clear down to the elevators. He bent over too quickly to try and pick them up and banged his head on the table right where another little device was sitting. The little device sprang to life with a female voice saying, “Oh, yeah, do me in the ass!”

Jennifer busted into hysteria and I did too. Alex stood up straight and balled his fists in frustration, “Holy...  son of a...” As Alex turned around to give himself what appeared to be a pep talk, Jennifer's giggles slowed a little bit and she cut her eyes at me, clearly having something in mind. I eyed her with mock suspicion and leaned my ear towards her.

“Wanna have a little fun with him?” Jennifer whispered.

I looked from her over to the bundle of nerves that was Alex, taking a moment to look at his loose-fitting clothing. Not for the first time, I wondered what kind of build he was carrying around underneath. Did I want to have a little fun with that hunk of man? I looked back to Jennifer and nodded.

She grabbed my hand and whispered for me to trust her. I got the feeling from the look she was giving me that I could stop her if whatever she planned bothered me instead of Alex. Nothing about Jennifer turned me off in any way however so I was solidly on board. Her other hand reached down and touched the large dildo and she looked at me questioningly. Barely able to stop myself from laughing, I smiled widely and nodded.

It was obvious that Alex's little self talk was about to come to an end and Jennifer put three fingers down and slowly counted to two – brought the dildo up towards her mouth – then counted to one and zero before beginning to lick up then length of it, her tongue riding slowly over the ridges. Her other hand moved to my cheek with a slight caress as Alex turned around.

“Okay,” he said as he turned, “Sorry about that little breakdown. Now... wow... wow. Oh my god.”

I wanted to look at him so badly but I was able to keep the act up. Jennifer was laying it on heavy with her licking the dildo and heaving her chest up and down. It was nice of her to be willing to do all of the shocking work but I was enjoying her show so much, as well as Alex's stunned reaction, that I had to join in.

Reaching up to where her fingers were slowly dragging across my cheek, I pulled those same fingers towards my lips and lightly kissed them. Though he was standing there in stunned silence, Alex's heavy breathing and light mumbling suggested he was enjoying the scene.

Jennifer raised her eyebrows slowly as she apparently was surprised by my forward move. In response I opened my mouth and sucked on her middle finger then licked my lips lustfully. Something in her body language changed as she heaved a breath licked her upper lip slowly. I saw clearly that she was being turned on for real which only made me feel the exact same way. Wondering how far I could push the envelope in our little game, I dragged her fingers down the front of my blouse and tilted my head back as I placed her hand loosely on my breast. I rolled my eyes and moaned, laying it on so thick that I was turning myself on even more.

The entire scene had started as a big joke we were playing on Alex and it was a damn funny one. When I locked eyes with her in that moment however, there was nothing even close to a smirk on her face. She stared at me for a moment and then came towards me. Her hand wrapped around the back of my head and pulled me into her. Our lips crashed together with passion that was one-hundred percent real. My lips parted first as our kiss grew more impassioned by the second.

Her other hand went to my back side and squeezed my body against hers then she gyrated her hips quickly against mine as the kiss finally broke. I was about to kiss her again when the door suddenly shut. Alex turned around with a large bulge in his pants and seemed willing to watch what we were going to do next. Thinking Jennifer might wonder about me being okay with the door being shut, I decided to step out in front of her and walk towards Alex, leading her along behind me as I went.

He was all nerves when I strutted over towards him and I thought he was going to pass out when I dropped my suit jacket to the floor and started quickly unbuttoning my blouse in front of him. Already backed against the wall near the door, Alex was seemingly trying to force his way through the wall for a moment before I reached down and grabbed his swollen shaft in my hand. Jennifer came along behind me as I worked my hand along his shaft through his pants. I turned around kissed her at the same time, trying to make it perfectly clear that this was not a joke anymore. It was something I wanted so badly I was weak in the knees.

Both Alex and Jennifer got the message.

Jennifer began to take her suit off as she reached in to caress my breasts and it took Alex seemingly only a few seconds to get out of most of his clothes. He had his coat off, his shirt ripped open and dropped his pants to the floor. He bent down, I thought to take his shoes and pants the rest of the way off but instead found the zipper of my skirt and jerked it down to the floor. About that time I had my blouse completely off and was only in bra and panties before the two of them. They were both in the same condition as Alex reached back to triple lock the door and Jennifer backed towards the bed.

She stopped at the edge but I pushed her back onto the bed when I reached her, climbing quickly after her. About the time I began to pull her panties down, revealing her neatly shaven pussy, Alex was revealing the same from me by taking mine down. I moaned my approval as he pushed his shaft into my pussy from behind and Jennifer was already groaning from my tongue teasing her pussy lips. I massaged her breasts with my hands, my body jerking upward with each of Alex's thrusts into me.

His shaft felt so good it was hard to concentrate on what I wanted to do to Jennifer's amazing body. I managed to push my finger into her wet lips as I flicked my tongue across her clit. Her hips jerked in pleasure. After minutes and minutes of bliss, Alex pulled out and Jennifer rolled me onto my back. Her tongue lapped across my nipples before her lips clamped around them, sucking and kissing along the way.

She worked her way downward until and quickly began licking my pussy like she had known me my entire adult life and knew exactly what I wanted. My back was arching in incredible pleasure, my moans surely loud enough to be heard rooms and floors away. Alex was now pounding his hips against Jennifer, forcing her to groan onto my pussy as she continued to work my body over masterfully.

Suddenly Jennifer was moving back up my body. Alex was moving her upwards and kept going until she and I were face to face, our breasts rubbing wonderfully against each other and our pussies within inches. Alex climbed farther onto the bed and spread both of our legs wider. Jennifer's head lolled backwards and she squealed lightly as he shoved his shaft into her pussy. He was going slower now and her mouth fell down passionately across my breasts as she moved up and down with his thrusts. I thought it couldn't get any better until he quickly pulled out of her and I felt his large cock drive into my pussy.

I nearly was pushed over the edge of climax right then as he pounded me harder and faster than he had Jennifer. My head fell back and I groaned louder still, wrapping my arms around Jennifer to pull her closer to me. Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore before an orgasm, he stopped and went back to Jennifer. This time he moved twice into her and then twice into me, each of us yelping loudly as he somehow kept a great rhythm up while driving into us both.

At last he kept driving into my pussy and I knew an orgasm was coming and fast. He pushed me up to and over that edge perfectly then slowed his pace before doing the same with Jennifer. She orgasmed with her teeth clamping lightly down on my nipple as I wrapped her tight against my body. There was a moment of afterglow for the slightest of seconds before Alex's moaning got our attention.

Jennifer and I crawled across the bed, meeting at Alex's impressive body while we caressed each other along the way. At the same time we kissed down his chest, stomach and then down to his throbbing erection. I first started sucking the tip and then the first half of his shaft as Jennifer worked her fingers across his balls. We kept going like that until I felt he was about to climax and then I stopped, gently squeezing the tip to try and hold him back.

She then leaned down and wrapped her mouth around his cock too and I kissed up his stomach and chest. Before long he was breathing hard once again and we both knew it was time. Jennifer and I both positioned our faces near his manhood as he pumped several streams of warm cum onto our faces and into our mouths.

When it was over we each wound up laying on the bed, our legs and arms draped across one another in odd ways until finally Alex was the first to move. He rolled off the edge of the bed and fell to the floor. I smiled over towards Jennifer before he popped his head back up, “Okay, that's it ladies. I refuse to work in this environment! I cannot be expected to sell sex toys to two stunning hot women like you two. Now,” he smiled an easy smile, “We have this room for another day so, I'm just saying...”

Jennifer laughed, “Shut up Alex!”

He nodded, “Shutting up...”

We laughed together for a while before we got cleaned up and went on our way. Some people might be thinking by this point that I got my first big sell by performing sexual acts but that isn't how it happened. After the threesome, we talked a little business. It turned out that the two of them could not complete the actual final deal after all. It had to go by their owner and big boss before anything official happened. So, they set up a meeting and I landed the client. The rest, as they say, is history.

I have only seen Jennifer and Alex once since that encounter and we all were completely business about the chance meeting except of course for Alex. He adorably stumbled all over himself like he apparently always does. Well not always. I understand he performs quite well when it's time for him to perform – if you know what I mean.


2. We Teased and Tormented My Cheating Husband: A Revenge FFM Threesome Story by Kaylee Jones

When Suzanne catches her husband Jack in the act of cheating with his personal trainer, she comes unglued.  She tells him not to come home that night, and spends the evening trying to figure out what to do next.  When the personal trainer shows up at the house, her night takes an unexpected turn but then again, her life already has.

It was absolutely absurd, to be my age and irrationally jealous of the twenty-something floozy that my husband had been bonking for the last three months.  Well, three months at least.  Sure, I am no longer in my twenties but I have kept up my appearance and still consider myself on the better side of average-looking.  But to know that he has been running around with his bimbo personal trainer is just about enough to make me completely apart.

I found out about the affair purely by accident.  I knew he had an appointment with his trainer at the gym and he had accidently grabbed my gym bag by mistake, so I headed over there to exchange the bags.  Turns out, I wandered in at exactly the wrong moment.  It was ten in the morning and the place was oddly deserted.  She was sitting on the weight bench with her legs spread and his face was buried against her.

She looked properly flustered when I walked in, but her startled look dissolved into horror when he turned around and started stammering something about he was sorry.  I stiffened my spine and strode over to the pair of mortified adulterers.

“I don’t believe we’ve met,” I offered with an overly friendly smile, “I’m Charlotte, his wife.”

Even as he was trying to scramble away from her and she was snapping her thighs closed, I offered my hand to shake.  She took it gingerly, and shook it limply.

I shouldered the gym bag I was supposed to be exchanging and strode back out of the gym room.  As I let the door swing shut, I heard a shrill voice screeching.

“You’re fucking married!  You told me you were divorced!  Asshole!”

I tossed his gym bag in my backseat and leaned up against the side of my car and waited.  He came scrambling out of the gym as though she was tossing free weights at his head.  He skidded to a stop when he saw I was still there.  The expressions on his face flickered from embarrassment to anger to shame and back to anger.

“What the hell are you doing here anyway?”

“You grabbed my gym bag by mistake, but I suppose having the wrong clothing is irrelevant in regards to that particular workout.”  I managed to keep my voice level and calm; only through an act of God I am sure.

He shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans and scuffed the toe of his sneaker on the concrete.  I crossed my arms over my chest and regarded him coolly.

“S-S-So now what?” he finally stuttered.

“I’m not really sure actually.  Do you have any suggestions?”

He stared down at the ground for a long moment.

“I don’t really know,” he finally whispered.

I could feel my heart pounding inside my chest but I willed my face to remain stoic and smooth.  His large dark eyes looked frightened so I suppose my calm and rational act was scaring him more than if I had been ranting and raving.

“Perhaps you can find somewhere to sleep tonight, and I will see you for breakfast tomorrow.”

I left that sentence hanging in mid-air, slid into my car, and pealed out from the parking lot.  I checked the rearview mirror and as I turned right onto the street, he was still standing in the parking lot bewildered and lost.

I managed to keep my sanity in check until I reached our townhouse.  As soon as I shut the door behind myself, I crumpled to the floor in tears.  While I was proud of holding it together in front of her and in front of him, it could not last forever.

As the darkness of evening crept in through the open windows, I finally dragged myself off the floor and into the shower.  After scrubbing myself pink, I slipped into yoga pants and a tee shirt and made some soup for dinner.  I had about twelve hours to figure out a plan of action, and I had no idea what I was going to do.

I am a successful lawyer and yet I had no thoughts about how to handle this situation.  I even thought about calling a friend, but I was not ready to tell anyone that my husband had been cheating on me. 

There was always the option of packing all of his stuff and kicking him out.  I was the breadwinner of the household so I did not have to worry myself with financial security.  He might have to, but then again, it was his actions that brought us to that point.

I could take him back without question, pending his promise to never do it again.  But that just seemed weak and overly forgiving for a strong woman such as myself.  And I was not sure I could really take him back into my house, my life, my bed.  Besides, there would always be leverage and I was not sure that I could handle that.  Honestly? I was afraid that I would forever hold it over his head for any real or perceived error.

Oh? You didn’t take out the trash?  Gee, were you too busy fucking someone?

As I contemplated all of the options, I was startled by a soft knock on the front door.  Surely he would be smart enough to wait until morning to return home.  He was probably surprised I had asked him to come home at all.  I was completely confused as to who on earth would be knocking at my door at that time of night.

It never occurred to me that I would see her face when I peeked through the peephole.

****

It was the blonde from the gym.  With her twenty-something smooth complexion and perky boobs, she just angered and annoyed me on principle.  She was shuffling her feet and juggling a heavy paper sack.  What the fuck was she doing at my front door?  I half-considered yelling obscenities to her through the closed door and threatening her with a lawsuit.

But my curiosity got the better of me instead.  I set my face into an expressionless void and opened the door.

Her eyes were red and puffy and she was running her palm over her glossy ponytail.

“I-I-I just had to apologize.  He told me he was divorced so I never knew.  I’m so sorry,” she blurted it all out as one long babbling sentence and started crying.

I sighed and gestured for her to come inside as I stepped out of the doorway.  She made it as far as the couch before collapsing.  The paper sack made a heavy thunking noise on the hardwood when she lost her grip on the handles.  I could see the corks of two wine bottles poking out of the top and I bit back a smirk.

I perched on the edge of the couch next to her and waited for her to grow quiet.  Her sobs finally melted into sniffling and she dabbed her eyes with her French manicured fingertips while peering up at me through thick lashes.

“It’s not an excuse,” she mumbled, “just an explanation.  I’m Annie, by the way.”

“I’m Suzanne.  And I know.  It sounds like he screwed us both.  So to speak,” I offered a wry smirk which she returned.

“S-S-So what do we do?”

I ran my fingers through my loose waves and shook my head.

“I’ve been trying to figure that out all night.  I told him to come back to the house for breakfast in the morning.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I think I’m going to open one of those,” I laughed as I pointed to the bottles of wine.

She nodded, “I was hoping you would.”

I carried the bag into the kitchen to uncork one of the bottles and discovered that the girl had also brought over some nibbles.  I arranged the vegetables and dill dip and cheese and crackers on two plates.  I set the platters and the wine on a tray along with two glasses and some napkins, and carried the whole spread back into the living room.

“So do you normally sleep with your clients?” I figured the time for politeness was long past, since I had seen her naked from the waist down with her thighs pressed against my husband’s ears.

“Actually no, he was the first.”

I laughed, “Figures.”

She shrugged, “But I’ve never dated a married man before; at least, not to my knowledge.  It’s always seemed like more trouble than it’s worth.”

“Well, it certainly explains the lack of activity in my bedroom lately.”

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, her lower lip wobbling dangerously.

“Nah, I don’t think it’s your fault.  At first I was mad at you, but I should be mad at him.  I just don’t know what to do about it.”

“I don’t get it.  When I hear about guys that cheat on their wives, I always picture frumpy overweight housewives, but you’re not that at all.”

I actually blushed, “Oh, um, thanks.  I guess.”

“You seem like you take good care of yourself.  Do you work?”

“I make the money around here; I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh fuck, it figures.  You’re going to sue me.”

I laughed, “No, but I considered it.”

She drained the last of her glass and went to refill but the bottle was empty.  She produced the second bottle and waved it at me with a hopeful smile.

I jogged to the kitchen and when I returned, I could not help but notice just how attractive she was.  She was wearing tight gym shorts that barely covered her ass and a tight tank top that accentuated her generous breasts.  Her skin looked silky smooth and her hair shone in the lamplight.  Even her dark eyes intrigued me.  I was a little thrown by my observations, and tried to chalk them up to the lack of activity between my sheets.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she breathed as I poured her another glass of wine.

“Certainly.  I think the time for secrets is long gone.”

“He was not all that good in bed anyway.”

I nearly dropped the wine bottle as I doubled over with laughter.

“Oh?  You noticed that too?”

She nodded, “I normally don’t sleep with men at all.  Usually women.”

“Oh?” My curiosity was piqued and I could not help but become aware of a certain pulse in my own body as I sat down next to her on the couch.

“Yeah, most of my dates are women.”

“I see.  But you just thought you’d experiment with my husband?”

“He gave me some sob story about how he was divorced and his shrew of an ex-wife was never interesting or adventurous in the bedroom.”

She clapped her palm to her cheek, “Oh my gawd, I didn’t mean…”

“It’s okay, he’s probably right.  I mean, I guess I like sex and all, but I’ve never been all that thrilled with it.”

“Trust me, it was him.  He just was not that good.”

I leaned back into the couch cushions and closed my eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, letting the strange thought drift through my brain.  Her palm felt warm on my thigh even through my yoga pants.  Her eyes glittered with a devilish gleam when I opened my eyes to look at her.

“You know…” she said conspiratorially, “we could probably invent an amazing payback together, if you’re interested.”

“What did you have in mind?”  I was trying to focus on her words and not her tickling fingertips on my knee.

She leaned over until I could feel her warm breath on my ear, “Turnabout is fair play you know.”

Her fingers inched higher on my inner thigh and I squirmed but did not pull away.

****

I shivered when I felt Annie’s soft lips brush against my ear.  Her hand kept teasing my leg which made my shivers intensify.  I could hear her softly laughing as her lips trailed from my ear down my neck.

“Suzanne?” she murmured quietly against the pulse that was fluttering in my neck.

“Yes, Annie?” I replied hesitantly.

“Have you figured out my revenge plan yet?”

I chuckled, “It’s becoming clearer.”

She withdrew her teasing lips and wandering hand and moved to straddle my lap.  I gasped in surprise, but lightly rested my hands on her slim hips.  Her tiny gym shorts rode up slightly, leaving the bottom curve of her ass exposed to my curious fingers.

She leaned down and brushed her lips along my jawline.

“Personally,” she whispered, “I think we should invite him over and make him watch.”

My mind was a little cloudy from the wine and the new experience, but I loved the idea.

“Just watch?” I asked.

“Maybe, at least at the beginning.  We’ll see how it goes.  But I’m more interested in you than him.”

She leaned to one side, still straddling my lap, as I reached for my cell phone.  I thumbed an invitation text message to Jack.

“What did you say?” she sighed as her arms threaded around my neck.

“I just said that if he was interested in talking about this, he could come over tonight.”

She smiled down at me, and pressed her lips to mine.  It was different than kissing a man.  Her lips were soft but insistent and her skin smelled sweetly soft.  I parted my lips to the insistence of her tongue and tasted the wine from earlier.  She pressed her upper body against me and my arms fit easily around her waist as we kissed.  I had no experience with women before, but she was starting to awaken an interest in me that I never knew existed.

I arched into her kiss and her hands slid down my sides until her fingertips were teasing up under the lower hem of my tee shirt.  I had not been expecting company, so I had not put on a bra after my shower.  When her hands brushed against the bottom curve of my breasts, I gasped and pressed forward into her touch.  Her touch was insistent yet tentative and I wanted more.

Annie moved her hands and started frantically tugging at my tee shirt, finally freeing it from my body and tossing it aside. Her tank top quickly followed suit.  Once we were both topless, she hugged me tightly and devoured my lips with her mouth.  I could taste an urgency in her and I raked my nails up her bare back until she groaned.

Just as I was learning the sensation of her breasts against mine, I heard a metallic scratching in the front door lock.  She broke away from my lips and grinned down at me evilly.  The game was afoot.  As the door swung open, she clasped me to her and kissed me passionately.  I was so overwhelmed by her desire for me that I almost forgot Jack entering the room.

He was still carrying my gym bag from our earlier mix-up, and it fell to the floor with a soft thunk.

“What the hell is going on?” he stammered.

Annie looked up from kissing me and grinned at him, “She wanted to see what the fuss was all about.”

He blinked at us, trying to figure out what the catch was.  His wife and his girlfriend were making out on the couch and he had been invited over to see.

She sat up, exposing my breasts and hers to his staring eyes.

“You screwed us both, Jack, and that’s not something we’re going to take lying down.  Well, I suspect that’s where this will end up, but you will regret it before the night is over.”

She stood up slowly, letting his eyes drift over us and took me by the hand.

“I think it’s time you showed me where the bedroom is,” she winked at me and shook her ass at Jack.

I led her down the hallway and heard Jack’s footsteps behind us.  He still seemed to be struck mute by the entire scene.  When we got there, her eyes flowed over the room and I could see a plan forming by the grin on her young face.

She directed Jack to the armchair in the corner, “You.  Get undressed and sit there.”

After she rifled through our closet, she returned with a handful of silk ties.

“These look sturdy enough,” she observed.

Once Jack was naked and sitting in the chair, the young curvy blonde proceeded to tie his wrists to the arms of the chair and his ankles to the legs of the chair.

“What the fuck?” he groaned, struggling against his unexpected bonds.

“Before we go any further, you need to see what it looks like to satisfy a woman.  Not only did you not tell me you were married, you didn’t tell your wife you were screwing around.  And we both happen to think you are less than sufficient in the sack.  So you need to take notes.”

I was still frozen in place as I watched and listened to her.  When she returned to me, she eagerly pushed me backwards on the bed and crawled on top.

She bent down to whisper in my ear, “He is about to come unglued you know.”

I grinned and nodded as I pulled the band to release her ponytail.  Her silky blonde hair fell down around our faces and I pulled her to me for a kiss.  My thighs parted to allow her closer and I felt her writhe excitedly against me.  Somewhere in the distance Jack groaned and banged the chair against the hardwood floors.  I wrapped my legs around her slim waist and dug my nails into her delicate skin as her tongue plundered my mouth.

As Annie kissed her over my breasts and down my stomach, I had to laugh to the look on Jack’s face.  He was twisting in his chair with a lewd erection bobbing between his legs.  When Annie dragged my yoga pants off, he started thrusting in mid-air.

My laughter faded and I lost all ability for conscious thought when I felt her lips on my inner thighs.  Going down on me was something that Jack had done when we were dating but it had long since been dropped out of our ten-minute monthly sex routine.  When Annie’s tongue found my aching little clit, I clenched the sheets and groaned loudly.  She slid two fingers inside my wetness while her tongue danced against me and my blood boiled with a long-forgotten need.  I groaned her name as my body convulsed through my climax.  It was the first one that someone else had given me in a very long time.

She slowly kissed her way back up my naked trembling body and I reached for her.  She straddled my thigh as I tasted myself on her lips and I could feel her wetness against my skin.

“I want to please you too,” I murmured against her warm neck.

She grinned down at me and together we rolled so that I was on top.  Her breasts beckoned to me and I sucked on the hard peak of her nipple.  When my fingers brushed against her smooth wet pussy, she bucked but wriggled away.

“Should we give him a break?” she giggled.

We both looked at the man tied to the chair.  His throbbing erection almost looked painful and his face was twisted in a grimace of need and want and lust.

“What do you say Jack?  You want to play too?” I asked with a coy little smirk.

He nodded vehemently like a little boy on Christmas morning.  I sashayed over to his and slowly freed him, one silk tie at a time.

“Tonight there is only one pussy available for you,” I warned him as I crawled back between Annie’s open legs.

“I know, I know,” his voice shook with pent-up frustration.

As I buried my tongue between the folds of Annie’s sweet little pussy, I felt him thrust inside me to the hilt in one motion.  Annie buried her fingers in my messy waves and pulled my face against her hot flesh.  My tongue found the tiny nub that was giving her so much torment and I flicked fast and hard.  I knew what it meant to need and want and I hoped I could deliver on my first attempt.

Jack was thrusting away like a rabbit in heat and I tried not to laugh.  Annie was groaning with every lick of my tongue and I focused on pleasuring her as much as she had me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Jack babbled behind me.

I knew exactly what that meant, and I swiveled my hips sharply to one side.  His cock slipped out with a wet popping noise and he grunted at his thwarted orgasm.

“What the hell…”

“Not yet.  And don’t touch yourself.” I mumbled from the depths of Annie’s body.

Annie’s frustration got the better of her patience, and she forced my face back to her body.  I drew her hard clit between my lips and flickered hard against the taut surface until she bucked and arched in climax.  Her sweet juices ran down my chin and I lapped every drop I could.  Jack groaned and slammed his fist into the bed in frustration.

I kissed my way back up Annie’s smooth stomach and curled up into her body.  After she and I caught our breath, we sat up to look at my poor frustrated husband.  His stiff cock stuck straight out from his body and bobbed for attention.  She and I were unsuccessful in biting back our giggles.

“It’s not fucking funny!” he declared angrily.

“Oh really?” we answered simultaneously, “And what was fucking funny about cheating on both of us?”

His cock drooped slightly as his anger deflated.

Annie whispered in my ear and I nodded with another giggle.

“You think he can handle that?” I asked her conspiratorially.

She nodded and we crawled over to him together.  He watched suspiciously but did not back away.  The groan from his chest was almost unearthly when he felt our two tongues stroke up the sides of his cock.  We were both curious how long he could last, so we teased and tormented him as best we knew how.  We licked and nibbled and kissed his cock, never once sucking or stroking.  We tickled his aching balls with our fingernails and the tips of our tongues.

We took a break when we sensed he was at his limit, and made out on the bed.  Every so often one of us would reach out a lightly stroke him once and them return to stroking each other.

Jack was groaning and twitching terribly from our torment.  Annie and I were enjoying every moment.

“What the fuck?” he finally mumbled as his hand slowly crept up to his aching cock.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Annie wagged her finger at him as I swatted his hand away.

He grunted in frustration and pounded the disheveled bed with his fist.

“C’mon, what the hell is all this?”

Annie and I looked at each other and knelt on the bed in front of him.

“This is what happens when you mess around with two smart ladies,” I retorted, “your actions need to have consequences.”

Annie nodded, “You lied to both of us and cheated on both of us.”

He ran his fingers through his dark hair and looked away from us.

“Are you sorry yet?”

“Yes!  I was sorry this afternoon!”

“Of course you’re sorry you got caught,” I snipped, “but are you sorry you lied to both of us?”

“Yes!  I’m sorry!”

Annie ran her hand over my ass and squeezed lightly.  I giggled and squirmed but leaned over to kiss her one more time.  As we made out, her hand drifted up to massage his balls while mine drifted to stroking his cock.  He groaned as we teased him, thrusting his hips into my snug fist.

I broke the kiss and whispered loudly, “Do you think he’s had enough?”

Annie nodded and pulled me mouth back to hers with her free hand.  As we tasted each other’s lips, I felt her free hand drift down to tug lightly on my nipples.

Jack groaned as I teased her still slippery pussy with my fingertips, and his whole body tensed as the first splash hit our combined bodies.  The next one fell, and the next one as he came all over Annie and I while we kissed.

He fell to his knees on the floor and still covered in his release, Annie and I rolled onto the bed.  I buried my face between her thighs again and did not let up until she had soaked my tongue with her juices.  The three of us spent the night tangled up in the bed, sleeping off the excitement and newness of the evening.

****

Yes, my husband cheated on me and it changed my life, but hear me out.  About a week later, Annie moved in with us after several two-way and three-way conversations.  We now live as a trio, and share each other without guilt or apologies.

It is not a situation I ever expected to find myself in, at all.  But it turns out that while I may not like being with women exclusively, I do like Annie.  She has been amazingly patient with Jack and me while we figure things out.  And Jack has been surprisingly attentive to both of us.

While many men fantasize about having two women at once, most of them could not handle the reality of living in such a situation.  But he has stepped up like a real man.  He also seems to understand when she and I want to be alone together, although he almost always pouts for a little bit.  It is very rare for Annie to have sex with Jack on her own, but it does happen.  But it really is not cheating since I am fully aware of it.  We added a single bed in the home office in case any one of us wants to sleep alone.  It has worked very well, but three in a bed can get crowded when you actually want to sleep.

I have not told many people about our arrangement, most would not understand.  But who am I to turn down the desire and feelings that I have developed for Annie.  She is more than just a lover for either Jack or I.  It feels like a long-term arrangement, at least to me.  We shall see how it plays out when any of us want to start a family.  I almost like the idea of having a “sister mom” though.

But for now we are just having fun.  Oh but just so you know, every so often we do make Jack watch her and I without playing.  Just to remind him who is ultimately in charge.


3. The Farm Girl Learns a Lesson: A First Double Penetration Threesome by Ellie North

I know Dean loves me. But I also know he’s not really satisfied with our sex life. I try…I really do. But I was raised in a little town in the middle of nowhere, where no one ever did anything adventurous, especially when it came to sex. So, I’m not all that experienced. Half the time, I have no idea what he’s talking about. But I know if I want to keep him happy, I need to make some changes. But with the help of my college roommate Brittany, I might be able to do that. And in the process, I might just discover what turns me on. Hope Dean’s ready for the new me.

“Brit, are you sure this is how I’m supposed to look?” I turned, looking at myself in the mirror in our cramped dorm room. Brit had dressed me in a short leather skirt—with a zipper up the back and the front, no less—and a vest that hugged my body. And precious little else. Oh, and stiletto-heeled black shoes. I tried tugging the skirt down my thighs.

“Kylie, you asked me to help you dress a little more edgy, a little sexier.” She tugged the skirt back up where it had been. “If you want to show Dean you’re willing to try to be a little more adventurous, then I say go big or go home.”

“I feel like I’m wearing a Halloween costume.” I did have to admit though that the skirt did show off my long legs and hugged my ass in a way nothing else I owned did. And in the tight vest I suddenly had cleavage.

“That’s because all you’ve ever worn till now has been long skirts and baggy shirts. This might be a little over the top, but it’s not as out there as you think it is.”

I sighed. “Thanks for the help. I don’t meant to seem ungrateful. It’s just…” I thought about the last conversation Dean and I had, how he’d said he needed more from our relationship. He still loved me just as much as ever, but our sex life was getting stale, predictable. Boring.

“College can be a big change for anyone. And for you…” Brit pushed me down into the chair by her bed, grabbed her makeup case, and started dabbing and patting things onto my face. “Coming from wherever the hell you did in Montana…”

“North Dakota. Beach, North Dakota. Although it’s on the state line between Montana and North Dakota.”

“Whatever. You grew up on a farm, in the middle of nowhere. Dean calls you a typical farmer’s daughter, you know. Naïve. And now you’re here in sunny California, at UC Irvine, running with a whole new crowd of people.” She stepped back, admiring her efforts. “And Dean’s a California, big city boy. You gotta expect him to expect a little something more than just the missionary position night after night.”

My face flushed and I closed my eyes. It was still hard sometimes to even talk about sex, much less try to imagine what Dean wanted.

“I want the same things he does. It’s just…not at all what I’m used to. Or what I ever thought about. I’m just naïve, I guess.”

“You guessed right. But you can change. As long as you keep an open mind, you’ll be fine. Close your eyes.”

She came at me with an eyeliner, and I shut my eyes while she worked her magic. “There. All done.”

I looked in the mirror. The face looking back did not look like me at all. There was a sexy, sultry vixen staring back. Somehow Brit had taken my plain-Jane face and drab hair and turned me into a sex kitten.

“Oh, wow.” I stared at my reflection. “Gee…”

“And while we’re at it, let’s work on that language. I’d be bored with you, too, if all you said after sex was gee, that was good. Try saying something dirty. Start with saying fuck. You can do it, Kylie.”

My face was already flushed. Back home swearing wasn’t exactly forbidden, but I’d never picked up the habit, even after I’d started college.

“Fuck…” I managed a whisper.

“Good. Now add ‘me’ and ‘Dean’ to that.” Brit was already laughing, knowing full well I’d never manage that. But this was a do-or-die test. I closed my eyes.

“Fuck me Dean.” I opened my eyes, grinning. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…fuck me.” I dissolved into laughter. Brit grabbed me in a big hug.

“See? That’s not so hard. Just toss in Dean’s name, moan a lot, and he’ll think you’re a totally new girl.” She winced. “Sorry.”

I shook my head. “I know…it’s okay.” Along with the comments about boring sex, Dean had told me, only half kidding, that he had thought about finding a girl just for sex. At least I thought he’d been kidding. And this was my way of making sure he didn’t follow through on that comment.

“Oh, Brit. I almost forgot.” I dug in my bag. “I read this.” I handed her a book. “I’ve been reading…”

She burst out laughing. “The Kama Sutra? You’re really prepared now.”

My cell phone started chirping and I grabbed the book, stuffing it back in my bag. “That’s Dean. I gotta go.”

* * *

Brit had my big bag, and all I carried was a tiny little thing she’d given me, just big enough to hold my cell and lip gloss. The strap kept falling off my shoulder and I felt awkward, fiddling with it, wearing my hooker clothes. Actually, awkward didn’t come close to describing how I felt. Guys had been staring at me as I waited on the crowded sidewalk in front of Brit’s building, some whistling, a few stopping to talk. I’d brushed them off as best I could.

But then something else started happening. The attention I was getting was new to me, but the more men gave me appreciative glances, the more confident I started to feel in this bizarre outfit. It was over the top, but if I was going to pull it off, I was going to have to start acting over the top. I started smiling at the guys, talked to a few, flirted as best I could with others. The awkwardness started to fade, replaced by a sense of control, like a feminine power over them. I could make them stop to talk if I smiled, if I looked them in the eye. I could make them walk on by if I turned my shoulder to them, looking away. Could be I was starting to enjoy this make over.

Dean’s car turned the corner, and I stepped to the curb. He drove past me and pulled up a few feet away. I could see him looking back toward the door of the building. In fact, he was looking right past me.

I walked over to his car, bending down to look in the passenger’s door. Dean looked up, frowning, then powered down the window.

“Sorry, I’m waiting for…” He stopped, mouth open. “Kylie? Holy cow…is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me. Open the door. I’m freezing out here.”

The door popped open, and I slid into the seat. It was difficult; the tight leather skirt rode up my thighs, making it hard to move.

“I didn’t recognize you, Kylie.” Dean leaned over, closed the door, then sat back. “You look amazing. Different…but amazing. And very sexy. Can I get a kiss?”

The kiss started out slow, but within a few seconds we were in the throes of a passionate kiss. Dean’s tongue flicked against my lips, and I opened my mouth to him, meeting him fully, not holding back. His hands seemed to be everywhere, on my bare thighs, sliding beneath my skirt, then moving up to caress my breasts. It didn’t take long for me to turn into a writhing mass of wanton woman. Something ignited inside me, a throbbing deep between my thighs. I was pretty sure that tonight was going to be so much better between us.

Dean pulled away with a gasp. “Kylie…something’s different.” His glance slid over my body, then back to my face. “It’s not just this either. There’s something different about you.”

“I want to change…want to make you happy. Make myself happy.” I ran a finger down his cheek. “I’m not sure why, but this whole outfit, the makeup, all of it makes me feel sexy. Maybe it’s not just the clothes…maybe it’s something inside of me.”

“I don’t care what it is, as long as you’re okay with this.” He smiled in the dim light of the car. “And if you’re open to change, then I’ve got a proposition for you.”

For a minute I hesitated. I might feel different, but there was still a whole lot of things I knew Dean wanted that I wasn’t sure I was ready to do. Dean sat back, shifted the car into drive, and pulled away from the curb.

“Don’t worry. It’ll be okay.” He winked and we pulled into traffic. I hoped he was right.

* * *

Dean pulled up in front of his apartment. He’d moved out of the house he shared with about a dozen guys the beginning of senior year. Even though his friend Eric lived with him, we had privacy, and for tonight I was profoundly grateful for that.

“Listen, Kylie, there’s something I want to ask you…something I want you to try.” We’d gotten as far as the living room. I could hear music coming from Eric’s room.

“Okay. Within reason, I guess.” My heart was pounding in my chest. Hopefully it was something I’d seen in the Kama Sutra and I’d at least know what he was talking about.

He broke into a big grin. “Great. I’ll get Eric.” Before I could say anything, he disappeared down the hall. I was still standing in the living room when they both came back.

“Hey, Kylie...man, you look amazing.” Eric’s look wasn’t subtle as he took in my outfit. For a minute I was uncomfortable. But under his and Dean’s gaze, the heat that had started in the car blossomed again. It was kind of nice feeling sexy, and having both of them take obvious pleasure in looking at me.

“Yeah, she looks pretty great, right?” Dean put his arms around me, pulling me close. “Like the sexy girl I know she is.” He kissed my cheek, one hand moving up to caress one breast.

Eric was watching us, clearly enjoying what he was seeing. I smiled at him, then tried to wiggle away from Dean. Public—or semi-public—displays of affection made me uncomfortable. And since Dean and I were definitely headed toward something big, and since I was already half-way to being aroused, this was even more awkward.

But Dean held me tight, turning my head and kissing me hard, his hands moving down over my body, fingers creeping under the edge of my skirt. I squirmed harder, breaking away from Dean’s kiss.

“Dean…come on.” I glanced at Eric. “I think you can wait until we get to your room.”

Eric laughed. “You didn’t tell her yet, did you? Were you afraid she’d back out?”

“Dean…what’s he talking about? What didn’t you tell me?” I tried to get away from Dean, but he was holding on to me pretty tightly. “What’s happening?”

“Well, this was supposed to be a surprise, Eric.” Dean looked down at me. “I wanted us to try something different, to break you out of your shell. And I thought if we were really going to give this a try…well, we’d try something really out there. Kind of like the most extreme thing I could think of.” He shrugged. “So if this didn’t work, you’d be willing to try something less dramatic.”

“How about less traumatic? You can’t expect me to have…” I closed my eyes, not even really able to think about what he meant. “To have sex with Eric?”

They both started to laugh as Dean turned me toward the couch. “Not with Eric…with both of us. As a threesome.”

I pulled against him, but Eric was behind me, hands on my hips. “Come on, Kylie. It’s not going to be that bad. You’re just having sex…but with me and Dean. Besides, we’re all friends here.”

“Somehow that doesn’t make it any easier.”

Dean dragged me toward the couch, turning me around to face him. “Listen, anytime you want to stop, just say so.”

“I want to stop.” I tried to pull away again from Dean, but Eric was standing very close behind me, his body pressed against mine. It was pretty clear he had a huge erection pressed against my ass. Every time I wiggled to get away, it seemed to excite him even more.

Dean shook his head. “We haven’t even started yet. Give it a chance.” He leaned in, kissing me hard, his tongue thrust into my mouth. I tried to concentrate on Dean, on what was familiar. But it was hard to ignore Eric behind me, to ignore his roaming hands as he moved them over my hips, reaching beneath to caress my ass, squeezing my flesh.

“You okay?” Dean nuzzled my neck. I nodded, not sure I could trust my voice. Dean seemed to take that as a signal to keep going. Eric had never stopped touching me, and despite my hesitation, there was something very erotic about his touch. Even though I knew Eric, thought of him a friend, he’d never touched me like this. Something loosened up inside me, a dark primal desire to find out what my limits were, how far I was willing to go.

I put my arms around Dean’s neck. “I’m fine…I think this is going to be alright. Just go slow…”

Dean smiled, and we picked up with where we’d left off with our kiss. But I don’t think Eric heard anything I’d said about going slow. He rudely tugged the zipper down on my skirt, hands quickly moving over my skin, rubbing, teasing, pinching. I shivered, a little surprised that I actually liked how it felt. There was nothing slow about Eric, and before I’d had much time to adjust to his hands on my ass—and come to the realization that I actually could say ass, even if only to myself—he was working his fingers beneath the edge of my thong, down between my legs. I tensed…no one but Dean had ever touched me there.

“Relax, Kylie. You’re doing great.” Eric’s lips were next to my ear, his breath hot on my skin. I mumbled something against Dean’s mouth. I didn’t think Eric really cared.

There was the sound of another zipper and I was pretty sure it wasn’t one of mine. A moment later there was a hard cock pressed against my ass, so I knew it was Eric’s. He jammed it against me, sliding it up the cleft of my ass. Even though my heart was hammering away, I moaned against Dean’s mouth. He broke away, looking down at me.

“You’re getting into this, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…I think I am…” My words came out in a husky rush. “This is…okay.”

Suddenly there was lots of movement, Dean grabbing the front of my vest, buttons flying. Eric undid the rest of my zipper, and the skirt fell to the floor. I was still wearing the thong, but I figured it was time that disappeared. Hooking my thumbs beneath the tiny strings on the side, I slid it down my thighs. Eric took it the rest of the way, tugging it down my legs. Resting one hand on his shoulder, I stepped out of the tiny little piece of fabric.

“Come with me…” Dean turned me around, pushing me toward the couch. I stumbled slightly in my heels, landing on my butt. Dean and Eric stood in front of me. It was very clear they were both sporting massive erections. I licked my lips, strangely eager to know what they were planning. I had no idea how this would work. My mind was still back in the missionary position, so all of this was in their hands.

But first I got a mini-strip tease from the guys as they undressed. I say mini, because it was more just them stripping off their close as quickly as possible. In less than a minute they were standing in front of me, bare naked, those huge erections sticking out in front of them.

Eric knelt down between my legs, hands on the insides of my thighs, pushing them apart. I was pretty sure where this was going, and I gave in to the insistent pressure of his hands. He smiled up at me, Dean standing beside him.

“Just relax…”

I gave what I thought was a reassuring nod, but Eric wasn’t paying attention. He had my legs just about as far apart as they would go, and while I watched he dove between them. Before I could even gasp out a protest he was buried between my legs, licking and sucking at me. I jerked and shuddered as he worked his tongue into me.

“Say the words, Kylie.”

I looked up at Dean. He had his cock in one hand, his gaze moving between Eric’s diligent work between my legs and my face.

“What?” I blinked in surprise. “I should do what?”

“You know you can’t even think the words. I can read you like a book, Kylie. Tell me where Eric has his tongue, right now.”

“Oh…um. Between my…legs.” I closed my eyes, willing the words I was thinking out of my mouth. “He’s sucking on my…on my clit. His tongue is in my pussy, my snatch…my honey hole.”

I felt more than heard Eric laughing, his body shaking between my legs. Dean leaned down, kissing me hard.

“Good girl.” He leaned his forehead against mine, reaching down to stroke one breast. “What’s this?”

“Nipple.” He tweaked one hard nipple between his fingers. I drew in a sharp breath. Between Eric between my legs, and Dean’s fingers on my breast, a wave of arousal flooding through me. Eric made a noise, something like a moan crossed with words.

“That did something to you, Kylie.” He straightened, then moved forward, kneeling on the couch. “What’s this?” He rocked his hips forward, thrusting his cock in my face.

“Your cock…” I looked from it to his face. Before I could react, he’d wrapped his hand around the back of my neck, pulling me forward.

“And what are you going to do to my cock? Tell me…say the words.” His voice had gone rough around the edges.

“I’m going to suck on it…”

“Yes, you are. How? Tell me…” Dean was breathing hard, his hand moving faster over the thick shaft of his cock. I tried to pull away, but he held me hard, spreading his legs so his cock was even closer to my face.

“I’m going to suck it hard…um, lick you with my tongue.” I swallowed hard, not sure what to say. He jerked my head closer, the end of his cock banging into my cheek. Some kind of door opened inside me, and suddenly all kinds of words filled my head.

“I’m going to take you so far into my mouth you’ll think you’re fucking me from the inside.”

There was a stunned moment of silence. I couldn’t believe I’d just said those words. Then Dean laughed, and Eric raised his head, smiling up at me. Dean was the first to recover.

“Then let’s get this party started.”

Dean rocked his hips forward as Eric grabbed my hips, pulling me so I was slouched down on the couch. He went back between my legs, tongue playing over my clit, delving into my swollen pussy. I reached down, grabbing Eric’s hair with one hand, gasping with pleasure, but as soon as I opened my mouth, Dean pushed his cock between my lips.

“Open up, Kylie. Come on…live up to your words.”

I opened my mouth even further and Dean jammed his thick cock into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat and I panicked and gagged, reaching up to push him away. But he wrapped his fingers in my hair, holding me so tightly I couldn’t move.

“Take it, Kylie…come on, baby…” Dean thrust into me in time with his words. I tipped my head back, managing to get a breath now and then as spit pooled in my mouth, running down my chin. He’d scared me, but there was something amazing in the way he’d grabbed me, jerking my hair, controlling me. Between Dean’s aggression and Eric between my legs, I was jerking and writhing, something hot and dark and primal building inside me.

I came without really being aware that I was. One minute I was sucking Dean, swirling my tongue around his thick shaft, and the next I was trying to scream around Dean’s cock, trying to pull Eric’s head even closer to my body. I had my feet planted on the floor, arching my back, hips pumping up and down. Everything felt warm and wet between my legs, and for a brief instant I thought I’d wet myself.

Then Dean was pulling out of my mouth and pulling me upright. Eric was on the floor on his back, his cock rising up like some dangerous weapon. For an instant it felt like I was suspended, but through the waves of ecstasy I realized Dean was holding me around the waist, guiding me down onto the floor, down onto Eric.

I straddled his hips, hands coming to rest on his chest. He grabbed my ass, his hips rocking up to meet me. His cock slid briefly along the inside of my thigh before impaling me, savagely filling me with his girth. I think I screamed, but I’d been moaning and crying out from the depths of my orgasm, and Eric’s cock just made all of that even more intense. I’d had orgasms before, but they’d been brief little sparks, nothing like these endless waves that tore through me.

Shifting over Eric, I braced my knees on the floor, hands on either side of his shoulders. I’d been on top before, but Dean had always held me close to his chest, arms wrapped around me. Now I wanted to ride Eric, slam my body down on his, send that cock home with each stroke.

I could hear Dean behind me, saying something about broncos, but I couldn’t make out the words. The blood was pounding in my ears, Eric was grunting and moaning beneath me, and for the first time in my life I was in control. I was in heaven.

Then Dean was behind me, grabbing my ass, pitching me forward. My arms buckled and I was face to face with Eric, his arms wrapped around me. I struggled to rise up, but he held on, and Dean pushed himself up hard behind me.

I was confused, not understanding what Dean was doing. I felt his hot cock sliding up the cleft of my ass, poking and prodding, but Eric was still buried to the hilt inside me. Then I knew what Dean was planning. I struggled harder, not wanting this at all. But Eric held me as Dean pushed forward.

“It’s okay…just relax…breathe…”

He felt wet, slippery…but everything felt wet and slick. One hand left my hip and I felt him fumbling between our bodies. Then there was pressure against my asshole, and then pain, sharp, intense pain.

I screamed, twisting to look at Dean. But his gaze was focused down, obviously watching as he slid his cock into my virgin asshole.

“No! Dean…stop…” I dropped my head as he pushed forward.

“I’ve wanted to tap this for so long…please, just give it a minute…”

I closed my eyes, dropped my head to Eric’s shoulder and prepared for the worst pain I could imagine. But the pain didn’t get worse…it didn’t let up, but it changed, sinking into me, spreading from one sharp point to a bottomless heat that threatened to overwhelm me. I wanted to tell Dean to stop, not because it hurt, but because it was to amazing to bear.

But I didn’t say anything, and he started fucking my ass, and I let him. I rocked between him and Eric, both of them filling me, both of them moving inside me in a strange syncopated rhythm, somehow jarring, somehow right.

Apparently it was too much for them as well as me. Eric broke first, head back, arching up beneath me, unable to go anywhere, his cock throbbing and pulsing inside me. I dug my fingers into the carpet, biting down on his shoulder as he came, filling me with such heat that I started moaning against him. He bucked over and over, and I joined him, slamming back against him, pushing against Dean, my body going into overdrive.

Dean held on but then he was suddenly gone, pulling roughly away from me, grunting loudly. I felt light, like I’d float away and I rolled off of Eric as Dean rose over me, his cock a blur in his hand. He straddled my hips, aiming that impossibly hard cock at my breasts. I knew what he wanted and I reached up, squeezing my breasts together. He came quickly, thick streams of creamy cum lacing across my skin. I slid my hands through all that hot wetness, rubbing it over my aching breasts. He rolled away from me, lying on his back on the carpet, breathing hard.

It was a long time before anyone said anything. I was having a hard time thinking, much less wanting to move. But finally Dean sat up, leaning over me.

“So…farm girl. How was that for breaking out into new territory?”

I opened my eyes, looking up at him. “Well, if you want the truth, I think you boys did okay, for your first threesome.” I wanted to laugh at the look on Dean’s face, but I managed to control myself. “I guess, with practice, you’ll only get better.”


4. Chelsea’s Revenge Threesome: Hot MFM Threesome Revenge Sex by Sofia Miller

Chelsea is a woman who has had a run of bad luck; she has lost her job and her live-in boyfriend is none too supportive. She has decided to drink away her sorrows at a bar where she runs into a pair of handsome friends, Terry and John. Their good looks fill her with lust and give her an idea of how she could get back at her insignificant other.

I was at that bar that night because I really needed to get shit faced drunk after the day I’d had. I’d gotten fired from my job for a stupid reason that I don’t want to get into and my boyfriend had still refused to get a job! How ironic was that crap?! I lost my job when my live-in boyfriend had none.

It hadn’t mattered how many times or how many ways that I had badgered him, he always said,

“I can’t get my big break if I’m wasting my time being an office drone!” He was trying to be a musician and yet not once had I ever seen him practice. That was what attracted me to him, his passion and creativity, and I was more than happy to work for the both of us and support his dreams.

But he hadn’t supported me when I told him of my firing, oh no, he said,

“You shouldn’t have done that, who knows how long it will take for you to find another job?!”

Yes, I needed a fucking drink or two, or maybe a dozen; I hadn’t given a shit after a while.

I can hold my alcohol pretty well compared to most people; I would estimate that to get drunk would require the equivalent of five or six glasses of absinthe. Yeah, I knew that I was going to be at that bar for awhile yet.

I’m a whiskey girl myself and I had been on what I think was my third glass when…THEY came in. On first glance, they hadn’t seemed to be special in any way and, yet, when I took a second glance, I felt drawn to them.

They hadn’t given off the vibe of being a gay couple; not that there would have been anything wrong with that but, anyway, that wasn’t what I got off of them. They looked to be like the type of men who were close enough friends that they could tell each other anything and share anything.

I envied them for that. I was so anti-social for most of my life that I had no damn clue how to make friends. Hell, at the time, I thought I was so lucky that I even had a boyfriend. I even patted myself on the back for the fact that I was even able to get laid as often as I did.

But back to the men in question, they were quite different in appearance. One was about six feet tall with dark hair, chiseled face, and muscles that were quite thick. The other was about a couple of inches shorter than his friend, blond hair with a face that was somewhat soft but not feminine looking and he had muscles as well but his build was slighter.

So Bulky and Blondie had come in at this point and were looking around the place; probably looking for a seat since it had been quite crowded that night. I had turned back around to face the bar and gave no more thought when I felt eyes on me. I still can’t explain it but something in my mind told me that it was the two of them.

I hadn’t let on that I had felt their stare; I simply sat there and nursed my whiskey, waiting to see if they made a move. That feeling I mentioned that they would share anything? I had theorized that it probably included women. I didn’t know at the time what to feel about that. On the one hand, it was flattering given that I had only been with one man my whole life; of course, on the other hand, it was just not…typical.

At least if you asked my parents, who I hadn’t spoken to in almost a year at the time. They had already flipped their shit when they found out I was seeing a “wannabe” musician (their words not mine), even more so when I had moved in with him. They had made it pretty clear that I was not to contact them again until I had “come to my senses.” So I had essentially burned that bridge.

But anyway, I felt their eyes on me for at least a good ten seconds when I almost felt them approach me. When they were in range, I saw them out of the corner of my eye and they definitely had been heading my way! Moving my eyes back to the front, I took another sip of my whiskey, trying to look casual and not let on that I had been paying attention to their movements.

“Hello there beautiful,” I heard from my right and I turned in that direction. Sure enough, they had taken the two seats that were available at the bar and of course, they had to be right next to me.

“Hello, hand…somes,” I said with as nice a smile as I was able to manage. It seemed to have done the trick since they had given wide smiles of their own.

“I’m Terry,” Bulky said from right next to me and then motioned to his friend on his other side,

“and this is John.”

Said friend gave a small wave in response.

“I’m Chelsea,” I said before taking another sip, waiting for them to make the next move.

“I hope you don’t mind us taking these seats,” John chimed in.

“It’s alright, I’m not waiting for anyone,” I told them before taking another sip and they both ordered whiskey’s as well. They started talking to me again after they took their first sips.

“If you don’t mind us asking, you don’t seem to be too happy right now,” Terry said when he had faced me again, John following suit.

“I’ve had a hell of a day,” I admitted not knowing why I had decided to confide in them.

“You look like you need to get it off of your chest,” John said before he took a huge gulp, nearly finishing his glass.

“I’ve been fired from my job and my live-in boyfriend is not being supportive,” I said before finishing off my glass and signaling for another. Please note that this last glass had been half full before I finished it.

“That sucks,” Terry said sympathetically and slowly placed a hand on my arm. He kept it there when I gave no indication that I wanted it off. I hadn’t because it had been nice to have at least one person to vent to, never mind two guys that I had no idea wanted with me at the time.

I ordered another and the bartender checked me over before giving me my next glass; fine by me, let the lightweights get cut off long before me. While I took my first sip, both John and Terry had finished theirs and also ordered another glass; they had taken note of all the empty glasses in front of me.

“You can really hold your whiskey girl!” Terry commented still not having removed his hand.

“I can handle a lot more of this!” I told them firmly while motioning to the glasses.

“If I pace myself, I could probably go all night!”

“Anything else that you could do all night?” John had asked this in a low tone, one I would describe as being husky. My heart had sped up at that; an inkling of what they had wanted had begun to form from that question.

“Depends on what you are looking for,” was my response before taking a huge gulp and setting it down in the most seductive way that I had been able to think of. They exchanged huge grins at this, not bothering to hide what they were thinking.

“Would you like to find out?” Terry had asked this while leaning closely. The smoldering look in his eyes was unmistakable and I knew even then that my eyes reflected the same feeling. I did want the both of them. I hadn’t given a shit about my lazy-ass boyfriend. However, I had one question first and it actually made me giddy when I had thought about it.

“I do have one question,” I said it as drawn out as I could.

“Ask away,” Terry said with a waved hand. I had the feeling at this point that he was kind of the boss out of the two of them.

“Do you have a video camera?” I asked, trying to keep the excitement out of my voice.

“We do,” John said,

“we even have a tripod for it.”

Perfect!

“Then what are we waiting for?” I said in my most seductive tone and finished my drink while not taking my eyes off of them. They then finished their drinks without another word and they hadn’t taken their eyes off me either. We called for our bills (they generously paid for my fairly expensive evening) and they led me to their car. That was a good thing because I had walked a fair ways from my apartment to get to this bar and my feet hadn’t been happy when I had thought about the return trip.

Their car wasn’t flashy (not sure about the model) but they had helped me into the back seat before they had taken me back to their place. It shouldn’t and hadn’t surprised me when they had pulled up to a house that had another car in the driveway. No doubt they were roommates (or housemates to be more accurate).

They helped me out of the car and led me inside, which was tastefully furnished. Their bedrooms were on the second floor and they let me choose which one I wanted to stay in. I chose Terry’s room as my scene because it had been decorated in a way that my soon to be ex-boyfriend would be intimidated by. That was when John had brought out the camera and tripod, set it up, and the fun really began.

“Hey baby,” I said into the camera directly.

“I just want to show you how I feel about you.”

I then pulled my plain white tank over my head (and silently applauded myself on wearing clothes that were easy to take off), leaving me with my bra showing. I then slowly unbuttoned and unzipped my pants before shimmying them over my hips and off my body.

I never moved my face from the direction of the camera but my eyes occasionally strayed to the two men and I plainly saw the erections that strained against their pants. I suppressed a smile as they had begun to remove their pants just as I was slowly unclasping my bra. By the time their pants had been taken off, I had allowed my bra to drop to the floor and placed my hands behind my head and stuck out my breasts a little bit.

I then touched my breasts, rubbing them randomly and appeared to have my eyes closed, but I could see that they were removing their shirts at the same time. I then decided to turn it up a little bit by completely moving my hands to my nipples and tweaked them. They hardened immediately but I still played with them for an unknown amount of time.

When I was satisfied enough from that, I moved my right hand down towards my panty covered pussy. The material was a little damp now and I rubbed it against my wetness to emphasize exactly what I was feeling. I heard the men groan a little bit but I hadn’t minded; after all, if it had been caught on the tape it would serve as a further laugh.

It hadn’t taken long for my panties to turn from damp to soaking and I stopped rubbing. I opened my eyes while still looking at the camera. I smiled and squatted a bit, both hands used to emphasize just how wet the material was. The two’s groans were a little bit louder than before and again I had to suppress a smirk; I was completely anticipating what was going to happen next.

I gave a seductive smile before standing up, hooked my thumbs into the sides of my waist, and slowly pulled my panties down and kicked them off. I don’t shave there so my naturally blond bush was revealed in all its glory and they actually hissed once they saw it; no doubt happy that they managed to snag one.

I had already told them in the car how I wanted the video to be done so neither of them made a move towards me at that point. What I had done was move backward to the bed while my one-night-stands were taking off their boxers. When I had reached the bed, I sat down, spread my legs wide, and laid back.

With my pussy in full view of the camera, I moved my left hand down my thigh and reached my lips. I used my index and ring fingers to part them and slowly moved my middle finger into my love box. My right hand was occupied by my breast. I cupped and moved it around a bit as my finger was moving in and out. I had never, ever done anything like this before and I was excited.

After a little bit, I got a little impatient. I removed my hand from my breast and helped to surround my pussy, using both hands to spread my lips wide; pink flesh revealed to any who would look. My right hand cupped it as my left index and middle fingers disappeared into me. I stroked my clit harder now and it hadn’t been long before my first orgasm of the evening had been released.

Breathing hard, I sat up but I hadn’t bothered facing the camera that time; I was looking directly at the two men. They were both naked as well, their erections were flying high and what impressive cocks they had! They were about six inches long but Terry’s looked a little bit thicker than John’s, but they were both so impressive that I wasn’t going to complain!

“Now,” I began again turning towards the camera again,

“you are really going to see how I feel!” That was the signal that the men had been waiting for; when I had said that last word they had begun to slowly walk towards me in an almost predatory way. When they were in range, I used a hand to grasp each cock and gently lowered my lips to Terry’s and sucked on the tip as I moved my hands up and down the bases of both of them.

They both moaned, Terry’s were a little bit louder. I then took a little bit more into my mouth and moved him in and out. I grew a little bolder. I took more of him and began to go faster with everything I was doing to them. When I had guessed that they were close to cumming, I pulled away completely and suddenly.

They gave me these identifiable looks and I simply gave them a smile and moved back more on the bed. I had stopped because I had been getting a little uncomfortable but that was about to change. I sat in the middle of the bed and gave the universal “come hither” motion with my finger. Their faces changed to excitement as they got the message and they crawled over to me.

They stood up once they reached me and I was on my knees in front of them. I soon got back to work but I didn’t pleasure them simultaneously this time. No, I decided to concentrate on Terry first. I put my mouth back on him, my right hand back on the base and I placed my left hand on his balls.

As I moved up and down with my mouth, I squeezed both the base and the balls. I wasn’t disappointed, he started shouting out the usual “shit” and “fuck” as I sped up my moving mouth and hardened my sucking and squeezing. He let an “I’m gonna come” before I felt his seed fill my mouth, which I swallowed greedily not letting a single drop go to waste.

He panted and collapsed onto the bed beside me and barely missing me but he managed to move enough to look at me and John.

“My turn,” John growled low at me and grabbed the back of my head. I hadn’t protested when he had done that, I became even more aroused instead. I obliged him, putting my hands and mouth the exact same ways that I had before. I started slowly before I sped up a bit and his reaction was a mirror of Terry’s, however, I had a different ending in mind.

When I heard his groan of release, I removed my mouth and had both hands on his cock, aiming it at my face. I closed my eyes and felt that gooey cum splatter onto my face, the stream had felt endless but it eventually trickled to a halt. I heard him pant hard and fall down on the bed on the other side of me.

I opened my eyes, which was a little difficult, got off of the bed and headed toward the camera. When my face was close enough, my left hand took a bit of spunk off of my face and shoved it into my mouth. I continued this way until I had felt that my face was completely clean and picked up the camera to move it closer to the bed.

“We are not done yet, dear,” I said with a smile as I had placed it where I had wanted it to be and crawled back onto the bed. The two had appeared to have recovered sufficiently enough by this time to continue on. Now the party could really start!

They had sat up and grabbed me when I was in range, pushed me onto my back, and spread my legs. They each shoved at least a couple of fingers each in me. I wasn’t sure since I hadn’t been able to see because I was too busy being lost in the additional sensations of them kissing each side of my neck and I wasn’t able to even lift my head.

It had not taken long for my second orgasm to erupt and their fingers to pull out. Right above me, where I could see them clearly, they sucked their fingers in a way that showed me just how delicious they thought I was. I had never done this before so I gave them a look that told them that I was allowing them to take the lead. They hadn’t hesitated in their actions when I gave the okay.

Terry then grabbed my spread legs and just plunged his magnificent cock into me. That hadn’t been hard to do since I was pretty wet by this point. John, on the other hand, pressed his cock to my mouth but didn’t put it past my lips, he simply rubbed it against them and moaned. It had gone like this for a while, with Terry pounding hard into my pussy and John gently molesting my mouth.

Then they switched it up, with John between my legs and Terry at my mouth. Terry’s cock being thicker had made it quite hard when I was giving him his blowjob but, like John, he never put it past my lips. It was quite erotic in a strange way. Despite the subtle difference in their manhoods, they were both equally skillful and I was having such a wonderful time that I wondered if I could see them again.

After another unknown amount of time, they had both pulled away from me, leaving me to wonder just what else they had up their (currently non-existent) sleeves. Terry answered that question when he lifted me off of the bed enough to have slid under me. His cock was jammed into my pussy as soon as he was comfortable enough; it had been so sudden that I had given a shocked gasp. But the bigger shock had come next.

John then moved on top of us and unlike Terry, his additional intrusion into my pussy was very slow and careful as if helping me get used to the both of them before they continued. By the time I noticed that they had both bottomed out in me, I felt very full. There was a good reason for that besides being with only one man before this; my soon-to-be-ex’s dick was only about four inches at most; a size that I had always thought was satisfactory but, this night with the two men, had proven me wrong.

But it was a wonderful kind of wrong as the fullness that I had felt was more delicious than painful, which caused me to wonder why the hell I had never thought to do this before?! I had given a loud and lust-filled moan when I heard Terry whisper in my ear, soft enough that the camera hadn’t picked it up.

“Your boyfriend’s smaller than us?” He had asked and I could only whisper a ‘yes’ before John spoke next.

“You like this, don’t you?!” This time, it was loud enough to be heard but I was not going to complain!

“Fuck, yes! Give it to me hard!”

My dirty talking had spurred them into action. As soon as the last syllable had left my mouth they had begun slow thrust in and out of me. Eventually, I reiterated that I wanted it hard and they had obliged by thrusting harder and much faster than they had started out with. The feeling of the two of them just going to town on me at the same time had almost been too much and I had almost fainted right then and there.

But I somehow managed to keep myself awake and alert enough to appreciate their effort. At one point, they had stopped to have me and Terry propped up with Terry’s one arm wrapped tightly around my abdomen. John had also adjusted his position accordingly and continued on in a way that I was almost bouncing up and down on them.

We also changed positions for one last time when they took themselves out, chuckling when I groaned in protest. John then lay down on his left side. I was moved so that my back was facing him this time and he entered me again. Terry then squished into my front so that he faced me before he also took his place in my pussy before they both continued their stalled activity.

I still don’t know how they could have lasted so long; I just knew that they had a lot more stamina than my ex. But all good things come to an end eventually and their penetration of me was no exception. I heard them both groan before their final release and I had my final orgasm just as they came in me.

I remember thinking at the time that I was glad that I was on the pill because with the amount that they poured into me, I would have sworn that they had been capable of each putting a kid in me.

When they had finished, they had both let out a final groan before they had gone limp on the bed. Too tired to move, we laid there all tangled up for a few minutes before they managed to muster enough energy to pull out of me. I felt their combined cum ooze out of my pleasantly sore pussy and felt contentment rather than shame.

Gathering up enough energy, I got off the bed and walked over to turn the camera off before returning to the bed, unsure if I was welcome. To my pleasant surprise, they had not complained when I had rejoined them and even snuggled up next to me. I fell asleep at that point, dead tired from my activities, but I had managed to see the clock radio and saw that it had been four in the morning. When we had left the bar, the wall clock had indicated that it had been 10 pm.

***

I woke up first, almost completely crushed between two very manly bodies. I was surprised that they had not ended up suffocating me. I yawned and attempted to get out of bed when I felt a hand grab my arm.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Terry growled and pulled me towards him.

“Who said that we are finished?” John asked as he had began to finger me.

It hadn’t lasted as long as the first time but it was still a few hours before I was able to eat the breakfast they offered me.

***

Things only got better since then. I got a new job and got my own place. I had moved out during one of the rare times that HE was out. My new friends were a big help in getting all of my stuff out of there quickly. Of course, I left the present that I had made for him before shutting the door for the last time.

I still don’t talk to my parents, doesn’t matter anymore. I’ve got my friends to talk with. They’re really great guys outside of the bedroom. Of course, we still do things in it too. I’m sure things are still going to keep looking from now on.


5. My Two New Friends: A MFM Double Penetration Threesome Revenge by Riley Davis

I just loss what I thought was the love of my life. My friend says that I can do better. So I let her dress me up to kill. I find a blond boy who whets my appetite, and he takes me back to his place. His friend is waiting. What it would be like if I had both of them on this night and beyond?

“Jess, drop it. You can do so much better.”

Sally would say that. What else was a best friend for? So what if Elliot had tossed me aside like a used tissue and the total conviction that he needed something more. Translation? A girl with bleached blonde hair and plastic boobs who would make him feel like the king of the world in and out of the bedroom. He dumped me in a bistro, after the fettuccini but before the tiramisu. Why did he have to do it out the open? Did he think I would fly off the handle and cut him down like the dog he seemed to be if he made the move behind closed doors? A steak knife at my side was all kinds of tempting, but I was not about to give him another reason to leave him.

To hear him talk of Miranda, her so-called assets were more than enough.

Opening a window and letting the chill of Saturday afternoon into my lonely one bedroom apartment, Sally set about clearing the dishes from my coffee table and clicking off my Netflix. Bet Elliot’s new, true love wouldn’t indulge him on that front. And I could cook, too.

What the hell else did he want in a girlfriend?

“Okay. Now let’s talk about getting you out of this rut, honey.”

Sally stared at me through her sparkling eyes below her auburn hair. Reaching behind my neck, she touched my greasy hair with a heavy sigh.

“He’s not coming back, Jess. And he was never worth the trouble.”

“You would say that,” I spat. “When’s the last time you had anything close to a boyfriend?”

“About one year more than you,” she said. “Darryl went off to join the marines. At least that was kind of an honorable excuse.”

Pushing away from her with a groan, I headed to the bathroom and tried to splash the tear stains from my face. There was a time when it had been so good. He said he liked the tomboy look on his lady. and when he suggested dinner at Mario’s, my heart clung to the hope of an early Valentine’s Day surprise. He was going to make it official. I’d wear combat boots under a white gown to the horror of my mother and his total delight.

Now there was no ring, and I kept switching between wanting him buried in the snow just starting to fall in flurries and hoping that he might have a change of heart.

“This is unhealthy,” Sally said as she hovered in the doorway and scrunched her nose. “You keep hiding out here like the widow that never was, and he wins.”

“What the hell else am I supposed to do?” I wailed as I glared at her through the glass in the mirror. “He was like my whole life and---”

“Correction,” Sally said as she snapped her fingers. “He was an organ. And not all that vital at that. You are still standing under your own power, Jess.”

But maybe not for long. My knees knocked together, and my legs went week as I started to collapse to the edge of the tub. Sally was right there to catch me.

“It’s like preemptive surgery. Cut him out and away before he infects your whole body.”

"You gotta get back on that horse, Jess.”

“I… I don’t know if I can,” I said.

“You’ve said enough,” she said as she helped me stand. “Time to wash your hair and…”

Her voice trailed off as she lifted up my sweatpants and peered at my legs.

“Thought as much,” she continued. “Shave your legs, honey. Let me find you something pretty.”

“What’s the point?” I asked.

“How about you just trust me on this one?”

Sally pressed a soft kiss to my cheek and turned the water on as she hurried away from the tub. I undressed and stepped under the spray, trying to let the warmth wash my pain away. As soon as I picked up the razor, I remembered Elliot’s hands on my legs, his swift strokes that gave way to heavy kissing until he buried his head between my thighs. He never lasted there all that long, his cock inside me as the hope of one climax blended with another. But maybe that was on me. Maybe if I looked a little more like the unbelievable Miranda, he could have gone down of me all night.

“That’s much better!” Sally said when she saw me emerge wearing nothing but a towel.

“Really? So are you saying that I should never shop again?”

“Only if you buy a few more numbers like this little surprise I found in the back of your closet.”

It was too short and too tight and too red. I’d bought it on a whim when Elliot said it might be fun to spice things up. I was the fool who thought he might take me out for a nice dinner in the dress, but he simply fucked me in the threads and fell asleep in my arms.

“I don’t know,” I said. “ Too much history---”

“You are going to make new memories,” Sally insisted. “And I am not taking no for an answer.”

I felt somewhere between a liar and a slut as I pushed my body into the dress.

“No I don’t think that I should---”

“Thigh highs make the woman!” Sally said. “Now let’s see what we can do about that head of hair you got going on.”

Sally combed it out and tied it over my neck. She made me close my eyes as she lined my lids and ordered them open again so she could coat my lashes.

“This is like a lot more than I’m used to,” I told her.

“Which is the entire point,” Sally said. “Now part your lips.”

She painted my mouth and marched me towards the full length mirror at the other end of the bedroom so that we could admire her handiwork.

“Take a look at you!” she beamed.

Even as my shoulders slouched, I had to admit that it was an improvement, and Sally turned me around to face her with a bright smile.

“You know you look fab,” she said. “Let’s say we make this a real Saturday night.”

****

I was freezing. My body was covered in nothing but a thin wrap over the red dress, and I was grateful to enter the club and get out of the snow as the music blared and the strobe lights flashed. Sally obviously knew the scene. Boys and girls alike worked to tear her from my side as she stuck close and ordered us dirty martinis with extra olives.

“Having fun yet?” she asked over the music. I felt more eyes on me than I could care to count, and it felt like something. But when a man in a charcoal gray sweater and tight jeans practically pleaded for Sally to dance with him, I was resigned to getting so drunk that I couldn’t see straight.

“I’m with my friend,” Sally said. “I---”

“Go on. Have your fun. Just getting me out here is like a giant leap for mankind or whatever, right?”

Sally promised to check in on me at the close of the set, and I sipped my drink and wondered what Elliot would think if he entered the fray at this moment. He might give me a second look.

But when a tall blonde wearing a lime green shirt spied me from across the room, I couldn’t be sure what I would do with the chance.

The man moved on lean limbs and set aside a glass of what had to be scotch as he sidled up and scanned my legs.

“Saw you come in with your friend,” he said. “Is that like a serious thing?”

“I… are you asking me if---?”

“Don’t mind if it does,” he said. “You looking so hot gives me ideas.”

It had been so long since someone had flirted with me, and I felt my face flush as I lowered my eyes.

“That’s… that’s a really nice thing for you to say,” I said. “It’s sweet.”

“Yeah.”

Shit! I was blowing this. The man looked good and smelled ever better. Sally could dress me up to her heart’s content, but I was always going to be the wallflower that fickle lovers and even the most well-meaning of friends would cast aside if they had a chance at the next best---

“I’m Peter.”

“I… Jess.”

“You want to dance with me?”

The blonde followed the invitation with an arm around my waist. I let him ease me towards the dance floor, and Sally smiled in my direction as Peter pushed me closer and whispered into my ear.

“My place is like just up the block,” he said. “You want to come with, or do you need to check with your---?”

“Yes!”

Was that too quick? I tried to take it back when he was already guiding me towards the door, and Sally cut us off at the pass with a soft wink.

“Sally, I---”

“I’ve seen him around before,” she said. “Have some fun and forget. With my blessing.”

We walked less than a block and almost fell into his apartment when I saw a soft light through the crook of his arm.

“Jesus! I’m so sorry! I---”

A slim man with dark hair and green eyes languidly stretched against the couch and gave Peter the high sign along with a smile that seemed meant for me.

“Evening,” he said. “Don’t mind me.”

“Never do, Bobby.”

His… roommate or whatever settled in to watch a movie. There was something enticingly familiar about that. But the Adonis led me away from the light.

And I knew that I wanted this to be different.

Peter kept crashing into my lips as he backed me into his bedroom. When I had to break away to breathe, he smiled and peppered my neck with fresh kisses as we slipped to the sheets. He was on top of me, his hands trailing up my skirt so he could caress my thighs, and I moaned for him to come closer, my hands at his belt when he told me to stop.

“I… I’m sorry,” I said. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No way,” he laughed. “But how about I take care of you first?”

He winked as he pulled my skirt higher, and my heels fell to the floor as ripped off my panties and smiled when I winced.

“I like you, Jess,” he said. “Isn’t every hot number that makes a man feel like it’s her first time.”

“But it’s… it really isn’t my…”

“Got that much when I saw you in the club,” he said. “Guess you’re just that sweet.”

Without another word, he buried his head between my thighs and sighed into my cunt. His hands were at my hips, and he took his time circling my clit as his tongue darted around my eager folds. Would he care that I was already so wet that I thought I might drown?

Or did he think that it was part of my act?

“Peter, I… I want…”

My fingers carded through his blonde hair, and I pushed him deeper, his contented smile burrowing deeper into my pussy as he cupped my ass.

“I… please don’t stop.”

He clenched my tender flesh in his hard hands and made me arch my back as his fingers fell between my quivering cheeks. No one had ever touched me there, and my breath hitched in my throat as he filled me from both sides. Any twist of my body was meant to bring him closer, and Peter followed my lead as his he consumed my cunt and lightly nipped at my folds. I had to hold him and tried to suppress a scream when he lifted his head to meet my eyes.

“It’s okay,” he assured me. “Bet you sound real sexy when you scream.”

“But… but your friend is---”

“Bobby’s cool. We’re bros, Jess.”

Before I could ask him exactly what that meant, Peter pursued my pussy to a place where I forgot my name. My body open to take more of him, and I turned my hips to feel his finger grazing the inside of my ass.

“I… I can’t hold on…”

Peter gripped my ass harder and fell to the edge of the bed. My eyes grew wide as I sat on his face and felt him drinking me down. When I had no more to give, he kissed my pussy, his lips inching towards my thighs until I fell to his side and saw his lips dripping through a smile.

“You taste even better than you look, Jess,” he said. “Where the hell have you been hiding yourself?”

In the arms of a man who would never do that, and as I sat up slowly I caught a glimpse of my reflection in his window. Sally’s attempt at an upsweep was a memory, and the mascara ran down my face. How did I still feel so sexy? Had to be something in the way he offered me a smoke courtesy of his zippo as he peeled off his shirt and folded his arm around my shoulders.

“But you do look fine,” he said as I gratefully took a puff. “Hope you got nowhere else to be.”

“Nothing and no one,” I said, trying to make it sound mysterious as he kissed his way up my neck and started to ease me back to the bed. As the bedsprings just creaked, I heard the TV from the other room go silent. A faucet ran, and footsteps drew closer to the door when Elliot entered my mind. Did he think that he was the only one who would ever have any fun when he cut me out of his life?

I could show him a thing. Or two.

“Peter?”

My hand curled around his chin, and he started to unhook his belt when I pushed one finger to his lips and narrowed my eyes.

“What’s your friend’s name again?”

“Bobby,” he said without a hint of fear in his voice. “I told you that he’s cool and---”

“I’m sure he is,” I said. “It’s just… do you really want to give me like a first time?”

He kissed my nose and let me stroke the fine hair on his chest before tilting his head to the side.

“You got something special in mind?”

Swallowing hard, I craned towards his ear and whispered lightly. His body tensed, and I thought that I had flown to far and too fast towards the sun when Peter met my gaze again and shot me a smile.

“You get out of that dress,” he said. I trembled as Peter left the bed, and I heard him talking in hushed tones to his friend with the green eyes. If Bobby said no, I felt like I might rush both boys and demand satisfaction on the spot when the door opened. Peter was already down to his briefs; Bobby stayed dressed, but I had to hope for more when he closed the door and cracked his knuckles before his chest.

“Pete says you want to play?” he asked.

“I…”

My eyes moved down his body, and when  I saw the bulge growing larger in his pajama bottoms, I was ready to strip. My hand turned the zipper at my back into a snake coiling its way down my spine, and as soon as I was free of the red garment, I stood before them in nothing but my stockings as I pressed my hands to my hips.

“I don’t see how I can resist two studs for the price of one.”

Peter looked like he had never done this before, but Bobby seemed more sure of himself as he kissed me so hard that I fell back to the bed.

“Not that I’d ever step on Pete’s toes,” Bobby said. “But if you’re really down…?”

My body quivered for more. Sally’s makeover was like a disguise, and I wanted to be something… someone else.

In their arms.

“You were down here,” I said as I pointed to Peter and beckoned him back to my pussy. He slid out of his briefs and removed the thigh highs as he planted his hands to my sides and started to fill me with one slow thrust. Only Bobby’s hands kept my body upright, and I turned into his touch when Peter plunged deeper.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” I wailed.

“You really do sound sweet when you scream.”

Peter pumped harder and nibbled my nipples, lifting his head every few laps to meet my lips. I savored his kisses when Bobby pushed me into his chest.

“Like you’ve never done this before.”

The warm spray of Bobby spit spilled around my ass, and I bit down on my lip when he spread my cheeks wide and started to work his way inside. Was he too large? Or was I too tight? My hands fisted around the sheets as Peter kissed my sides and kept thrusting until Bobby’s cock under my flesh started to send me over the edge.

“I… I haven’t,” I screamed, not caring who heard me when Bobby settled so deep that he touched the edge of my heart. I looked from one lover to the other and wondered when they would move when I scratched at Bobby’s hair and planted a soft kiss on Peter’s chest.

“Are you just going to hang out inside me all night?” I challenged. “Or do you boys want to show me what you’re all about?”

Peter moved first. His cock was thick and hot and caused my flesh to quiver. I fell into his chest and kissed his pecs, trying to bring him closer when he suddenly pushed back.

And Bobby took charge.

Despite the feel of Peter’s fingers, my ass was tender. The hot cock between my cheeks made me gasp, and I wriggled for release when Bobby’s voice was soft against my ear.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said. “Just move with me.”

My body kept twisting, but soon I spun in rhythm with his cock grinding under and around my flesh. Any pain turned to pleasure, and the shock turned to sweet fire in my veins as my flesh ripped to take him in.

“Why did you stop?” I pleaded in a hoarse voice as he kept me at bay and petted my sweat-soaked hair.

“You sure you’re ready to play?” he asked.

I looked into Peter’s eyes and felt his shoulders shrug as his eyes grew strong. I smiled down at him, and Peter’s cock started to move slowly when I dug my nails into his arms.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“For both of us?”

The hair on the back of my neck bristled as Bobby spoke, and I thought I nodded when Peter forced me back until my ass was impaled on Bobby’s hard cock. My hair spilled across his chest, and I tried to look back when he raised his hips and made my mouth water.

“Yes!” I moaned. “Just like that. Show me how much you want me.”

Bobby kept pounding when Peter felt harder in my pussy. His smooth strokes intensified, and his hands were on my breasts. I had no way of knowing which one of them tugged at my nipples as I hissed though my teeth, and they started to shatter me from both sides.

“I… I want…”

Which way should I burn? My pussy longed for a climax when I left Peter hanging inside me, his cock still teasing my clit. How could I give in when my ass tore like my first time in spades, and I worked to calm my flesh. Not because I was weak. But how was I supposed to choose when both cocks made me want to rip the flesh from my skin so they could move closer?

Peter released first, and his cum running down my legs mingled with Bobby’s lust taking me from behind. I tried to touch one of them, both of them, either one of them.

“Hold my hand.”

Peter’s fingers curled around my palm, and I gripped it so tight that I thought his bones would break when Bobby took my other hand in his and kissed my fingers.

“You feel so fucking good.”

Peter kept moving, his cock still firm when Bobby’s orgasm burned like hot coals. He pumped hard and cooled down just as fast as he kept searching my ass for more, and when I was ready to melt, I summoned the strength to pull up and hold Peter as I savored the feel of both boys still hard inside me.

“Where… where have you guys been hiding?” I asked.

One of them laughed first. Or maybe they made the sound together. My body came to rest against the sheets, and the softening of their massive cocks was rivaled by Peter’s kisses bathing my pussy. Bobby stroked my breasts and when he reached for a cigarette, I seized the zippo from the end table and lit him up.

“And to think I wanted to stay home tonight,” Bobby said as he puffed. He pressed the flaming stick to my lips, and I exhaled into Peter’s mouth so he could kiss me again with a smile.

“I always tell him that there’s more fun to he had if he just gets out of his own head,” Peter said.

Bobby told him to piss off and kept smoking. He pulled out, but I turned my ass into his thigh.

“I get that,” I said. “Maybe it’s lucky I met you.”

He just kissed my lips as he continued to smoke and offered his friend a drag.

“Peter brought you around,” he said. “Let’s chalk it up to teamwork and call it a night.”

****

Slowly opening my eyes, I blinked fast and took a second to remember where I was. Definitely not my bed, and definitely not with Elliot. Not that it mattered much. The two pairs of arms tangled around my body were so much warmer. With my head pillowed on Peter’s broad shoulder, I looked up to see him smiling in his sleep. One quick glance down the length of my legs revealed Bobby resting his head on my hip

So what if my pussy was sore, my asshole aching? Their fire was sweet revenge and so much more.

The faint buzz of my ringtone from somewhere in the mass of discarded clothes hit my ear like a chainsaw tearing through an entire forest of trees, and I delicately stretched to unravel my body from the boys’ hold as I crawled to the edge of the bed. Diving for the hardwood floor, I snatched my phone along with Peter’s lime green shirt and padded out of the bedroom on bare feet.

“Elliot,” I muttered under my breath as his picture smiled at me from the screen. I was on the verge of simply declining the call when curiosity got the better of me. Why did a man with such a perfect beauty on his arm need to call me first thing on this particular morning?

“This better be good,” I said in a low whisper as I swiped the call to life.

“Uh… Jess? Hey. What’s up?”

“I am now,” I shot back. “You just waking up or just getting in?”

“I… I’ve been thinking about you,” he said.

“Is that a fact?”

Nothing but silence, and I moved towards the kitchen in search of coffee when Elliot spoke fast.

“I screwed up, Jess,” he started. “It’s no good with Miranda.”

“Really?”

My lips couldn’t help but curve into a smirk, and I found the coffee maker as he kept blathering on.

“You and me, we had something like so real,” he said. “I went by your place, but… where are you?”

“I don’t really think that’s any of your concern.”

“Okay. Fair enough. But I… I really want to make this up to you. Maybe we could grab breakfast and just, you know, like talk?”

Had he made this call one week earlier, I might have leapt at the chance to take him back and hope that the other shoe would never drop again. Did I owe him a date? Time was when I thought was going to marry me, and I tapped my nails to the countertop as the smell of Colombian roast filled the room.

“Sure,” I said. “But I think… maybe lunch instead? I need a little time to get myself together.”

Elliot sighed with a laugh and suggested the Thai place on Maple as I murmured my assent.

“See you then,” I said.

“Perfect, Jess! I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.”

Ending the call, I sipped my coffee black and headed back to bedroom. Bobby had shifted to his back and was already rubbing the sleep from his eyes as Peter smacked his full lips together. I set the cup aside and fell back to the bed between them when they smiled, Peter’s palm pressing into the small of my back followed by a light kiss on my shoulder. Bobby’s touch moved towards my breasts, and I giggled at the feel of their hands exploring my body when I reached my fingers under their chins and lifted my eyebrows.

“Good morning, tigers,” I purred. “How much fun was last night?”

“Fucking awesome,” Peter said as he chased after my lips.

“No argument here,” Bobby said.

Moving between their mouths, I felt their cocks hard and ready for round two when I snuggled deeper between them.

“Before we go again, can I ask you for a favor?”

“Whatever you need,” Bobby said.

“Ditto,” Peter chimed him.

Folding my arms around their shoulders, I let the scene play out in my mind. I would meet Elliot for Thai food. Reeking of sex. And to put the point on it…

“Will you both be my dates for Valentine’s Day?”

Peter laughed, but Bobby stared at me hard as brushed a lock of hair from my eyes.

“Just because we need to eat?” he asked. “Or is there something more to it?”

I had to tell them. A surprise would do nothing for my cause and make them cut and run so Elliot could feel triumphant and get me back on his terms. Taking a deep breath, I placed the ugly story on the line, and when my voice gave out, Bobby and Peter shared a glance.

Please don’t send me on my way with just a few sips of coffee. I want to be a brand new girl. I feel like that in this bed, in your arms…

“Pete?” Bobby asked. “You thinking that this prick should pay for messing with our girl?’

“Fuck yeah,” Peter said. “I’ll grab a shower and we’ll---”

“Wait!”

I stood to meet the length of his frame and pulled Bobby close behind as I kissed one hungry mouth and then the other.

“Let’s share that shower. And then we’ll move in for the kill.”

The warm water drifted over our naked bodies as Peter kissed my pussy and Bobby fondled my breasts. Elliot would not know what hit him. But even he was an afterthought.

Because I was destined for the sweetest of Valentine’s Days.


6. Walking In On My Naughty Friends: My First FFM Threesome by Ellie North

I thought I was just going over to my friend’s house to get some lunch, but things took a sexy turn. When I walked in on her boyfriend using a powerful vibrator on her, I got turned on. I always had a  little bit of a crush on her and I was curious about vibrators. We ended up having a super-hot threesome where I used a magic wand for the first time! I had no idea how powerful those things were and came almost immediately. Her boyfriend fucked both of us with his huge cock and there was plenty of pussy-licking good times to go around.

Sunlight was shining through my window as I woke up in my soft downy bed that Saturday morning.  I had plans with my friend Kim and had woken up a little earlier than I thought. I liked sleeping in and decided to stay in bed for a little while, just soaking in warm sunlight, relaxing in bed, and thinking about Kim.

Kim and I had been friends since high school. Once we got to college, we were still friends but just not as close. We would hang out when we were both in town, but we weren’t as close in the same way. And we were very close friends. The kind that do everything together, and I really do mean it. We would go to the bathroom, parties, school, shopping, you name it together. I missed the intimacy we had when we were that close….

College was over and we had both ended up moving back to our hometown, so we started hanging out pretty regularly again. I still felt a little disconnected to her: our lives were just different now, but I still enjoyed spending time with her.

I remember when we were in high school, we made out once during a game of truth or dare. I had never kissed a woman. When we kissed, I remember how soft her lips were and how gentle she was. It wasn’t like kissing boys, and I liked it in a very different way. After that had happened, I felt a sort of tension growing between us. But maybe that was just me or my imagination. Then again, maybe that tension was why we became less close as time went on.

Ever since then, I’d been… I guess curious about kissing girls. But I’d never had another chance (or excuse) to do something like that. I knew that Kim was a little more adventurous than when it came to sex and that kind of thing. I’ve always admired that about her. She was so willing to put herself out there and be free to do what she wants. I tended to be a little more on the conservative side when it came to sex. But I often thought about that kiss. I wondered if she ever thought about it, too, but I doubt she even remembered.

Kim had a boyfriend now. I had met him a few times; he was nice and I liked him. He treated her well and he was funny and good looking. When I first met him, I was struck by how handsome his face was. He had olive toned skin, high cheekbones, and a chiseled jaw line. Not to mention he had a very manly scruff thing going on, which I thought was super hot. But I didn’t think much of it. I was glad that my friend had a nice guy in her life who seemed like a good fit.

They were a very attractive couple now that I was thinking about it. I knew that they were both adventurous in bed too. They had a kind of open relationship going on. They wouldn’t necessarily date other people (for the most part), but they would sleep with other people and sometimes have threesomes.

Kim had told me about a threesome they had with some hot redhead they met at a bar. She said it had been intense; she told me about some of details. I thought it sounded like a lot of fun, but I doubted I would ever have the guts or opportunity to do something like that. The way she described it, though…. It just sounded so satisfying and hot.

When she told me about it, I guess I kind of considered what it would be like to have a threesome with them. I mean, I thought Matt was cute and well, Kim…. I guess I still had a low-key crush on her after that kiss. She was very attractive with her longish soft brown hair and her hazel eyes. But I thought, you know, a threesome might be weird since we were friends.

After we both moved back to our hometown, I’d still been feeling this kind of weird sexual tension between us, but I decided not to think about it too much; it was probably all in my head anyway. I was glad to have a friend in the area.

Kim and I had plans for lunch that Saturday. I told her I would be coming over around eleven and she said to just let myself in. As I was walking up to the house, I could feel the warm spring breeze on my legs. I was wearing a soft sundress that I hadn’t had the opportunity to wear for months and the breeze felt nice on my freshly shaven legs.

When I knocked on her door, no one answered. Since she had told me to let myself in, naturally I just opened the door and walked right in. We were good friends and I knew she wouldn’t mind. I walked into the living room and she wasn’t there. She wasn’t in the kitchen or the bathroom either. Then, I noticed her door was slightly ajar.

The house seemed empty, but I heard some strange noises coming from her bedroom. I knew her boyfriend had probably slept over the night before… but curiosity got the best of me. I heard a strange buzzing noise and some moaning.

I peeked into the door without opening it. All I could see was Kim writhing around on the bed. Her body was squirming around and her legs were kind of going crazy. With his back turned mostly towards me, Matt was sitting between her shapely legs, holding something to her crotch that was making a loud buzzing noise.

I furrowed my brow in confusion at the scene before me. I guess they must have been using a vibrator, but it looked kind of big and bulky. I’d had one before, but it was small and not very strong. It was alright, but I never got too much excitement from it. But the way Kim was gripping so firmly onto the bed sheets told me that she was having a very different experience. The vibrator sounded pretty loud, so I figured it must be pretty strong. It kind of turned me on to see that whole scene.

I knew it was a dirty thing to do, but I reached down between my legs and started rubbing myself there. The fact that it was kind of naughty turned me on a little bit, making me wetter. Enjoying the sensation, I closed my eyes to enjoy it, but when I looked up Kim had propped herself up on her elbows and was looking straight at me, smiling. She didn’t seem surprised to see me standing there, hand on my pussy, playing with my clit. She never seemed like she was surprised about anything.

“Hi, Sarah,” she said slyly. My face turned red, I was so embarrassed; I just walked right into the kitchen in a panic. Oh god, god, what am I doing? I asked myself angrily, ashamed of my actions. Sloppily wrapped up in a sheet, Kim followed me out into the kitchen. She was grinning widely, which just embarrassed me more.

“Sarah…” she said, seeing how freaked out I was. “Hey, it’s okay. So what if you saw us?”

“I guess you’re right,” I said. She always had a way of calming me down and making me feel better. I relaxed a little bit.

“I’m sorry about that,” she apologized, putting her hand on my arm, “I guess we lost track of time. I knew you were coming over today and it was irresponsible of me.

“It’s okay, Kimmie,” I said, putting my hand on hers, “It was just a silly mistake.” Giggling about it, we hugged and made up. I don’t know why, but it made me kind of wet when she put her arms around my waist to hug me.

“Hey…” I said. “What was that thing you guys were using?” I was too curious. It was so hot and maybe I was still a little turned on by the whole thing. She grinned widely, biting her lip.

“It’s a magic wand,” she said, “They’re the best. You’ve never seen one before?”

“I think I’ve heard of them…. They’re supposed to be really powerful, right?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, laughing at a joke I wasn’t in on. “Wait… do you… want to try it?” she said, grinning devilishly at me, tilting her head down so that her hair brushed over her face.

“What? I don’t know,” I said, biting my lip this time. I was surprised by the question, but I did want to. I was so wet from what I saw of it, and, well, who knew when I would get another chance to?

“You so do!” she said, teasing me, giving me a playful shove. Rolling my eyes, I tilted my head up and made a face. “You so do. Come on, it’ll be fun,” she said enticing me into their dirty sex games.

I made another face. “I don’t know,” I said, face still red, “You don’t think it would be… weird or anything?”

“No, not at all,” she comforted me, getting closer to my body, placing an arm around my waist while still holding the thin sheet up to her breasts, incidentally pushing them up so they looked round and luscious. I could see her nipples poking through the fabric and I could feel the butterflies fluttering around in my stomach as she touched me, bringing me closer to her warm body.

“Okay,” I said, smiling at her. I really did want to do it and I couldn’t say no to Kimmie. I couldn’t resist her temptation. She brought my body closer to hers so that we were touching. I could feel her hard, almost bare, nipples pressing against my lightly padded bra. Our faces were close, our noses about an inch away from touching. She tilted her head to the side and kissed me, gently comforting my nerves. It relaxed me; it felt so right.

Her lips were as soft and sweet, just as I remembered. She sucked on my lip for a moment, taking it between her teeth and pulling my lip out a little. I moaned in a way that I never have during a kiss. The way she did that made me instantly wetter. She pulled away, smiling at me and taking my hand to lead me back to the bedroom where Matt was waiting for us.

“Sarah is going to join us today,” Kim said playfully. Matt smiled, perking up a little, likely glad not to be in trouble. Instead of being chastised, he would be rewarded with two beautiful women to play with.

Kim led me to the bed holding my hand. We sat next to each other, leaning into each other a Kim and I immediately started making out. She was running her hand along the curves of my waist, pulling me closer to her. I felt lost in a world of pleasure. Matt touched Kim on the arm and she kissed him. He turned to me, putting his hand on my waist above where Kim’s hand was. I leaned in close and we kissed. His rough scruff was an interesting contrast to Kim’s soft and tender kiss.

I was a little nervous that it might feel awkward or forced, but I let myself sink into the pleasure and it felt natural and easy. I lifted my sundress over my head, taking it off. Matt gently pushed me down so that I was laying down. Kim scooted down to strip me of my lace panties.

She was admiring my pussy; I could see her smiling at it as if it were the most pleasant thing she had ever seen before diving in tongue first. She licked my clit nice and soft, teasing me a little bit with her light touch.

Meanwhile, Matt had started kissing my neck, which was very pleasant. He moved down to kissing my chest, taking up a handful of my B-cups and squishing it around pleasantly. He licked my nipple, swirling his tongue around my nipple which was just getting harder as he kept doing it. I could feel the blood rushing to my nipples, increasing the pleasure that his mouth was bringing them, as Kim was in between my legs, pleasuring me that way.

He started sucking on them, gently at first and then harder. At the same time, Kim was doing the same to my clit, as if they were in sync. I looked down as Kim took one long lick from below my vagina up to my clit, looking up at me so seductively as she did so. It was so hot that I arched my back in ecstasy, feeling my pussy getting wetter as Matt continued sucking on my tit. Kim slipped one of her slim fingers into my wet pussy.

“It’s so soft,” she said, practically moaning. She reached up to grab my breast, tenderly massaging it. Matt took his cue to scoot over so he wasn’t so much in the way of Kim playing with my breasts. He moved behind Kim and started fingering her from what I could tell. She started moaning as she pleasured me as much as she was being pleasured. She was swirling her finger around my pussy. I could feel pleasure in every spot she touched. She slipped another finger in there, making my pussy feel full.

She leaned over to bury her face in my tit, licking and sucking and squeezing it. She seemed to love it, enjoying my squishy breasts and my soft wet pussy. Since Kim was now essentially on her hands and knees, Matt had started fucking her doggy-style while she was pleasuring me. I could hear her moans, stifled in my breast. It was so fucking sexy how he was pumping his dick into her soft pussy as she pleasured mine. Each time he thrust his hips into her, it made her fingers go deeper into my pussy. I could see Matt feeling Kim’s ass as he was fucking her from behind.

Kim leaned over, grabbing the large white vibrator. As I heard the buzz when she turned it on, I smiled, getting wet with anticipation. She put it gently, barely on my clit and it felt like…. I don’t even know how to describe the sensation; it was unreal, unlike anything I had ever experienced.

She pressed it hard, applying pressure on my clit, allowing the strong vibrations to be heightened. I felt like I was going to cum immediately, or like I was low-key cumming the entire time she had the vibrator pushed up hard against my pussy. I soon understood why I had seen Kim thrashing around on the bed like that. Within minutes, I was gripping the bedsheets and gasping, trying not to scream my brains out.

She kept it still for a few moments, allowing me to acclimate to the intense vibrations. Then she started slowly stroking my clit with it, vibrations still going strong. I started arching my back, trying to get the vibrator on the spots that felt the best. Matt seemed to think the whole thing was hot as he continued fucking Kim, watching us play.

I could feel the pleasure building up; I felt like I was going to explode. I could feel my pussy spasm inside me as I arched my back in the most intense pleasure I have ever felt. I was moaning and groaning so loudly. My entire face was numb with ecstasy; my pussy was on fire (in a good way), and all of my muscles had lost control. I was flailing, kicking my legs, trying not to close my legs so I could continue experiencing this pleasure. Kim had that last one under control, holding my legs down. It was crazy. It was so hot, especially with Kim sitting between my legs, complete control over me, smiling and moaning as she watched me cum and was getting fucked hard.

Matt was fucking her harder; he must have been turned on by my first vibrator orgasm that his girlfriend was giving me. I heard Kim moaning and gasping. Between my moans, I looked up at her: her face was contorted with pleasure and her jaw was all the way down as she uttered whimpers of ecstasy.

As Matt was fucking her hard, her hand moved with his motions, making the vibrator rub hard against my clit in a rhythmic fashion. It was so good that I could feel my pussy contracting again and that overwhelming feeling of orgasmic bliss. The second one was as intense as the first, if not more so. I reached up, grabbing Kim’s breast for support, squeezing it hard and massaging it while I came. Kim even leaned down to kiss me on the face as my body convulsed uncontrollably in pleasure. She took my hand, holding it down against the bed to stifle my movements. It just made me cum harder. I thought it was hot how she was holding me down, taking control of me. Meanwhile, Kim had sort of pulled out of Matt to kiss me. He took the opportunity to get next to us, ready for the next thing to happen.

I had cum. Hard. And I needed a break because my clit was so sensitive. I motioned for Kim to stop with the magic wand and she acquiesced. I lay, panting for a moment, laughing and smiling.

“See? Wasn’t that great?” Kim said, giggling.

“Oh my god,” I said, feeling like I was going to pass out.

“That was hot,” Matt chimed in. Giggling, Kim lunged at him for a kiss. I laughed a little, still laying on the bed.

“That was fucking hot,” I said, sitting up and looking at Matt. I decided since I was already here, we should have some more fun. I lunged into Matt, kissing him hard and passionate, while putting my arm around Kim and pushing the three of us closer together. I slid my hand down Kim’s back onto her curvy waist and then rested my hand on her round ass, squeezing it and feeling how soft it was. I reached around front to rub her pussy the way that she had rubbed mine. I reached my other hand down to stroke Matt’s still hard dick. I hadn’t paid attention to it before, but he actually had a really big dick. It was longer than any I had seen before, likely over eight inches. Its sheer girth turned me on, especially when combined with how rock hard he was for both of us. It made me feel so wet.

I turned to kiss Kim now, still touching both of their genitals. Kim seemed surprised by how sexually adventurous I was being. I slipped my finger into her pussy and heard her gasp. I just smiled as I kissed her, proud of myself for shocking Kim with my sexuality. I wanted to finger her and I wanted to fuck Matt, so I made it happen.

I pushed Matt down onto the bed so that he was laying down, cock sticking straight up. I pushed Kim down so that she was next to Matt, but scooted up a little bit more. I straddled Matt, rubbing my clit against the head of his hard dick, while simultaneously finger fucking Kim. I moaned, arching my back and looking up at the ceiling. When I looked down, Matt and Kim were looking at each other, smiling, before kissing each other passionately, in utter pleasure.

I saw an unopened condom on the nightstand, and rolled the condom onto Matt’s big hard dick. Lifting my hips up, I repositioned myself and slowly lowered myself down on his thick cock. I could feel every millimeter of his cock sliding into my wet pussy. It was so thick, so it felt so intense as it stretched my tight pussy. Every inch of my pussy was tightly wrapping up his thick juicy cock. When I was sitting on him, his dick fully inside of my tight pussy, I felt so filled up. I couldn’t believe the sensation. In comparison to his thick cock, every other cock I’d fucked felt like a hotdog in a hallway.

I started rapidly fucking his cock, wanting to pleasure myself as much as possible in this hedonistic moment. Lustfully, I grinded my hips and back forth, feeling his thick cock deep inside of me. I was moaning, still finger fucking Kim. I was rubbing her pussy in circles around her G-spot. She was also moaning and I was bouncing up and down his cock like it was a goddamn trampoline. I was just going to town, enjoying myself as best as I could; it felt so good. Kim’s pussy was so wet and soft; the feel of it turned me on, especially when she got excited and her pussy kept getting wetter, practically gushing.

I started just grinding on his dick again and focusing on fingering Kim to orgasm. By the way she was moaning loudly and rubbing her clit vigorously, I figured she was pretty close, so I did the best I could finger her as hard and good as possible. She arched her back, grabbing a fistful of her hair, face contorted in ecstasy. I could feel her wet pussy contracting around my fingers and it gave me pleasure to know that she was cumming and feel her cum.

She started moving her hips up and down, pushing her pussy deeper into my fingers. I could feel the back wall of her pussy and it gave me satisfaction to be making a girl cum. I had never fingered anyone before and I was really enjoying it, especially since it was Kim.

Suddenly, Matt flipped me over so that he could be on top. I smiled at the sudden change of pace. He was fucking me hard and deep with his thick cock. It felt so good. His dick was hitting me in different places than before and I liked the variety. Kim leaned over and started to suck hard on my tit, licking my nipple and pleasuring my luscious tatas. She was feeling them and making me go crazy with the pleasure they were both giving me. I started leaning into Matt's dick, grinding my hips against his. He was good at what he was doing and he knew it.

He lifted my legs up so that he had a little more control. He was fucking me faster and harder with the new position. I could feel him deep in my pussy, hitting me in all the right spots. Kim reached down to rub my clit. Realizing that some moisture was needed, she pulled away from my breast to lick and suck on her fingers, staring me right in the eye. The way she as sticking her fingers deep into her mouth and sucking on it like it was a dick was incredibly hot. It turned me on for reasons that I can't explain.

Once she sucked on her fingers so alluringly, she reached back down to my clit, rubbing it in circles. She started rubbing it fast and vigorously while licking my nipples. She reached down with her other hand to rub her own clit. I could tell she was rubbing our clits at the same pace, with the same speed. She was moaning to the same beat as my moans. She took my clit between her fingers, squeezing it and stroking it. The way she was stimulating my whole clit felt so good.

I reached over and pulled her hair, pulling her head towards me so that we could kiss. She kissed me sloppily, exploring my mouth with her tongue. Between her wet lips on mine, her fingers rubbing my clit, and Matt's huge dick inside of me, I could feel myself about to cum. I started breathing heavily, unable to control myself. Kim saw that I was about to cum and made a quick reach for the magic wand, putting it my clit with it on its highest setting. Immediately, I felt my pussy contracting like crazy around Matt's huge cock. Matt started groaning like he was about to cum, too.

I grabbed Kim's waist hard, scratching and digging my fingers into her back. I couldn't handle it and started thrashing around on the bed, just like Kim had been when I walked in on her and Matt. The memory of that incident turned me on, making me cum as hard as I could. I cried out in ecstasy, writhing around on the bed.

Matt gave me one last thrust as we both came and I heard him groaning as he said, "Oh fuuuuuck."

A moment later after a little gentle kissing between the three of us, we all flopped down on the bed, cuddling together.

"So what did you think about the vibrator?" Kim asked, teasingly.

"Best fucking orgasm I've ever had," I panted, exhausted. Both Kim and Matt were smiling widely.

"I thought you'd like it," Kim said slyly, kissing me on the mouth. My butterflies started up again as we all held each other. My heart was pounding.

"How about that lunch now?" Kim said.

"Hell yeah, I'm starving," I said. We all got up, getting our clothes back on. I smiled at the thought of going to lunch with Kim. I was looking forward to talking to her about the whole thing and seeing what she thought about it.

When we talked about it, she confessed that she remembered that kiss and had been wanting to do that kind of thing with me for a long time, though not necessarily a threesome. As she told me that, I could feel the butterflies start up again.

"I'd like to do that again," I said. I felt empowered. It felt good to be so free with Kim like that. It felt like things were out in the open now. After that, our relationship felt like it went back to normal, like when we were in high school. Except we were a little closer than when we were in high school.

She helped me explore my sexuality, and I will always be grateful for that. We ended up dating a little bit for a while, since her and Matt were in an open relationship. We had plenty more threesomes just like that amazing first one!


7. Diana is Willing to do Anything: My Unexpected FFM Threesome by Lora Lane

Pretty much everybody knows how difficult college can be and I'm no different. When the pressures of life coupled with looming finals threatened to derail my future, I found myself willing to do anything to push through it. The idea started with accepting an offer of private tutoring from my professor. By the time it was about to start however, I found myself driven to try more desperate measures to assure a passing grade. It was a shocking twist to my normally stable and private life but offering sexual favors to the professor isn't where the surprises ended on that night.

“You're going to fail Diana,” the professor said in a disturbingly calm voice. “Let me help you. Everyone goes through at least one difficult season in college, it's nothing to be ashamed of sweetheart. You're my best student and I would hate to see it fall apart for you this late in your senior year. Let me help you.” My professor pulled a business card from the side of his desk and turned it over to write on the back. He held it out to me, “This is my address and my personal cell. Give me a call or just drop by this weekend Diana. It will be okay, you just need some extra tutoring to help push you over the hump.”

I took the card and glanced at it in near disbelief. It wasn't that I didn't believe he had an address or that he honestly wanted to help me. It wasn't even that the dark, handsome and famously private Professor Brooks had handed me his address that was shaking my world. After such a steady ride through the rest of my college years, the fact that I actually needed some kind of an intervention to help me get through my senior year is what held me in stunned disbelief. Still, I nodded politely and thanked him for the offer, pocketing the card on the way out the door without looking back.

Was I embarrassed? Yes. It was embarrassing to think that I of all students was held over after class so that Professor Brooks could offer me charity of some sort. What could he teach me privately at this stage I wondered? After years of guiding me through several different courses, he surely knew my academic abilities, perhaps even better than I did.  Was it possible that a few tutoring sessions would make up for the lack of attention I have been able to pay towards school this year? I allowed myself to think that it just might be possible and placed the card in my purse on the way to my car instead of easing it discreetly into the nearest trash can like I originally planned.

The ride home was always one of my favorite parts of the day. I could blare my favorite radio station and forget the problems that had risen in my life over the last few months. At times I could actually forget all of the pressure I felt to complete some miraculous comeback at college, one worthy of recognition by someone somewhere – someone important. The crushing truth was that the handsome and brooding professor was shooting straight. I was about to fail one of the most important classes in my most important year of college. As I pulled into the driveway of the off-campus apartment I shared with a friend of mine, I asked myself the only question that really mattered regarding my academic problems. What was I going to do about it?

Much like when faced with a tough essay question in the last few weeks or months, I had no answer as I opened the door and walked into the apartment. Lacy was there somewhere, though I didn't know where. Her music was blaring to the steady quickened beat that always told me she was working out. Oh to be so confident and focused on school that I could just workout for hours every day the way Lacy seemed to. That was me once, though I would never workout quite as much as she does. This year everything had changed for me and might just take me under. The happenings of the year swam through my mind as I grabbed a bottled water and lay back on the couch.

Two deaths in my immediate family didn't help me focus on things at the beginning of the year. The fact that I had to grab two summer courses to catch myself up before the start of the official senior year wasn't good either. Then the final distraction happened around New Years when Teddy, my ex-boyfriend, decided to cheat on me with one of my longtime friends. Betty wasn't a best friend to me anymore but I'd known the girl since third grade. All that did was make it sting that much more when I found out he was cheating on me.

Even as it ran through my mind I kicked myself over and again for letting the slime have that much of an effect on me. Teddy was basically majoring in football with baseball and janitorial duties as minors for backup so this whole drama wasn't slowing him down one bit. If I had allowed my little brother – if you can call someone who is as big as Donny is at eighteen little – to break his legs then it would have slowed Teddy down a bit but I told myself I was above that. Instead I just suffered in secret and now find myself on the edge of ruining my entire senior year. At twenty-two, I have my plan all worked out but it all unravels if I fail this course this year.

I took a few deep breaths to calm my worries as Lacy walked into the room breathing heavy with a smile, “Hey girl.” I gave her my best smile but she knew me far too well and propped a hand on her hip before demanding, “What's wrong?”

Though it would have been fairly easy to pretend nothing was the matter, Lacy knew better anyway so I spilled my guts. Everything from the distractions of the year that she already knew about down to the offer from Professor Brooks that she didn't know about came rushing out of me like a river. I'd love to say it made me feel better to get it all out but it only twisted my nerves that much tighter.

“You know what?” she said, “Do it.”

“Do what?” I asked.

“Take Professor Hot-pants up on his offer,” she put a hand up to stop my rebuttal. “I know, I know you don't stoop to that level and all of that stuff but at least it's on the up and up. I had two different professors in high school offer to up my grade if I gave them a blow job. Brooks just wants to do some extra tutoring.”

Lacy was dressed in her skimpy, around-the-house workout clothes showing off her five foot nine inch model frame and long blonde hair in a way that made what she said plenty believable. “Seriously?” I asked, “You didn't take them up on it did you?”

Lacy grinned, “I didn't need them to up my grades to pass, Di.”

“You didn't answer the question.”

With a sly grin Lacy said, “No, I didn't. But anyway, this is not that. It's just tutoring so why not do it?”

“Because I shouldn't have to!” I said too loud. “I'm better than this, above tutoring. One bad grade kept me from a perfect GPA last year Lacy. Why should I have to get extra help this year?”

“Because life twisted your plumb tit Diana,” Lacy said, drawing a grin from me. “I know you're better than this and that's all the more reason to do something about it. Whatever you have to do in order to make sure this down spell picks back up again is something you should do.”

I sighed and thought for a moment, “It would almost be easier if he asked for a blow job.”

“I know right,” she smiled, “I wouldn't have to think twice about that one. Is he married by the way?” I glared at her and she asked, “What? He's hot and not more than a decade older than us. Why not?”

“I think he is,” I said. “He wears a ring.”

“Figures,” Lacy said in a deflated tone, “I'd still jump on him. Relax!” she said to stop me from getting on to her, “He hasn't asked or anything so I probably won't get the chance anyway. So, in all seriousness. What are you going to do?”

I pulled the card out of my purse and glanced at it, “I guess I could at least go by there and hear him out. Maybe he's got a good plan that has worked before and knows just how to help me.”

“He is your professor.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “I should probably call first.”

“I wouldn't,” Lacy said with a smile, “But then I wouldn't be going for tutoring.”

“Would you stop!” I said but was feeling better after the talk. So what if I got some extra help for the next few weeks. Its not like nobody has ever had to get tutored before to help them get passed a major test or a critical final exam. The thought of Professor Brooks offering to up my grade for a blow job crossed my mind just then and I started to privately wish he would. I'm a little shorter than Lacy with brown hair and more curves but I'm attractive enough for it to be a believable fantasy at least.

I decided to get some rest while I thought over whether or not I would take him up on the real offer. As soon as my eyes closed however, dreams of what it would be like if he asked for sexual favors filled my rest time. His hands moved over my body and I knelt down before him, massaging his swollen shaft through his dress pants and finding it large. I could feel the dampness growing between my thighs and my mouth ran along his shaft while it stretched his pants. He grabbed my hair and looked down at me.

“Wha!” I woke up with a start and instantly tried to shake the dream from my mind. What in the world had come over me? One minute I am thinking about whether or not I should allow Professor Brooks to tutor me and the next I'm dreaming of cock in my face. Silently I cursed Lacy's twisted mind and stories as I stood and walked to grab a glass of water.

Professor Brooks was as handsome as college professors came. There could be no doubt about that and many of the girls at school pawned all over him and talked among themselves about what all they would like him to teach them. Not only had I never taken part in those types of conversations but I also never really considered myself attracted to him. He was my professor and that was where it ended for me. Or was it? Maybe there were these thoughts beneath the surface that I have been pushing away from my conscious mind.

What did it mean if I was attracted to him? Should I take that as a sign that I should not allow him to tutor me? Would I be more distracted by him than I already am by all of the other crap going on in my life? Maybe it would go the other way. It could be that my being more attracted to him would help me focus more. By the time I finished a few glasses of water, I had thoroughly confused myself and wound up sick and tired of thinking about it.

Lacy came through the kitchen area just then dressed like a supermodel and asked, “You coming out to the clubs tonight?”

“I don't think so Lace,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked as she approached the door. “It might be just the thing you need to get your mind off of this decision for a while.”

“That's true,” I agreed, “But I need to stick to the books for a while either way I go and getting stupid faced will not help me there.”

It was clear that she understood before I even finished the explanation, “Say no more sweetie.” She nodded on the way out the door, “I'm with you whatever you decide. You can do this girl.”

I thanked her and made my way over to the couch, intent on watching something on television as if that would have any better impact than getting boozed up. It turned out not to matter because nothing was on that I actually wanted to watch. In the end I decided that one of the best things I could do would be to study and the other was to try and get a good night sleep. Studying went okay at first but I kept hitting the same roadblocks that had been tripping me up all semester and decided to grab an early bedtime instead.

Again dreams of the professor rocked my sleep but this time I didn't wake up immediately, my subconscious allowing the scene to play out longer. His hand on my hair to pull me up made me moan and then he tossed me lightly onto a bed that seemed to appear out of nowhere. He pushed my thighs to one side and thrust into me, taking me over and over again as I reached one thunderous climax after another.

I awoke the next morning long after the dreams had ended and felt the dampened sheets around me screaming that I needed my morning shower a little worse than normal. As the warm water washed over me, I seemed to gain an ounce of clarity on the matter. This was silly, going back and forth over something as honest and upstanding as tutoring having caused so much grief that my dreams are consumed by the man. This wasn't some college kid with half of his cock out all the time or a porn star thinking only about sex all day every day. This was Professor Brooks. I could trust him and more importantly could trust myself around him. The obvious thing to do was to call him up and head over there to talk about tutoring. If I didn't get a good feel about it I could always say that I thought better of it and leave.

Only I could bring myself to call him. What if he was eating with his wife or something else that he didn't want to be ripped out of by the irritating buzz of a phone call? No, I would just text him and that would make more sense all around. I grabbed my phone and sent a simple text.

Professor Brooks, this is Diana from class. Is it okay if I come over today to talk about tutoring?

His reply came within seconds which is always nice.

Sounds great. Be here around 6 this evening if you can.

I texted that I would see him then and went to the kitchen to grab a bite for breakfast. It felt like half the weight of the world was off of my shoulders and the day went perfectly from there. A few errands and other things that I wanted to do later that evening got moved up to the middle of the day but it wasn't a big deal. Lacy wanted me to go out with her again, no alcohol this time she assured, but I begged out of it. I lied about what I had planned that night but told myself it wasn't because of her sexual oriented mind or the likelihood that she would say something to get my mind back on the professor in a sensual way.

That evening came quicker than I would have imagined but I set alarms all over the house to ensure that I didn't get caught up in watching television or something else and end up late. Of course it was difficult to find something to wear but that was normal for a girl like me, not because I wanted to look as attractive as possible for him. Finally I decided on a pair of jeans that fit tightly but not too tight and some cute brown boots that always look good. I wore a brown belt and a white button down blouse that I left open far enough for a hint of cleavage to show. I just let my hair fall to its normal wavy shoulder length look and put a brown headband in to keep it out of my eyes. I may not be supermodel beautiful like Lacy but at five foot six, fairly thin but with a good figure the mirror suggested that I looked just fine for a meeting with Professor Brooks.

The nerves struck as my car idled in his driveway. Suddenly it all came back to me like a rushing river. I had dressed like this to impress him, not because it was normal for me. Wanting to impress a guy was far from normal and my stomach curled into knots at the thought of knocking on his door. Would his wife answer the door?

Hello Mrs. Brooks, I wanted to have some alone time with your husband and see if my dreams could come true. Does he like brunettes?

What would I say? No, I forced myself to be calm. It wouldn't be that way. My mind was getting carried away again. For a moment I wondered if I should keep my blouse like it was or button it most of the way up but again I waved off my thoughts and got out of the car. I shut the door and locked and the mild honk honk of the lock sound nearly made me jump out of my skin. A heavy sigh and a silent pep talk and I was ready to go, forcing myself to remain calm. I wasn't here for a one night stand after all, I was here to study or just to talk about studying.

I approached the door and rang the doorbell planning to use the time it would take for the door to be answered to calm my nerves the rest of the way. It opened almost immediately. I guess the locking of my car gave it away but I wasn't ready. It was Professor Brooks.

“Diana,” he said warmly, “You look lovely.” He motioned to the foyer and the rest of the inside of his home. “Please come in. Welcome to my humble home.”

“Hi!” I said far too heavily in what was more of a sigh than a word. More calmly I said, “This is a nice place professor. Thanks for having me over.”

“Daniel,” he said, “Call me Daniel.” He walked across the foyer and down one hall to a wide open room with a large table. “This is my study,” he said motioning to all of the books on the wall. “It doesn't look overused only because we just cleaned it before you got here but trust me its seen a lot of late hours. Take a seat wherever you want and I'll just grab some stuff and be back in a moment. Would you like some tea or something else to drink?”

“No thanks Prof,” I smiled and corrected myself, “Daniel.” He nodded and left the room. I played a good calm, good enough that I nearly believed it myself and probably would have if it weren't for the incredible feeling in my gut. He wasn't wearing dress pants and his normal professor garb. Instead he was wearing a tight t-shirt that showed how in shape he was and jeans. Was it just my imagination or did I see him glance down at my body, lingering on my chest? I think he did. Is it possible he has had the same thoughts about me as I have had about him?

I stood and began to walk a circle around the room, tracing a finger along the bookshelves in the process. Almost of its own free will my other hand reached and unbuttoned two buttons on my blouse, revealing a great deal of my ample cleavage. The nervous feeling inside was replaced with something else, something more primal. Maybe he had been dreaming of me, maybe there was more than one way to improve my grade after all. Could I do that?

Yes. I said to myself, giving myself permission to try something that would be the most dangerous and daring thing I have ever done in my life. By the time I heard Daniel Brooks, Professor Brooks returning towards the room, I decided to go for broke. Maybe I was losing my mind? Would it matter in the end? He would either be into this or not so I may as well fully embarrass myself if he isn't thinking of me this way or fully tempt him over the edge if he is. I quickly unbuttoned the rest of my blouse and pulled it open to reveal my lace white bra and stood behind the door.

He began talking before entering the room and then stopped as he walked in, “I took the liberty of grabbing a water bottle for you anyway in case you need...” He looked around the room briefly and then back out into the hall, “Diana?”

I stepped forward and slammed the door shut. As he turned around his eyes plummeted to my chest and he began to step backwards, dropping the water bottles in the process.

“D… Diana, what are… oh my…” he stammered.

He was into this, I could see it in his eyes. Could I convince him to go through with it? Only one way to find out. I was crazy, had surely lost my mind completely by that point but what the hell? I stalked forward with a look of pure want and desire in my eyes until he backed against the table. My chest rubbed against his shirt and I glared into his eyes, “Hello Daniel.”

“Di… Diana we can't. I can't do this. I don't want...”

I reached forward with my hand and grabbed his crotch which was full of swollen manhood, “Oh no? It would be pretty easy to stop me Daniel but I think you do want this. Shall we find out?” It almost felt like someone else was talking and moving for me as I somehow found another level of desire within me that I never knew was there. Maybe it was the dreams that I'd had or Lacy's influence or maybe it had always been inside of me. Either way, outer body experience passed, I was fully in control of the situation as I hit my knees and began unbuttoning his jeans, lowering his zipper. His hands reached forward for a moment but then rested back on the table as I jerked his jeans and boxer shorts down. It was even better than in my dreams.

I began to run my hands along his shaft and his hand came forward to begin pushing lightly at my forearm as if he wanted me to stop. With almost zero effort I shoved his hand to the side and repeated the rejection when he lightly tried to stop me with his other arm. Professor Brooks, or Daniel, was far more powerful than me and could stop me at any moment. The fact that he moaned instead of shoving me away when my lips kissed the top of his cock was equal to screaming for more.

Without a moment of pause I plunged my mouth down onto him and sucked back off. He was throbbing as I squeezed the base and ran my lips along the top section of his impressive manhood and I was getting plenty wet as well. I continued at a slower pace at first and then went faster when he began moaning louder. Absently I wondered about his ring. Was he separated or divorced? Perhaps he was married but she wasn't home. With such loud, manly groans coming from Daniel she certainly would have heard if she were here. The idea that she wasn't just made me that much more confident. No matter what the situation, Daniel was about to get more pleasure than he could remember.

Faster and faster I pumped my lips down across his shaft, the precum making it that much easier for me to shove down farther, take him in deeper. Out of the top of my vision I saw Daniel take his shirt off and lean back farther on the table. His eyes were closed tightly as he moaned. Just to tease him I stopped my motion and pulled my hands off.

“What?” he started as he opened his eyes and glanced down at me in a daze, “Why'd you..”

“Oh?” I said in mock innocence, “Did you want me to keep going?”

His eyes closed and he leaned his head back again as he breathed, “Oh, yes.”

I wrapped my hands around his shaft, running one along its length while the other played with his balls just perfectly so. Everything was going so well that I found myself wondering how good it would get and what would happen next? Before my lips ran down his shaft again, I got my answer.

The door slapped open behind me and I saw Professor Brooks' eyes open widely. I was afraid to look around but I sheepishly glanced around to find a tall blonde woman around Professor Brooks' age standing there in a red blouse, black skirt, thigh high lace panty hose and black high heeled shoes. She stepped forward towards me, still on my knees, with her hand on her hips. “Get up young lady.” I did as she said and backed against the table next to Professor Brooks. She glared at him and said, “What exactly do you think you are doing?”

I couldn't place her expression or tone of voice but then I had never had anyone want to or try to kill me before so I chalked it up to inexperience. She closed the distance between us quickly and grabbed me around the back of the head. I resisted as much as I could without crawling across the table top though I was about to when she planted a huge wet kiss on my lips. There was no way I could return the kiss while I was in shock. The attractive woman pulled back and glared at me then Professor Brooks, “You know better than to start without me.”

Before I could fully understand what she meant by her words, her actions made things perfectly clear. Reaching forward she ripped my blouse open and pulled it off before reaching around and unhooking my bra and tossing it away with the blouse. Her hands embraced my breasts as before she removed the rest of my clothing and pushed me back onto the table where my head was near the far side and my feet hung off of the side nearer the door. The blonde woman quickly removed her top and bottoms, revealing black garters and bra to match. She was beautiful.

She crawled onto the table top and began running her tongue through my pussy lips, drawing unexpected pleasure from me. I opened my mouth to yelp loudly only to look up and see Professor Brooks standing there above me, his shaft once again near my lips. He smiled, “Where were we?”

Without a second thought I reached up and pulled his hips forward, shoving his shaft into my mouth. The angle made it simple for his thick girth to start down my throat. At first he pulled right out but then plunged in, deep-throating me like nobody ever had before. My head swam with desire as that feeling was coupled with the blonde woman masterfully licking her way around my pussy lips. Before I knew it was rising within me, an orgasm slammed over my body and I convulsed on the table top.

It was wonderful until it stopped. Both of them reached for me and moved me around so that I slid off of the table. The blonde woman crawled onto the table and Professor Brooks walked around behind me. With a shove he bent me over the top of the table and the woman grabbed my hair, plunging my face between her thighs. She was wet and I had never been with a girl before but it was easy to figure out with my level of desire rising as Professor Brooks began shoving his shaft into my pussy from behind.

My groaning and moaning was only matched by that of the woman on the table as everyone started to rise towards a huge climax. Professor Brooks began to breath heavier and slam faster into me as the blonde woman and I started moaning louder. She said loudly that she was going to explode and I knew the professor was as well. Like a thunderous explosion the woman under me blew a huge climax and arched her back upwards. At the same time I climaxed as Professor Brooks blew a warm load of his climax into me.

For a long time we lay there on the table as Professor Brooks propped against it. The blonde woman breathed beside me, “Whew! Daniel, you didn't tell me we were having one of our special sessions tonight.”

I glared at Professor Brooks and he winked at me, “I was as surprised as you dear.”

The blonde woman – clearly Mrs. Brooks – rose up quickly, “What?”

“Just kidding darling,” he said calmly, “I wanted it to be a surprise. So… surprise!”

I was still glaring at him as she rose and turned to get dressed again. Making quick eye contact with Professor Brooks, I wordlessly begged one of the obvious questions. Wasn't he going to tell her who I was? Did they do this all the time? Professor Brooks only looked at me and shushed me with a finger to his lips.


8. A Dual Doctorate: MFM Threesome Sex with College Professors by Kaylee Jones

When Stacey discovers she is struggling in her Economics class, her friends try to persuade her to ask for extra credit from the pair of professors.  She balks and argues with them, but finally gives in because her education is paramount to her.  She approaches the professors and is given the option for an extra credit assignment.  What the assignment is will blow her, and them, away!

Normally, I’m a good student.  I study hard, I do my readings, and I turn everything in on time.  I have no idea why I was struggling so badly in my Economics class.  Maybe it was the fact that both of the tag-team professors were drop-dead gorgeous.  Dr. Franklin was tall and blonde and lean with a tingling Australian accent.  Dr. Anderson was shorter, with dark hair, a very muscular build, and a honeyed Southern accent.  All the girls in class were just goggle-eyed over them.  And I was no exception.  I was doing the homework and the readings, but I was just never focused on Economics in class.  It seemed like such a boring and dry topic for those two sexy men to be so interested in.

Truth be told, despite my firm body and trim build and flowing hair, I am a very good and disciplined student.  Most teachers and professors write me off the minute they see the bouncing ponytail and sparkling eyes.  But I have a pretty good brain and I am not afraid to use it.  I get a personal thrill from letting them think all of their stupid stereotypes and them blowing them out of the water when I turn out to be smart, witty, and intelligent.  My Chemistry and Calculus professors were amazed.  Writing is less of a gift so my English teacher was not as amazed as the others.

I was a cheerleader in high school and also top ten percent of my graduating class.  You do not find that combination very often.  But that was why the Economics class was so frustrating!  I knew that I was living up to whatever stereotypes they thought about me.  And that irritated the hell out of me.

I was moaning to my friends one Friday night.

“C’mon, I’m not stupid.  I know what they think of me, and I hate that I’m proving them right!”

Suzanne laughed at me, “Oh come off it Stacey.  Just because you have a B plus instead of an A, the world is not coming to an end.”

“But it will ruin my grade point average!”

“Do they offer extra credit?” Allison asked as she reached for the onion dip and potato chips.

“Oh you should hear the jokes about it.  The girls are downright raunchy, worse than most frat boys.  But I don’t know if they actually do offer legitimate credit.” I whined.

“I have got to see these guys that have all the girls on campus tied up in knots,” Suzanne mused about sneaking into my class.

“They’re gorgeous,” Allison breathed, “I’ve seen them around.”

“Are they gay?” Suzanne asked.

“What?  No!  Why would you think that?”  I was horrified at the idea that my two fantasies were more into each other than us college co-eds.

“Well, they’re always together, aren’t they?”

“Guys that gorgeous can’t be gay,” I protested again.

Suzanne and Allison both stared at me as though I was speaking ancient Gaelic.

”Oh.  Yeah.  Right.”  I remembered the stereotypes.

We were chowing down on chips and dip, Hershey’s Kisses, popcorn, and the remnants of a pizza as we indulged in our weekly movie night.  I loved the fact that my friends were like me, decently attractive but also smart.  I guess we stuck together because of that.  We had all been assigned to the same floor our Freshman year, and since this was our Junior year now, we had a three bedroom apartment off-campus together.

I was majoring in Political Science and minoring in Business Administration, Suzanne was studying Pre-Med, and Allison was in Pre-Law.  We were quite the trio.  None of us were currently dating anyone, although between the three of us I think we had found ever loser boyfriend at the university.  We had had horrible luck and commiserated regularly about it.

“Well, you should ask about extra credit during office hours sometime,” Suzanne was still trying to be helpful.

“God, I act like an idiot around them.  I can’t be in the same small room with both of them, I’d lose my mind I think.”

Suzanne laughed and Allison threw a pillow at me.

“Ow!  Hey!”  I did not see the need for violence in the conversation.

“It doesn’t hurt to ask.  Maybe you can go with another student or talk to their teaching assistant or something.”

I sighed heavily, “I don’t want to think about it anymore.  I’d rather watch Matthew McConaughey on my Friday night than discuss Economics.”

They laughed and settled into the couch with me, passing over the platter of cheese and crackers.  We watched several hours of brainless action movies with shirtless biceps before being too sleepy to carry on.  Luckily it was the weekend so we headed to our rooms to sleep off the week of studying.

The rest of the weekend was uneventful really, except for a few more conversations about what I was going to do.  I think Suzanne and Allison were getting annoyed with my obsession, but if I wanted to get into the Master’s program I had my eye on, I needed an A in that Economics class.  Sometime Saturday afternoon, we all separated to catch up on homework.  We tried to get it done on Saturday so that we could enjoy our Sundays together.

Over a spinach frittata and too many mimosas at Sunday brunch, they finally convinced me to just talk to the professors.  I was so nervous about being in a small space with both of those gorgeous men with their spine-tingling accents that I was beside myself come Sunday night.  But I knew that I had to just bite the bullet and face them.  After all, they were just men.  Hot men.  Sexy men.

Crap, I was in trouble.

****

On Monday, I spent a little extra time getting ready for my Economics class.  Normally I just shower, pull my hair into a ponytail, and head out in a tee shirt and either shorts or jeans.  That day, when I was planning to beg for a better grade or extra credit, I took a few extra minutes to style my hair down over my shoulders, dab on a little makeup, and choose a cute sundress.

I showed up to class right on time, and could have sworn that Dr. Franklin was looking at me a little more intensely than normal.  My heart beat faster inside my chest and I ducked my head quickly.  I found a seat in the back of the classroom and waited for class to begin.

His rich Australian accent filled the room once everyone had arrived.  He was blathering on about something Economics-related but I was entirely too distracted by my nervousness and by the way his blue polo shirt accentuated his eyes and his tanned toned arms.  My mind wandered to whether other parts of him were as long as those arms and I pinched my own arm to snap myself out of such thoughts.

We all handed in our papers from the weekend and Dr. Franklin’s fingers brushed mine when he took my paper.  I could feel the tingle spreading from my hand straight down between my thighs.  The fact his eyes were drifting to my cleavage did not help.  I was starting to question my choice of attire but when he smiled at me, I forgot the rest of the world.

“See me after class?” he whispered softly, the twang in his words tingling my body yet again.

I nodded, suddenly nervous again.  Did he realize that I desperately needed his help to improve my grade?  Was I that terrible at the topic that he was so good at?  What on earth did he want to see me about? I mean, I knew that I needed to see him.  But what was on his mind?

We finished the lecture for the day and he reviewed the reading assignments for the next class period.  I was grateful to have the syllabus with me because I am afraid I did not hear a word he said from the time he asked to see me.  He eventually dismisses everyone with a pointed look straight at me.

Luckily, I did not have another class immediately following that one, so I slowly packed up my things, letting all of my classmates exit the room first.  I shouldered my backpack and headed down to the lecture podium at the front where he was waiting.

“You wanted to see me, Dr. Franklin?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yes, Stacey, I would like to talk with you.  Shall we step into our office?” He gestured to the hallway.

I followed him out of the room, my heart pounding against the inside of my rib cage and my stomach dropping to the vicinity of my toes.

He held open the classroom door and then the office door.  I had never been inside a professor’s office before.  It was plainer than I expected, and set up for two since he did have a teaching partner.  Dr. Anderson was seated behind his desk and he looked up with a grin.

“Stacey, glad you could join us,” he drawled.

Dr. Franklin stepped behind his own desk and I perched on the edge of a chair that sat between the two desks.

“Wh-What is it?  Am I in trouble?” I twisted my hands in my lap and flitted my eyes from one gorgeous face to the other.

They both laughed, “Not at all.  We just wanted to talk to you about your grade.”

“A-Actually, I was going to ask you about that as well.”

“Oh?  We just wanted to tell you that you have the highest grade in your class.”

“I do?  I mean, wow.”

“But what did you want to ask us?”

They were both leaned forward on their elbows, Dr. Franklin’s blonde curls falling over his forehead and Dr. Anderson’s biceps bulging in his button-down shirt.

“I was wondering…” I stammered, “do you offer extra credit?”

They both looked at me with astonishment.  “What?  We just said…”

“I know, but this is the only B I have.  And I’m trying to get into a very competitive Master’s program.  I’d really appreciate earning an A.”

They looked at each other and then back at me.

“Earning?  What did you have in mind?” Dr. Anderson drawled.

“Extra credit?  An extra report or paper?  I’m willing to do the work.”

“How much work?” Dr. Franklin asked as he rose and walked over to my chair.

“As much as it takes,” I admitted honestly.

He crouched down next to me, so close that I could feel his warm breath against my shoulder.

“Really.  As much as it takes.  Do you hear that, Dr. Anderson?  She wants to earn it.”

Dr. Anderson grinned at me hungrily, “Well I think we can arrange something.”

Dr. Franklin brushed his fingertips up my arm and smiled at the ripple of goosebumps.

“Dr. Franklin?”

I was confused by the turn of events, and a little scared.  But mostly, his touch and the nearness of him was making me feel my heartbeat between my thighs.

“Yes, Stacey?”

“Wh-What are you doing?”

“I think we can discuss you earning that A.”

I turned to face him as the realization of what he was implying sank in.  His arm was now stretched across the back of my chair and I could see the glint of something in his deep blue eyes.

“Earn how?” I asked, afraid I already knew the answer.

His arm dropped to my shoulders and his hand buried itself in the silky hair at the nape of my neck.  He pulled me close and when I felt his lips against mine, it confirmed what he was offering.

My heart pounded and I could feel my panties dampening.  But when his tongue grazed my mouth, I sighed and parted my lips to grant him entrance.  I felt his teeth lightly close on my lower lip and my hand moved out of instinct to rest against the back of his head.

His other arm closed around my waist and I was committed to letting this gorgeous man have his way with me.

****

As Dr. Franklin’s tongue plundered my mouth, I became aware of Dr. Anderson moving in the room.  Then I felt Dr. Anderson’s warm lips against the side of my neck.  He kissed and licked his way up my neck and nibbled on my ear, making me squirm and sigh into Dr. Franklin’s mouth.

“Aye, this one is nice and ready for us,” Dr. Anderson whispered in his sexy drawl, his warm breath giving me goosebumps down my other arm.

Dr. Franklin moved in front of me and slowly pressed my thighs apart as he moved between them.  He tickled my sensitive inner thighs with his fingertips as Dr. Anderson slipped the straps of my sundress off my shoulders.  My firm full breasts slowly peeked into view and as Dr. Franklin’s tormenting fingers reached the hem of my dress, Dr. Anderson bowed his head to my collarbone.

With Dr. Franklin’s hands starting to inch up under my skirt and Dr. Anderson’s lips nearing my taut nipples, I couldn’t help but squirm in my chair.  When Dr. Anderson’s tongue swiped over one aching little peak, Dr. Franklin hooked his thumbs into the strings of my panties and slid them right off my legs.

I gasped at both and moaned softly as Dr. Franklin started kissing his way up my thighs.  I could feel the heat starting to pool in my core and the dampness was getting wetter by the minute.  Dr. Anderson sucked firmly on one of my nipples while he rolled the other in his fingertips.  Just then, I felt Dr. Franklin’s warm breath against my wetness and my thighs fell further apart all on their own.

Dr. Anderson bent fully over Dr. Franklin and grasped my heaving breasts firmly, rolling both taut little rosebud nipples tightly just as I felt Dr. Franklin’s tongue caress my slippery wetness.  I gasped and groaned and squirmed under the attention and sunk into the chair.

His tongue quickly found my throbbing swollen clit and he flicked quickly over the surface.  As he rubbed in tiny firm circles, I felt the heat surge in my body.  I could not reach around Dr. Anderson’s broad shoulders though I desperately wanted to pull Dr. Franklin tightly against my aching pussy.  As I hit my explosion, Dr. Anderson pressed his lips to mine to stifle the scream that erupted out of my mouth.  I moaned against his tongue’s assault and pressed my pussy against the scratchy stubble on Dr. Franklin’s chin.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as they both backed off.

“Oy, I think she’s ready for us now,” Dr. Franklin grinned up at me with glossy lips.

I felt one finger slide gently inside me and I pushed down against him for more.

“Oh and she’s nice and tight too,” he commented to Dr. Anderson.

They left me panting in the chair while they both stood up and quickly undressed.  Dr. Franklin’s cock was just as he was, long and narrow and made to reach all new depths inside me.  Dr. Anderson’s swollen cock was built like him, shorter but thicker, ready to stretch me and fill me.  I reached out for both of them and they stepped towards me, one on each side.

I slowly wrapped my delicate fingers around each cock and stroked them tentatively, eliciting pleased moans from both of them.  As I stroked Dr. Franklin’s throbbing shaft lightly, I reached underneath to heft Dr. Anderson’s swollen balls, tickling them lightly with my fingertips.  They both thrust their hips forward towards me.  My own need lessened slightly, I took the opportunity to tease them both.  I tickled both sets of full balls and stroked each shaft lightly and loosely.  Each one in turn got a nice long wet lick from base to tip and back again as I alternated from the longer one to the thicker one.

As I wrapped my lips around the sensitive tip of Dr. Anderson’s cockhead, Dr. Franklin slowly started rubbing his over my generous cleavage.  He teased and tickled my nipples with the head of his cock until I pulled him to me and wrapped my mouth around as much as I could take.  He slowly fucked my mouth, sliding back and forth while I stroked Dr. Anderson.

I stroked one cock while I licked the other and switched again.  The velvet skin felt hot on my tongue and I licked everywhere I could reach.

I released them both and lightly scratched their hanging balls.

“It seems like it might have been a while,” I giggled, hefting the weight in my small palms.

“Maybe a little while, yeah, we’ve been waiting on the right student,” Dr. Franklin grinned at me.

“You saved it up for a student?”

“Oh yeah, especially one with a tight little body like yours.  I’ll bet no one will ever make you feel the way we can…” Dr. Anderson was tempting me with just his words.

I sucked them again, one by one, and stroked the one that was not sliding over my tongue.

“Oh god,” Dr. Franklin moaned in his down-under accent, “we’ve got to move on, I’m getting too close too fast.”

“I need to be inside you,” Dr. Anderson ordered in a clipped Southern demand.

They helped me out of my chair and nearly yanked the dress from my body.  My firm breasts were tipped with tight pink nipples and my ass curved invitingly away from my trim waist.  Their four hands roamed and caressed and grabbed and tickled everywhere at once until they finally pulled me away from the chair and led me to Dr. Anderson’s desk.

Dr. Anderson balanced his bare ass against the edge of the desk and carefully guided me towards him.  I rose to my tip-toes and rubbed my wet pussy against the throbbing tip of his cock and we both groaned.  He guided my hips down and I felt the thick swollen head enter me.  He was thicker than any previous boyfriend and I gasped as he kept inching inside me.  He stretched me in so many new ways and I grabbed his shoulders for balance as he worked the last inch of his cock inside my pussy.

He paused for a long moment, letting my body adjust to his generous girth, before slowly sliding back out.  I felt empty and needy when he withdrew almost completely and sighed contentedly when he slid back in.

“Oh god, you’re so thick,” I murmured as I rested my forehead on his muscular chest.

“That’s a girl, you love how thick my cock is inside your wet little pussy.”

“Oh I do Dr. Anderson, oh my god.”

He slowly began to slide in and out, his fingers gripped my ass hard as he leveraged my body up and down, back and forth.  Every few strokes he would hold me down against him, letting my clit grind against his wiry public hair.

“God, you were right,” he breathed to Dr. Franklin, “so fucking tight.”

I heard a strange noise behind me and suddenly felt something cold on my tight little asshole.

“Are you a virgin back here?” Dr. Franklin asked softly, rubbing his finger against the puckered little opening.

I nodded, too focused on the thick cock in my pussy to concentrate on what he was asking.

“Oh you won’t be any more, it’s all mine today,” I could hear the grin in his voice.

I squirmed when I realized what he meant but all that did was pop his finger inside.  He rubbed slowly in and out, loosening and warming it for his cock.  I was glad he was the thinner of the two.

He slowly worked a second finger in, preparing me slowly.  As Dr. Anderson kept thrusting in and out of me, I slowly lost track of time.  The heat was surging inside me again and I started to moan in small gasps.

“Oh god, cum for me little one,” Dr. Anderson breathed against my bouncing tits.

“Oh that will get her nice and ready for me,” Dr. Franklin’s voice barely pierced my rising pleasure.

His fingers kept sliding in and out of my ass as the thick cock in my pussy drove me closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” I moaned louder.

Dr. Franklin’s other hand reached around and found at my clit, pressing and rubbing as the cock filled my pussy and the fingers filled my ass.

“Oh fuck,” I yelled as I exploded for the second time.

As I came back down, I felt the hand at my clit disappear and a sudden fullness at my asshole.  Without much warning, he was inside me.  Just a couple of inches but I felt completely and utterly full of cock.  He slowly inched his hips forward while Dr. Anderson held perfectly still inside my pussy.  Finally I felt his hips bump against my ass and I was fully penetrated.  My ass was full of Dr. Franklin and my pussy was full of Dr. Anderson.

They grinned at each other over my shoulder and started to move in rhythm.

“Oh my god,” I could hardly speak from the sensations.

They moved in and out of me, entering me and emptying me in cycle.  I was on fire from the inside out as they pierced and stretched and filled me.  I tried to moan and beg for more but my voice was ragged with need.  They thrust hard and rough into me and pulled out achingly slow.  Again and again they impaled me and retreated.

“God, she’s so tight,” one of them murmured, I’m not even sure which one.

“Damn man, she is,” the other answered.

Suddenly Dr. Franklin behind me started moving faster, urgently thrusting in and out of my virgin little ass desperately.

“Shit, fuck, fuck,” he mumbled as I felt his pelvis slam into my ass hard.

Moments later, his cock pulsed inside me and I felt the warm jets of his seed fill my insides.  Dr. Anderson waited politely for his friend to finish and when Dr. Franklin breathlessly withdrew from my body, Dr. Anderson slowly withdrew from my body to lie on the desk.  I climbed on top, eager to have him back inside me for more.  As soon as I straddled his trim waist, I slid my hot wet pussy back down over his cock.  His hands dug in to my ass cheeks sharply and he started pumping me like it was his last fuck on earth.

“Oh god, yes, yes,” I urged him on, “fuck me with that thick cock of yours doctor, there, there, yes.”

Dr. Franklin had collapsed into the chair between the desk but was watching intently.

I leaned forward, mashing my tits into Dr. Anderson’s chest and leveraging my entire body to fuck him back.  The sounds of our slippery sweat skin slapping against each other filled the room.  With each down thrust, I ground my clit against his pubic bone.

“Yes, yes, yes, there baby, there,” he chanted.

I furiously rode his throbbing cock, slamming my body against his with each thrust of his hips.  Finally, as I felt the head of his cock swell inside me, I ground down against him and reached back to tug on his balls firmly, pulling them down and away from his body.

“Oh fuck!” he groaned as the orgasm was halted moments before release.

“After me,” I ordered roughly.

He grinned and nodded, “Yes ma’am.”

I clenched my muscles around his aching frustrated cock and massaged him with my insides.

“Oh damn, what are you…” his eyes were wide.

I rolled my hips in a slow circle, grinding my clit against him and keeping him on that edge.

“Oh god, please, fuck me,” he pleaded for release.

I bounced and rode him angrily until the heat inside my bloodstream exploded into thousands of lightning bolts.  I screamed and arched my back as he gritted his teeth to hold his back.

“Oh fuck, shit, baby,” he started mumbling urgently.

I hopped off and sank down between his thighs to stroke him.  I latched my lips tightly over his cockhead, sucking and swirling my tongue as I stroked the pulsing shaft.  His hands twisted my hair as I felt the first jet hit the back of my throat, followed by several more.

He finally collapsed back onto the desk, panting and cursing at me with a grin.

I was naked and sweaty, my pussy dripping and my hair a mess as I hopped off the desk.  I slowly leaned over deliberately to slide my sundress back on, leaving my panties on the floor underneath Dr. Franklin in the chair.

“So boys, did I earn my extra credit?”

“You bet your ‘A’ you did.”

****

I nailed that Economics class just like I nailed both of them.  And I did get into that Master’s program I wanted so badly.  But the most surprising part was that I ended up dating the pair of them, together as a trio, for the rest of my time in college.  My friends always wondered why I never had a boyfriend and I would just smile because I knew that I had two.

As college ended, I realized that the little arrangement was nice for a young college girl but would be frowned upon for three grown adult professionals.  I had a long talk with Dr. Anderson and Dr. Franklin, Paul and Robert respectively, just before graduation.  They understood and were very sorry to hear that I was moving on.

“Not sure we’ll ever have a student like you again,” Paul said wistfully.

“Ain’t no one like me boys,” I grinned at them and kissed them both passionately.

When I graduated with my Master’s degree, with honors of course, they both attended and applauded wildly.  We did have one last celebration that night, just the three of us.  Over breakfast, I made my confession that I had been holding on to for years.

“Paul and Robert,” I started, “I’m not sure how to say this.  You two have been some of my closest friends and advisors, even without the mind-numbing orgasms.”

We all laughed.

“But I’m afraid I have a confession, and I don’t feel right waiting any longer.  Last night was the last time.  I can no longer pretend.”

Both men looked confused and concerned.

“Robert, you have always been sweet and attentive and I can never repay you for that.  But I am in love with Paul I’m afraid.”

They both stared, wide-eyed.

Robert smiled sweetly, “I guess we should let you in on a conversation we had on the way down here for your graduation.”

I cocked my head to the side and waited.

“While I do care for you and love you in a special way, I don’t love you that way,” Robert said kindly, “but Paul does.”


9. Unleashing The Slut Within: FFM Threesome Sex on the Public Beach by Sofia Miller

Stacy was never the party girl.  In fact, she was a goody-two-shoes.  While her friends were going to parties and experimenting, she was focusing on her studies and resisting the temptation of boys.  But one fateful day at the beach, she spies a gorgeous and exotic Italian couple who can’t keep their hands off of each other. She can’t believe her eyes as the couple turns up the steam on this very public beach - but then she also can’t believe how turned on watching them makes her.  When they beckon her to join them, Stacey has a choice:  Be the good girl she always has been, or give in to her desire and learn their brazen ways!

It was the end of August, and the days were just starting to cool off.  I had just graduated college and summer was coming to a close.  I’d worked hard my whole academic career, staying focused and rarely going to parties.  After a summer of diligent job hunting, I’d finally found a low paying, very demanding, but upwardly mobile position in the financial sector.  I couldn’t be more excited--but I was also dreading the prospect of plunging right back into the grind.  I was starting to worry that my opportunity to be free and reckless had already passed me by--and I was only twenty-one.

I went to the beach by myself one day, late in the afternoon.  I was always nervous to go to the beach.  You were so exposed--everyone practically naked.  But it was an overcast day and the wind was picking up, so I figured I may have the place to myself.  So I put on my polka-dot bikini, a knit shawl and some jean shorts, and made my way down the sandy beach to the empty lifeguard stand, which I leaned against while I read a light, summer romance novel.

The only sounds were seagulls squawking and a woman’s laugh in the distance as her boyfriend picked up her, threatening to throw her in the ocean.  I looked at the two of them, running down the beach.  As they got closer, I saw how exotic they were--there was something very European about the couple.  He had an olive complexion and was lean and well toned, donning a speedo, unselfconsciously.  She had curly brown hair, long lashes, thick brows, and a golden physique reminiscent of a 60’s go-go dancer.  I pegged them both as Italian, and they confirmed my suspicion when I heard him say to her, “Si guarda in modo sexy...” as he pulled at her bikini bottoms, exposing a bit of her dark, curly bush.

She slapped at his hand playfully, and then threw her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply as let his hands slide down the back of her bikini bottoms to grab two handfuls of her thick, round ass.

I grabbed my sunscreen and applied it to my calves, trying hard not to stare at them, but still catching fleeting glances.  They were a gorgeous pair, and it was hard not to look.  I found myself envying them--they seemed so happy and free.  I was always worrying about something, and I certainly never made time for boys.  My mother always told me, “You’ll have plenty of time for boys--you can only get your education now.”  I’d had just one boyfriend in my life:  Freshman year of college.  His name was Max.  Max was a sweet guy--laid back and fun.  He had been my first lover and was very patient with me.  I’d cover my body with my hands, embarrassed to have him see me.  He’d grab my hands, pinning them down on the bed above my head as he kneeled over me, and say, “You’re beautiful.  Why don’t you know that?”  before he’d kiss me all over, confirming his words.  Yes, he made me believe I was beautiful for a time.  But I always skipped the parties so I could study, I never wanted to go anywhere, and eventually he lost interest in me.  I hadn’t been with a boy since.

I don’t know why I couldn’t be like this woman, who playfully teased her boyfriend on the beach.  I was aware I was attractive enough, but then, nothing was ever good enough for me--not even myself.  Long legs, pale skin, tear drop shaped breasts on my slender frame, and long, blond hair:  I was pretty for my type.  But watching this Italian goddess, with her exaggerated curves and wild hair, I knew I didn’t have sex appeal like that.  I turned back to my book, trying in vain to keep my attentions off of them.  I came here to relax, not feed my insecurities.

“Stop! Sei proprio un cattivo ragazzo!” the woman cried out, though when I looked up she was smiling as he held her from behind.  She half-heartedly smacked at his hands as they pulled her bikini top down, exposing two breasts that were full to bursting, adorned with big, round areolas, and nipples that pointed straight out like missiles.  Her whole body was naturally  obscene and sexy.  He cupped her breasts in his hands and squeezed as she leaned back her head and stuck out a long tongue for him to suck on, and he obliged.

Couldn’t they see they weren’t alone?  But they only seemed to have eyes for each other.  He untied her bikini top and it fell completely off.  She stood there, exposed, not a care in the world.  He twisted her nipple sharply, and when she gasped, I felt it ignite my own neglected pussy.  Even I hadn’t touched it in far too long.

I was trapped--glued to the lifeguard station.  If I got up they might see me, and then they might stop.  I felt guilty wanting to watch them, but their dance was thrilling to me, and I was transfixed on the scene unfolding before my eyes.

He stood back from her a few feet and began massaging his cock through his speedo.  He gestured to her, said something I couldn’t decipher, and she laughed at him doubled over, before she stood up and tweaked her own nipples teasingly, laughing and swaying her hips seductively, turning around and bending over, pulling up her bikini bottom to expose her cheeks, wiggling her ass for him, tauntingly.

“Senti il mio cazzo…” he pleaded, pulling a thick, strong cock out of his speedo.  My God, this couple was so brazen!  She walked towards him, smiling seductively, as she twirled her hair, looking down at his cock and then back at him, as though trying to decide if he was worth it.  He grabbed her, pulled her close, leaned down and pulled her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard and releasing it with a loud “pop.”  She looked into his eyes, wild and mischievous, then grabbed his cock, stroking him as he began sucking eagerly at her breast.

I let my hand sink between my legs and press into my pussy through my shorts and bikini.  Even through those layers, I could feel a dampness beginning to seep through.  I pressed harder and let out a sigh.  The wind blew cooly, setting my nipples on end.  I let my hand wander up, let my finger flick absently at my nipple through my top, feeling it becoming more pronounced.  I pinched it, wanting to feel what she was feeling as he bit playfully at her nipple.  She was let out a choking little sob of a moan, and I did, too.

The man slid down her body, falling to his knees, taking her bikini bottoms with him as he fell, pulling them to the ground.  He buried his face in the soft bed of hair between her legs and growled into her like a beast, sending her into a peal of laughter, her breasts shaking, her mouth wide in a grin.  But he must have buried his tongue into her, too, because all at once she stopped laughing and began moaning, her hands instinctively lifting up to her breasts, pushing them up and squeezing them as she wobbled on unsteady legs, grinding into his mouth.

My eyes were fixed on them as my hands began unbuttoning my shorts, completely of their own accord.  I plunged my fingers into my bikini bottoms, and they slid past my own fine, scant, blond, well groomed bush to the place where my lips began to part, my clitoris protruding and eager.  I pressed it with my finger and tried not to cry out, though I was breathing deeply and hard.  The tip of my middle finger danced small circles on my clit, and I felt it growing strong and brazen at my hands touch.

The man withdrew his face from her pussy to look up at her, replacing it with his hand which petted her slowly with two fingers, in a “come here” motion, rubbing her slit back and forth.  “Hai un sapore così buono,” he smiled, pulling his fingers out of her and placing them in his mouth.  He sucked them clean, and then slid them deeply inside of her again, finger-fucking her fast and deep as she emitted staccato moans that escalated in pitch.

I slid my hand into the triangular covering on my right breast, twisted and tugged my nipple, then rubbed it lightly and delicately, the sensation tingling and radiating, feeling myself becoming dizzy with desire.  I have to stop this, I said to myself.  They’re sure to see me.  But I couldn’t stop.  Instead, I looked around helplessly for a place to hide--some place I could watch them safely, but no place was sufficient.  I could feel my heartbeat pounding in my pussy, harder, faster--it wouldn’t let up.  A desire took over me I couldn’t control, so I simply settled for moving stealthily behind the lifeguard stand, my head peaking out so I could see.  I wriggled out of my shorts and bottoms, spread my legs wide, and plunged my fingers in into the soaking wet valley.  I laid back, turned my head to see them, my cheek resting in the sand, grains clinging to my open mouth as I breathed in and out heavily.

She turned around, her ass twerked out for his viewing pleasure, her hands sliding down her backside, spreading herself open for him.  He sucked his middle finger and slid it inside her dark cherry rose bud as she arched her back.  “Oh my God,” I whispered to myself.  That was something I’d never done before.  I let my finger trail down to my own asshole, gliding my finger along the rim.  My pussy contracted in response to my touch.  I wanted desperately to slide it in.  I pressed gently on the small opening, but I stopped short, scared of my own body.  What am I doing?  I asked myself.  Jesus Christ, what am I doing--I’m in public!  Nonetheless, I slid one finger inside my pussy, then two, then three, sliding in and out, a milky pool rising up and out of me with every plunge--I felt like an animal, my entire notion of self slipping away, as a deep and guttural moan escaped my lips.  The couple stopped.  Their heads turned my direction in unison.  I was caught.

“Ciao--hello?” the man called in an Italian accent.  They both looked curious, but not upset.  “Is someone there?”  They began to walk towards me.  He tucked himself back into his speedo, but the woman didn’t bother to hide her gorgeous body before approaching.  “Oh, no, oh, no, oh, no…” I whispered under my breath, as I hastily slid my shorts on, not making time for my bikini bottom.  I stood up and found myself face to face with the handsome, Italian man, who was grinning ear to ear.  I stood with my mouth open, staring at them, not knowing what to say, when all at once I realized my breasts were still hanging out of my top.

I scrambled to tuck them back in, mortified, but the woman said in accented english, “Don’t hide--you are so pretty!”  As though it were the most natural thing in the world, the woman put her hands on my suit, pulling it open and exposing my breasts.  She smiled at them and then at me, as she placed her hands underneath them and bounced them up and down, giggling like a schoolgirl with a new toy.  I withdrew and folded my arms over my chest, embarrassed.  The man smacked his girlfriend hard on the bottom and said to her, “Where are your manners?” then to me, “I’m sorry, she has no manners.  Sometimes she...uh...how do you say?  She do not control herself.  What is your name?”

“Uh...it’s Stacy…”

“I’m Valerio.  This is Aurelia.”

I was so confused.  How could he just be making introductions, acting like this was all normal?  How could I stand here and talk casually with these people after they caught me watching them--after they caught me touching myself?  My head was swimming, I felt I should go, and yet my feet were anchored to the sand.

“You were watching us, no?  You were giving pleasure to yourself?”

I was mortified.  What could I say to that?  It was all so awkward.  “I’m...I’m sorry, this isn’t like me--”

“Why be sorry?  It’s beautiful.”  He pulled Aurelia to him, and standing behind her, his hands slid down between her legs and pressed into her pussy as she laughed, brightly.  “Aurelia gives pleasure to herself all of the time.  She has the big appetite,” he teased.

“Stop!” she laughed, joyously, though she only pressed her bottom into his cock and sighed at his hands working on her.  My eyes were glued to those hands.  One spread her wide open, exposing a slick, dark pink landscape, the other slid inside of her, came up to her clit, and tickled it mercilessly while she squirmed, giggling and sighing.  I could feel my cheeks growing hot--turned on and embarrassed all at once.  Aurelia reached out her hand to me, saying “Non essere timido!  Come here!”  I moved, helpless to resist, towards her beckoning hand, which pulled my arms off my chest and pulled me in close.

Our breasts touched, nipple to nipple, then lip to lip, and tongue to tongue--I was pulled under her spell body part by body part.  She put her hands on my waist and pulled me into her, kissing me deeply and wetly, as Valerio’s hands, nestled between us, began unbuttoning my shorts, which dropped to the ground.  Her tongue drove into me and drove me mad. I pressed back into her--I had never felt more wet and alive and wild in my life, kissing this beautiful sun goddess as her boyfriend held her.  It was by far the craziest thing I had done up to that point.  Valerio’s hand found its way to my pussy, and he tapped it gently and rhythmically as I sucked on his girlfriend’s bottom lip.  I had never kissed a woman before--the gloss on her lips was sweet and her tongue was caring and thorough, teasing every part of my mouth.  Her breasts were two firm pillows I wanted to bury my face in.  The tapping of his hand created little earthquakes inside of me that thundered in my ears.  The world was becoming hazy and I was overcome with sensation.

“She does well at kissing, yes?” Valerio said.

“Y--yes…” I let out in a hiccuping little sigh.  What was I doing?  Perhaps, sensing my sudden panic, Valerio suggested, “Let’s sit down.  We’ll get to know each other.”  He kissed Aurelia on the cheek and smacked her behind.  “Sediamoci,” he said.  And the two plopped down in the sand, casually, as though just coming from an innocent game of volleyball, needing to catch their breath.  I followed suit, not knowing what else to do but follow their lead.  She leaned back on her elbows, one leg bent, her head tossed back, letting the sun envelope her golden skin.  He laid on his side, propped up on his elbow, his legs open, his raging hard on pressing through his speedo in plain sight, though otherwise he seemed perfectly casual and at ease.  “Who are you, Stacy?  Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, no boyfriend,” I blushed, sitting cross-legged and hunched over.  I grabbed the shawl and covered myself with it.

“You have no one to pleasure you?  How is this?” he asked, philosophically.  “It is no good.  A beautiful woman--she is made to feel pleasure.”  He smiled at Aurelia, and stroked his bulging speedo casually.  He turned back to me.  “Why do you cover yourself?  Are you afraid of being...what is it...sunburned?”  I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Is that not it?  Surely you are not hiding from me?”

“No…” I smiled, blushing wildly.  “I just...I don’t know.”

“Here,” he said.  “I give you protection.  Your pretty breasts will not be burning.”  His careful, strange English was so endearing, and his smile was so sincere, he put me at ease.  He instilled in me trust and yearning--I wanted to indulge him in anything he asked of me.  He inched over to me and picked up my sunscreen.  He pulled off my shawl in a dramatic gesture and winked at me playfully.  I looked over to Aurelia who only looked at us, amused, as Valerio poured the sunscreen into his hands, rubbed them together, and began applying it to my breasts in a circular motion.  His thumbs made circles on my pale nipples.  “This feels good, no?”  he said, smiling a smile that seemed just for me, and I nodded, unable to speak.  Aurelia was idly touching herself, running her hands through her bush.  “Turn over,” he instructed.  “I do your back.”

My whole body was shaking, but I did as I was told.  His hands had felt so warm and good on my body.  He untied my top and let it fall off.  Then I felt a shock run through me as a cold spurt of sunscreen landed between my shoulder blades.  Valerio’s warm hands smoothed it over me like a blanket, and I felt my body begin to melt into the sand.  The mixture of sunscreen and gritty sand swirling around my back under his hot, strong palms felt so soothing, I let out a moan of relaxed pleasure.  When Aurelia began the same treatment on the soles of my feet, I was in heaven, expert hands all over my body.  Aurelia began working her way up the back of my calves, knees, thighs.  She spread my legs wide and worked the lotion into my inner thighs, up, up, up.  Everything in me was anticipating her finding my pussy, pressing her hands into me--I couldn’t wait, I wanted it badly.  But instead her hands passed my pussy by, making its way up the two mounds of my ass, which she lifted and spread, before shocking me to the core with her tongue, which plunged deeply, deeply between my cheeks.

My whole body spasmed, my back arched, and my cheeks clenched, but she didn’t let that deter her, swirling her tongue around and around my rim, making me dizzy.  She kissed and sucked my asshole passionately, letting her long, strong tongue make its way deep inside of me.  How is this happening?  How did I get here?  Aurelia was moaning into me, and I realized she was touching herself.  Her mouth was watering, wetting my tight little opening.  I moaned right along with her.

“Good girl,” Valerio said, stroking my hair.  I was propped up on my elbows with my back in a permanent arch, my ass in the air, my legs spread wide, never wanting Aurelia to stop.  Valerio was kneeling before me, his speedo had disappeared--when did that happen?  It’s all moving so fast!--and his strong cock was pointing right at me as he stroked it.  His sack was big and full, his cock was thick and uncircumcised.  I’d never seen one like it before--these people were no natural and free, it made me want to shed my entire buttoned up existence.  I let out a howlish moan as Aurelia began playing with my clit, her tongue flicking my asshole, playfully.

“Take his fuck in your mouth…” Aurelia breathed into my asshole.  “Take his fuck in your mouth...”

“Do you want my fuck?” Valerio asked.

His fuck.  He called it his fuck.

“Yes…”  Yes, I wanted his fuck.  It was all that I wanted, but I was scared.  It was something I had never done before.  My old boyfriend had been patient with me--I was embarrassed at my inexperience.  I never wanted to do it wrong (I never did anything wrong), so I never did it at all.  “I...I’ve never sucked a cock before,” I admitted.

He bent down and took my face in his hands sweetly.  His eyes were kind and understanding. He kissed me on the lips, gently and said  “We will show you,” his smile making me feel safe and warm.  “Aurelia!” he called.  “Come, show her.”

Aurelia withdrew from my ass, giving it a light, teasing pinch.  She crawled over to Valerio, who sat down and leaned back on his hands.  “Now, look at Aurelia,” he instructed.

Aurelia took his big cock in one hand, his mighty sack in the other, and held it as she lovingly sucked the tip, her hand moving gently up and down.  Her tongue swirled around expertly, and he moaned loudly and freely, a long, sighing  “Aaaaahhhh…”

“You try,” she said, pointing his cock at me.  I crawled over, and as her hand held his shaft, firmly, slowly, pumping it up and down, I swirled my tongue over the tip of his cock as she had done.  Valerio put his hand on the back of my head approvingly.  “Is simple, no?”  She held his cock at the base and began licking wetly up and down his shaft.  I followed suit on the other side, and at the tip, our tongues met, then our lips, our mouths surrounding the fat head of his cock.  I could taste a drop of his cum--my first ever taste of a man’s cum--and I wanted more.  Soon Aurelia had been edged out, and I was sucking hungrily, instinctively on Valerio, taking him further and further into my mouth until he hit the back of my throat and I gagged.  But I simply opened up a little further, and let him inch his way even deeper down, letting him fill me up.  I wanted to feel him in the pit of my stomach.

“She likes you, I think!” Aurelia laughed.  I watched as she stood up, walked up to Valerio’s head, and placed her feet on either side of it, facing me.  She slowly lowered herself down until she was on her knees, her pussy just inches from his open mouth.  Valerio stuck out his tongue, straining towards her, and she brought herself down to meet him.  I watched the length of his tongue disappear inside of her, slowly, as she sat on his face and gasped in delight.

My God, she was beautiful.  Watching her grind into him as though she were dancing, her body moving in pretty waves, her hands working up her own body, grazing her gorgeous tits, grasping at her hair while she sang out in ecstasy.  I wanted to consume her.  I wanted to be her.  I wanted Valerio to fuck me the way he must fuck her.

I got up on my knees and crawled onto Valerio.  I lowered myself down on his cock just as she had done on his tongue, slowly, slowly, feeling every inch of him as the steel rod that was his cock made it’s way deep within me, filling me up.  He began to lift his hips into me, and I my whole body spasmed.  The sensation was nearly too much to bear, and when Aurelia leaned forward and kissed me, tweaking my nipple as she did, it sent me over the edge, and my pussy contracted, over and over again as a wave of delight poured out of me and onto Valerio’s cock, a big wet splash.  I screamed primitively into Aurelia’s mouth, and she muffled it with her probing tongue.  When we parted, Aurelia still had hold of my nipple--she wouldn’t let go.  Rather, she pulled it teasingly, and the wave started to build within me again.

“Don’t stop now!” a male voice called out, and I snapped to.  Over her shoulder, I saw something I didn’t expect.  A small crowd had begun to gather--we were surrounded by what looked to be college students.  Beyond them a bonfire burned in the distance, and I suddenly remembered that school was starting tomorrow.  It was an annual tradition--Oh my god, we were fucking in the middle of the back to school bonfire party.

Aurelia stood up--I thought she might be fleeing, but instead, she walked towards me, her pussy at eye level, as Valerio fucked me faster.  She looked down at me, cocked an eyebrow, and smiled.  The smell of her pussy was intoxicating--fresh like the ocean beyond her.  I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her pelvis to me, burying my face in her just as Valerio had done before. It tasted of salt water, and I lapped it up, eagerly.  If these kids wanted to watch, I’d give them a show--I wasn’t the same girl I was when I came to the beach.  I kissed her pussy deeply, just as she had kissed me deeply, and I heard the boys clapping as she grunted in pleasure.  “That’s it, Stacey!  Give it to her” one cried.

Oh my God, one of them knows me,  I realized, and to my utter surprise, the thought of it made me burn hotter.  I bucked harder on Valerio’s cock, my pussy bearing down tightly around him, and I could feel him growing stronger inside of me, the veins popping.  I groaned deeply into Aurelia’s gushing cunt, and she pulled my hair as she moaned:  A perfect chain reaction.  Aurelia shook and sputtered, as she cried out, “Dio mio! Dio mio! Dio mio!”  A rush of fluid poured from her, into my mouth, all over my face, as I licked her straining clit faster, faster, faster...

More people were gathering now as new students trickled down to the beach.  “Oh my God!” a girl cried out, shocked and giggling.  “That’s not Stacy, is it?  She was in my study group for American History!”  Of course it is.  Did you expect differently from me? I thought to myself, wryly.  Suddenly, Aurelia pulled me off of Valerio’s cock and sat me down in the sand as she cradled me from behind, kissing my neck, cupping and squeezing my breasts.  Valerio grabbed my feet and placed them on his shoulders as he knelt between my legs and plunged into me, deep and hard and fast.  His balls slapped my ass with a satisfying smack, smack, smack as he thrusted again and again and again, in rhythm to the chant that had begun, “Stacey!  Stacey!  Stacey!”

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I demanded.  He was sweating and looked crazed.  He plunged in deep and then held it as a wave of cum spilled into me.  It was so hot and thick--I wanted to hold it inside of me forever.

“È bella cagna!” he cried out, thrusting two more times, letting out a long, gruff sigh as he finished and his cock began to retreat.  The crowd burst into applause and laughter, and I fell back into Aurelia’s arms, spent, as she kissed and stroked my face.  Valerio inserted two fingers into my gaping, overflowing pussy, and pulled them out, wet and glistening with his cum, which he offered to me.  I licked them clean and wished for more.

I was covered in sand and sweat.  My pussy was throbbing and wrecked.  But Aurelia knew what to do.  First laying me down gently in the sand, she inserted herself between my sprawled out legs and nursed my pussy with her tongue, cleaning up the mess that Valerio had left there.  Her tongue was kind and gentle, soothing my torn and aching fuck-hole.

“Aurelia, must go to the hotel . They are waiting,” Valerio said, pulling on his speedo.  “Stacey, we are meeting friends to have a drink.  You will  join us?  You will like them, I think,” he said with a twinkle in his eye.

“Stacey!  Come party with us!”  It was a cute boy I recognized from last year’s English class.  He was standing with a group of boys I recognized from our college’s football team.  They wouldn’t have given me the time of day before this.

“I have another engagement,” I said to the boy as I stood up and collected my clothing, without a hint of shame.  “You kids have fun.”  I draped my shawl over my shoulders, grabbed my shorts, and the three of us made our way down the beach towards their hotel, eager to see where the night would take us.


10. Three is More Fun: My Hot FFM Threesome Revenge by Riley Davis

Have you ever wanted to get revenge so bad you would do anything to get it? That’s how I felt the day I caught my boyfriend of two years sleeping with someone else. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get it yet but I was going to and he was going to pay.

“Oh yeah baby. Oh yeah,” I could hear my boyfriend behind his front door, groaning in pleasure. A cold shiver ran through me. I was instantly pissed. Why in the fuck was he groaning when I wasn’t even with him? He better just be getting his own rocks off in there.

But then, of course, there it was. The fucking bitch’s moan. “Fuck no. This bitch is not in there right now fucking my man,” I whispered under my breath while shaking my head. I leaned back up against the door and sure enough, they were both moaning.

This was fucking bullshit. We had been together for two years and he wants to fuck it all up by being with someone else for two minutes. I will sure as hell show him. I knew exactly how to strike. And he was going to be sorry. I quickly grabbed a piece of paper and pen from my bag and scribbled a note. I shoved it under his door, rang the bell, and ran off, a grin playing on my lips. I knew he wasn't going to like that.

****

A few weeks later...

I sat at my kitchen table, drumming my fingers. My plan was coming together perfectly and I couldn't wait to finally seek revenge on my shithead boyfriend. Dan had been the perfect guy when we first got together and as soon as we hit the one-year mark, things slowly began sliding down the hill. He began hanging out with his friends more, going to bars, and not wanting to have our special dates anymore.

I didn't care if he wanted to hang with his friends, he had always been a social butterfly but what I didn't like was the fact that he wasn't including me anymore. Before he would always bring me out with him and now it was like I had the fucking plague. When I asked him about it he said that he just needed guy time. Okay, fine. I bought it the first few times but now I realized what a load of horseshit it was.

All of these problems were signs. Signs I should have fucking noticed. But I didn't. I was happy and secure in what we had. I loved Dan. And he shattered my heart into a million pieces. But I wasn't the type of girl that was going to just sit here and cry. I cried the first few days, got it out of my system, and then I turned my sadness into anger and developed my revenge plan. It needed to be one that I knew would get him, would hurt him as much as he had hurt me. I thought long and hard until the perfect plan came to me.

Dan's best friend from middle school, Kevin, had always flirted with me. I just always brushed it off as him being playful and fun and Dan never seemed to notice or even care. So I decided to see just how far Kevin would go. He must know by now that Dan and I are no longer together. But even if he didn't, it was time to initiate step one. Calling Kevin. It was late on a Thursday night but I knew he would be up. He was a single party monster. I had his number in my phone still from Dan so I quickly hit send, revenge coursing through me. He answered in one ring, “Bella?” He breathed down the phone. My insides twisted from his voice. He really was such a cute guy. “Hi Kevin.” I replied.

“Wow, I never thought I would hear from you again after what went down with Dan. What's up, good looking?” He chuckled into the phone. I smiled, there he goes again. “So you heard I suppose?” Kevin took a deep breath. “Of course I did. I asked him where your fine ass had been lately and he told me you dumped him on a note through his door,” He laughed deeply. “That was a pretty low way to dump him, eh Bells?” I sighed. “Kev, do you know what that shithead did?” “He wouldn't tell me, but it must've been bad if you felt justified in dumping him that way,” Kevin answered. “Well there is some back history to it, you know, I had been seeing signs that things weren't right. He was getting distant and other shit but then I went over to his apartment for a surprise visit one night after work and he was banging a fucking chick so loud I could hear them through the door. So I stuck that night under the door and left.” I finished the story and waited for Kevin's response. He didn't say anything at first, just produced a low whistle.

“Damn Bells, I don't even know what to say. That's fucking bullshit. Why would he step out on a gorgeous girl like you? Especially after investing so much time into the relationship. I don't know where his head is out but lately I feel like I don't even know him anymore.” Shit, I was shocked to hear Kevin say that. The two were like brothers, I kind of felt bet for involving Kevin in my plan but maybe now it won't be so bad. “Yeah, you and me both Kev. But I didn't call to just talk about him. I'm over it. I want to go out and have fun. Want to meet up at our favorite club tomorrow night? I'd love a night of drinks and dancing. I'd ask my girl Jen but she's out of town for the weekend, a work thing. And I kind of want some male company...” I trailed off, hoping he would say yes. “Hell yeah Bells. A chance to hang out with you and alone at that? Count me in.” I smiled. “Great, see you then.” Step one completed.

****

It was already Friday night and I was standing in my walk in closet trying to decide what the hell to wear. I needed something super sexy and revealing. I wanted to drive Kevin wild. Tonight was just the appetizer, get his taste buds wet, get him wanting me. Then I would go in for the strike when the time was right. I decided to settle on my tight black mini-dress that showed off all of my curves and my long, shapely legs. I wore my black lace push up bra, my cleavage pouring out over the top. I also had on my black lace thong and I slipped on my black Stilettos with the gold bottom. They added a good two-three inches to my height, making me legs look even longer.

I added some gold pieces- hoops, a cute but simple necklace with a heart charm, and a couple of chunky gold bracelets. My hair was straightened and I added just a touch of makeup. Just the basics were enough for me. I gazed at myself in the mirror and gasped. Damn, I looked fucking amazing. I hadn't gotten this dolled up since the early stages with Dan. I grabbed my gold clutch purse, threw in my keys, phone, lip gloss, and credit cards, cash, and ID and headed out the door.

When I arrived at the club, I walked in and searched the place for Kevin. I didn't see him so I headed to the bar. I ordered a peach martini and sipped it slowly while watching for Kevin to come in. The place was pretty packed already and it was only going to get busier. The music was blasting, the vibrations coursing through me. Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I spun around and my face lit up when I saw that it was Kevin. I jumped up and pulled him in for a long hug. We lingered like that for a few more seconds than necessary and he didn't seem to be letting go so I moved back. He stared at my face, making me blush. “Bella, you look fucking hot, not to mention beautiful.” His eyes moved down my body and then back up to my face. “I have missed seeing you.”

I smiled up at him. “I have missed seeing you too. We always had a good time together. Sit.” I patted the bar stool next to the one I was sitting on. “Let's drink, bro.” I laughed as I nudged him with elbow. He sat down, his eyes never leaving my face. “Bro?” He shook his head. “How about sexy man God?” His eyes lit up as a sexy smile played on his face. I burst out laughing, almost choking on my drink that I had just taken a sip of. “Nice try there Kev. So what have you been up to?” The bartender stepped in front of us right then and Kev ordered himself a Manhattan and ordered me another martini. “Thank you,” I said as he kept staring at me intently. He was starting to freak me out a bit.

“Why do you keep staring at me so intently? You are making me nervous,” I asked him. He laughed as he reached over and squeezed my hand. “I just missed seeing your gorgeous face. So I am enjoying finally getting to look at it. Dan is a fucking idiot.” We both laughed.

About an hour later, we were still sitting at the bar in deep conversation. I was on my fifth martini, the alcohol making me brave and extra flirty. Kevin had had a few Manhattans himself so I knew he must be feeling some of them too. His talking had gotten a lot more animated. He was cracking me up with all of his crazy work stories. He worked as an ER doctor and the problems people came in with were so bizarre sometimes. I worked as a boring PR relations consultant, my clients bossy and demanding. I was enjoying living through his career right now. My favorite song started to burst through the speakers and I jumped up, the alcohol making me a bit unsteady, and I swayed to the side, Kevin quickly grabbing me. “Whoa, steady there Bells. You okay?” I giggled and suddenly our faces were inches apart. Kevin jerked back, a look of confusion on his face. Fuck. Maybe my plan won't work. I bet he felt guilty, like he is violating bro code. I didn't expect to kiss him this early on though, so I still had time. Without saying a word, I grabbed his hand and brought him onto the dance floor.

We began dancing to the music, the pounding of the beats flowing through us. There were so many people dancing on the floor, we couldn't help but be pushed together. Kevin pulled me close, resting one hand on my waist, the other hand on the small of my back. I grinded up against him, keeping time to the music even with all of the alcohol in me. Kevin was a fantastic dancer, he grinded right back with me, keeping the pace. I could feel the chemistry brewing between us, the dancing becoming intoxicating as the minutes passed. One song flowed into the next and we didn't stop. Our bodies were covered in a thin sheen of perspiration. I quickly spun around, my back facing his front. He wrapped his arms around me, resting his hands on my stomach. He pulled me flush against him and I could feel his erection pressing into my ass. Fuck, he was huge. And I did turn him on. He was just trying to fight it. I grinded my ass onto his erection, bending forward so he could get a good view. I heard him take in a deep breath and I knew he was getting more and more turned on. He leaned down and pulled me back up against him, his lips against my ear. His breath was hot on my neck, his delicious scent of alcohol and cologne entering my nose. I was so turned on myself, I felt like fucking him in the bathroom.

He spun me around and led me to a corner of the dance floor, separated from the rest of the crowd. He pulled me close against him, his lips meeting my ear once again. “Bella, what are you doing to me, you gorgeous woman?” I pulled back and smiled up at him. “Just having a good time there, Kev.” He shook his head, his eyes boring into mine. “Let's go have another drink.” He led me off the dance floor and over to the bar. We sat down and he ordered another round of drinks. “Bella, you're not just here with me tonight to piss Dan off right? Because I'm feeling guilty. I mean I know he was a complete dick to you but it's kind of bro code not to have another guy's ex.” I looked at him while trying to think of what to say. I was really here to do just that but I was really growing to like him. This night had changed my outlook. I still wanted revenge but I also just wanted Kevin. I sighed. I needed to be honest.

“Listen Kev. At first I did just come here to get revenge. But now tonight has kind of changed my mind.” Kev's eyes flashed a look of hurt. He nodded. “I understand Bells, but I like you. I have for a long time. I just have ignored my feelings because you were with Dan. So if you seriously want to have some fun and hook up, that's fine. I am not looking for a relationship in any way. But I don't want you to just fuck me once and never look back because you were looking to hurt Dan.” I looked down, his words running through my mind but I was having trouble processing them from all of the alcohol. “Did someone just say my name?” A familiar voice said behind us. We both spun around to see a very angry Dan glaring at both of us.

****

“What the fuck are you doing here with Bella, Kevin?” Dan asked, his breath coming out in spurts. He was fucking pissed. Good let him be. Kevin stood up. Shit, this wasn't going to be good. “I am here showing her a good time which you seem to have forgotten how to do. You are a fucking idiot man for letting a girl like her get away.” Out of nowhere, Dan punches Kevin straight in the face. Kevin stumbled back, crashing into the bar. I screamed, “Dan what the fuck are you doing?” I cradled Kevin's face in my hands, the blood dripping from his nose. Dan tried to grab my arm. “Come on, Bella, you are leaving with me!” I ripped my arm from his grasp. “Fuck no, I'm not! I came here with Kevin and I am leaving with him. Why do you think I would ever be with you? Go fuck your ho that you were certainly enjoying in your apartment not too long ago!” Next thing I knew, two bouncers had come over and grabbed Dan. “Come on, you are out of here buddy. One hand on another person and it's over.” Dan tried pulling away but the bouncers were too strong. I turned away as soon as they had pulled Dan away, focusing my attention on Kevin.

“Are you okay, Kev? I am so sorry; you didn't deserve that. What a fucking asshole.” Kev smiled, as the bartender gave him a wet paper towel and some ice. “It's okay, Bells, not your fault. Let's get the fuck out of here.” Kevin led me out of the club, the fresh air hitting our faces as soon as we got outside. Kev hailed a cab and we quickly climbed in. He gave his address and I didn't say anything. I wanted to be with him tonight anyways. I ran my hand along his face, checking out the damage. My phone began to vibrate, Jen's face lighting up the screen.

“Jen? What's wrong?” I asked her. She never calls this late unless there's an emergency or she's drunk. And she's supposed to be out of town. “Bella? Where are you? Dan just called me and said he punched Kevin because you were out with him tonight? What the fuck is going on? Are you guys okay?” I sighed. Of course Dan called her. Fucking snitch. “Yes we are fine. We just left the club and are heading over to Kevin's place now. I thought you were out of town?” Jen replied, “Okay good, I am glad you are okay. My trip got cancelled at the last minute so I went out with a few girls from work for some drinks. Can I meet you at Kevin's? I'm pretty tipsy and I don't want to be desperate and call shithead.” I smiled. Her fuck buddy, Max, was a fucking asshole to her and I had no idea why she put up with his shit. I looked at Kevin and he nodded an okay. “Sure, come on over. We will be there soon.” “Okay Bells, see you soon.”

We arrived at Kevin’s apartment about ten minutes later, him leading me in by my hand, not saying a word. I felt bad I dragged him into all of this. I should have just done a revenge plan by myself. We got into his apartment, him stepping aside so I could enter first. He shut the door behind him, not bothering to turn on the lights. “Kev?” I whispered. “Where are the lights?” Next thing I knew, his hands were on my waist and he pinned me against the wall. His mouth found mine, hot and demanding. He crushed his lips against mine, biting softly on my bottom lip. I moaned, which made Kevin kiss me even more passionately. The buzzer suddenly rang and we both jumped, instantly pulling apart. We stared at each other in the dark, panting heavily. Damn, that was fucking hot. “That…must…be…Jen…” I breathed, barely getting the words out. I was trying to regain my composure from that kiss.

Kevin didn’t say anything, he just turned and buzzed the door to let Jen in. He flicked on the lights, his beautiful face lighting up in front of me. I smiled, my head feeling woozy. “Let me go make some drinks.” Kev said and then turned and headed down the hall. I was confused but I didn’t have time to think because Jen was knocking at the door. “Yoo-hoo,” she called. “Let me in you two! You better not be doing something naughty!” I laughed and swung the door open. There she was, my right hand chick, looking like a gorgeous hot mess. “Bells!” She ran into me, squeezing me hard. “I missed you, you dirty slut!” I slapped her ass and pulled back, grinning up at her. She was a stunning five foot ten with legs for days. I was always having to look up at her. “I missed you too chick, let’s go have some drinks.” I shut the door and pulled her into the apartment.

Kevin was still in the kitchen slinging drinks. He looked up when we entered the kitchen. “Hey ladies. How did I get so lucky tonight to have two gorgeous women in my apartment?” He grinned and handed us our drinks, complete with a lime wedge. Jen laughed, her eyes shining. I know she thinks Kevin is hot but once she gets wind of us, she will back off. “You are one lucky man because we, my friend, are fucking hot catches.” She raised her drink to mine and we toasted. I nodded in agreement. “That’s right, we are the hottest bitches in this city. I mean just look at us.” I stood and did a twirl around Jen as she slapped my ass. We broke into a fit of giggles while Kevin just shook his head at us. “You chicks are fucking nuts.” I took a gulp of my drink, the delicious sweet blend of pineapple and strawberry sliding down my throat. Kevin had always been an awesome drink maker.

We sat down in the living room with a pitcher of our pineapple strawberry margaritas. Jen kept going on about her shithead fuck buddy. I tell her all the time not to get attached to him but she always does. He only used her which made me so sad. She deserved the best, not some scum bucket using her for sex. Kevin kept throwing me sexy looks. My panties were getting wetter by the second. I had no idea the effect this man was going to have on me.

The margarita pitcher was empty and we were all fucking pissed drunk. We had the music pumping and we were dancing, all three of us grinding against one another. I was in the middle, Kevin’s front to my back and Jen on the other side. She kept switching up from front to back, mostly twerking into my ass. I couldn’t stop laughing. I was having the most fun I had had in a long time. I could feel Kevin’s hot breath on my neck, his lips getting closer to my skin. Shivers ran through me. I wanted this man so bad.

His lips finally hit my neck and I moaned. He pulled me against him, his stiff cock digging into my ass. Jen was watching us, her eyes dark. I could tell she was horny just by the look on her face. I have always wondered what it would be like to kiss a woman. A strong desire was pulling me towards Jen, her gorgeous face getting closer to mine. Jen leaned in close and brushed her lips against mine, her eyes never leaving my face. I inhaled deeply, not expecting her to have come on so soon but then I decided, what the fuck. I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her back, deeply, my tongue plunging into her mouth. I heard Kevin whistle behind me, his hands running over my curves and my ass.

Jen’s kisses were soft and inviting, making me want more. I felt like I couldn’t get enough. She broke away a few seconds later, both of us staring at each in shock but understanding. We had always wanted to do that but never had the balls. Kevin spun me around and claimed my mouth with his. Jen danced behind me, her hands on my waist. My head was swimming, all of these feelings flowing through me. It was so heady; it was almost too much. Kevin broke our kiss and whispered against my mouth, “How would you feel about having fun with Jen tonight too?” I looked up at him, not quite sure what to say. I’ve never been with a girl before and now to have sex with Kevin and Jen, my best friend? It sounded like a good time but I was also quite shitfaced.

Jen leaned into my neck, “Let’s do this Bells. Something fun and exciting. Our little dirty secret.” And that’s all it took to make me decide. I smiled and pushed Kevin down onto the couch. I turned to Jen and pulled her face down to mine, devouring her mouth. I reached down and lifted her shirt over her head, her gorgeous breasts covered in a black lace bra looking perfect. I slide each bra strap down and unsnapped the back, letting her bra fall right down to the floor. Her breasts were exposed in front of me, rising and falling with each breath, her nipples hard from the cold, and I grasped one in my mouth, sucking on her sweet nipple. Jen groaned, running her hands through my hair. “Oh Bells,” she whispered as I made my way to her other breast, my lips never leaving her skin. I assaulted her other breast, my hands rubbing up and down her back and along her sides. Jen had her head thrown back, her eyes shut in pleasure.

I undid her skirt fly with my mouth and slid her skirt down her legs. She wore a black lace thong, covering just her most intimate part. I pulled her panties down and licked my lips. I couldn’t wait to taste her. I looked at Kevin who was watching me, his hand stroking his big cock he had pulled from his pants. His eyes started into me, scorching hot. I felt like exploding. I leaned in and licked her seam, her sweet smell enveloping me. I spread her lips with one hand, my other hand caressing her ass, and I plunged my tongue onto her clit. I licked over and over, up and down, round and round, until I felt her tighten. I kept up my assault, not once slowing down. Jen came into my mouth a few moments later, her mouth screaming my name. I kissed my way back up to her mouth, kissing her intently, letting her taste herself. She smiled lazily at me. “Holy shit Bells. Since when did you get so good at that?” I laughed. “I don’t tell my secrets.” I looked over at Kevin and he was still rubbing his cock, looking in desperate need for some attention. I walked over to him, my eyes never leaving his. I stood above him, grinning down at him.

“Hey there big boy. Do you need some attention?” He nodded slowly, his hand rubbing up and down his cock so slow. He grinned up at me. I stood in front of him, lifting my shirt over my head and sliding my bra off. Then I hiked my skirt up, slipping my thong off underneath and throwing them at him. I straddled his lap, slowly sitting down onto his huge cock. I groaned as I slid down onto his cock, his huge thickness filling me whole. He pressed his arms into my back, pushing my breasts into his face. He licked and caressed my breasts with his tongue. Jen kneeled down on the couch next to us, and I lifted my face to hers. She crushed her mouth against me, enveloping me in a passionate kiss. Kevin grasped Jen’s tits as he still sucked on mine.

I moved up and down, pulling up off his cock and slamming back down on it. Kevin’s gaze never left mine, passion flowing through us. I moaned loudly, every nerve ending in my body on fire. Jen broke my kiss and leaned down to kiss Kevin, both of them kissing and feeling each other. Jen pulled back and Kevin grasped my waist and began lifting and slamming me back down harder and faster than I was able to. I felt my orgasm building, Kevin fucking me harder and harder, Jen caressing my breasts, feeling me all over.

I threw my head back and felt Kevin getting ready to come, his cock stiffening even further. “Can you come baby?” Kevin whispered. I nodded. A few seconds later I came, crying out loudly. I quickly pulled off Kevin before he could come, him gasping in surprise at me. I licked my lips and went straight to his cock, sucking my sweet juices right off him. Jen joined me and we both sucked his cock hard, moving up and down his shaft, grasping and sucking on his balls. Kevin was groaning loud, his hands grasping our heads, his hips moving uncontrollably. A few minutes later, Kevin is coming, his hot cum spurting into our mouths. Jen and I licked it off his cock, still sucking every inch of him. I leaned in and gave Jen a passionate kiss, my tongue exploring every inch of her mouth. She deepened the kiss, giving me her own tongue, our hands feeling every inch of each other’s body. Kevin sat up and broke us apart, leaning in to kiss us both.

Kevin and I collapsed against one another, both of us spent. Jen lay next to us, her expression one of worn out satisfaction. I started giggling. “Holy shit, did that really just happen?” I clamped my hand on my mouth, embarrassment flooding me. Jen laughed along with me. “It did girl, it did. But let me tell you. It was fucking amazing and I wouldn’t change a thing.”

That’s right. I would never change a thing either. My first threesome and it’s with my best friend and the man I have always loved from a far…
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