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 Chapter One



“C’mon,” Oaklynn said, slamming her empty beer glass down. “It’ll be fun.”



“You have a strange idea of fun,” Danna said, sipping from her glass.



Oaklynn motioned for the bartender to get her another beer and looked at her wife. Danna had her blond hair tied up in a ponytail as usual. She was dressed in her work clothes, a sensible gray pantsuit with a white blouse that was buttoned to the top. Her thick-rimmed glasses gave her a librarian vibe. A sexy librarian vibe, to be sure, but still.



Oaklynn, on the other hand, was dressed a bit more appropriately. Or inappropriately, depending on your viewpoint. She wore a tight white muscle shirt and a black skirt that was so short she couldn’t bend over without revealing a little too much Oaklynn.



Or just the right amount of Oaklynn, she thought.



Oaklynn turned on her stool to face her wife. She pulled her skirt up, making it even shorter, and spread her legs. “I’m not wearing any panties.”



Danna rolled her eyes and sighed. “You seldom are.”



“I’m so wet already,” Oaklynn said loudly, running her fingers through her black hair. “You should check.”



“I am not going to finger you here, Oak,” Danna said. “How many times do we have to go over this?”



“You’re no fun,” Oaklynn said. “No one’s even watching.”



“That guy is,” Danna said, nodding to the far end of the bar. A man with dark hair and glasses hadn’t taken his eyes off of them since they sat down. And Oaklynn knew this.



“Then let’s give him a show,” Oaklynn said, smiling. She grabbed Danna’s hand and pulled it to her leg.



Danna jerked back so hard she nearly fell off of her stool. “What is wrong with you?” she asked. “I don’t get this whole exhibitionism thing you’ve had lately.”



Oaklynn turned back around and leaned on the counter. “It’s not lately,” she said, looking at the bartender and winking. “And you know that more than anyone else.”



“I’m going home,” Danna said. “You can come with me or… hell, maybe get that guy to finger you if you want it so bad.” She said it loud enough there was no way “that guy” didn’t hear.



Oaklynn sat there and let Danna leave. She drained her beer and thought about asking for another but decided against it. She didn’t want to be too intoxicated when the inevitable happened.



Predictably, the guy with dark hair and glasses made his move a few minutes later. Oaklynn turned toward him and pulled her skirt up again.



 



---



 



His name was Geoff, and he had more than fingering in mind. After a minute of playing with her sopping wet cunt, he whispered a suggestion.



“Bathroom?”



She raised an eyebrow. “Thought you’d never ask.”



The stall in the men’s room had no door, but that bothered neither of them. Geoff slammed Oaklynn against the side of the stall so hard she thought they might break it. Fuck if this wasn’t what she needed. It had been a few weeks since she’d been with someone other than Danna, who treated her frustratingly gently no matter how much Oaklynn begged for something harder. This guy knew just what buttons to push. He bit her lip and pawed at her tits, pulling one out of her top and twisting her nipple so hard she squealed.



She pushed him against the other side of the stall. She got down on her knees and unzipped his pants. She started stroking his average but adequate cock, and he raised his head to the ceiling. She ran her tongue over his tip, savoring the salty taste of his precum as she rubbed the underside gently with one thumb.



She lifted his cock straight up and licked from the underside of his tip down to his balls. She stopped for a moment there to teasingly bite at his scrotum before resuming her tongue’s work back up his shaft. When she got back to the top, she smiled when she saw the glistening sheen left by her saliva. She pulled it toward her and slid her lips around the head.



He weaved his fingers through her dark hair, and her heart skipped a beat. Was he going to do what she thought he was? She hoped so.



He did. He started moving her roughly back and forth on himself, using her head as if it were nothing more than a sex toy.
 Fuck yeah
 , she thought, gagging as he hit her throat. Drool flowed from across her lips and down her chin, but she suspected her other lips might be even wetter. She had a fleeting thought that she’d never be able to give this up and wondered what Danna might say about that.



Footsteps alerted her to another man’s presence.



“Wow,” said the new arrival.



Still being face-fucked by Geoff, she reached back and hiked up her skirt, hoping the new guy would take the hint.



New Guy knelt next to her, his face only inches away from her occupied mouth, and reached behind her. With his thumb pressing against her asshole, he inserted a finger into her dripping cunt. He grabbed her right tit with his other hand. She moaned around Geoff’s cock, suddenly dizzy at all the attention she was receiving.



New Guy began pounding his fingers into her, his thumb breaching her asshole little by little until it too was inside. She squirmed against his hand, trying to get the fingers assaulting her pussy closer to her clit. She could feel her orgasm building and was determined to please herself as much as these two.



Geoff gasped as his cock tensed, and he gripped her head more tightly. He started flooding her mouth, causing her to try to pull back reflexively. He didn’t let her, instead pulling her face into him and forcing his seed down her throat. She gagged as she tried desperately to swallow it, and much of it seeped out of the sides of her mouth.



Finally, it was over, and Geoff pulled out of her. Drops of cum fell from his cock and her mouth, hitting the floor at the same time.



Geoff moved out of the way as New Guy, on his knees now, swiveled Oaklynn so her elbows could rest on the toilet. He unzipped his pants and rubbed his cock against her ass before moving it down to her cunt.



“What a hot piece of ass,” New Guy said.



“Sure is,” Geoff said. “Glad that bitch finally left.”



Oaklynn raised up, causing New Guy’s cock to fall away from her pussy. “What did you just say?”



New Guy answered. “He’s just glad the bitch you were with left so we could all have some fun.”



“That’s what I thought he said,” she said, standing up and turning around. “Asshole.”



New Guy stood up and tried to block her path out of the stall. “Hey, we’re not done here.”



She laughed. “Oh, yeah. We are.” And shoved her knee into his balls with all the force she could muster.



Oaklynn, who never skipped leg day at the gym, could muster a shit ton of force with her legs. New Guy fell back against the side of the stall, grasping at himself.



“You goddamn filthy whore!” he said, his voice hitching. “Fucking slut!”



She sighed. “Too late to sweet talk me now. You should’ve been nicer to my wife.”



As she started to walk away, Geoff burst out in laughter, obviously happy he’d satisfied himself before pissing her off. She gave him a knee to the crotch, too.



Geoff joined New Guy, unleashing a  string of insults as she walked away. Tramp. Bitch. Trash. Cunt.



She wondered what they’d say if they knew they were getting her so much wetter with their words than anything she’d let them do to her.



 



---



 



“That didn’t take as long as I figured,” Danna said as Oak got into the car.



“Nothing happened.”



Danna laughed, starting the car. “Nothing?”



“Well, not nothing,” Oaklynn said. “But nothing much.” She didn’t figure “blowjob and fingers inside her” would qualify as “nothing much” to most people or even to Danna but to Oak, it wasn’t much at all.



“Not like you to show restraint,” Danna said as they pulled out of the bar’s parking lot.



“He called you a bitch.”



Danna laughed. “And that didn’t make you want to fuck him even more?”



“I only get off when they call me names,” Oaklynn said. “Not you.”



“Such a sweetheart,” Danna said, reaching over to pat her leg.



“I’m surprised you didn’t want to watch this time,” Oak said. As much as she enjoyed the freedom Danna granted her, it was more fun when she was involved. A few months back, Danna had given commands to a couple they’d met in another bar, directing every nasty thing they did to Oaklynn. It was quite the show for the small crowd in that bar, and tonight could’ve been very similar. “You didn’t have to stage that little argument.”



Danna shrugged. “Thought it might be fun to make it look like you were even more desperate for attention than you already are.”



“You could join in sometime, you know,” Oaklynn said. “Make it a tag-team event. No reason for me to have all the fun.”



“No, thanks,” Danna said. “I’m content just watching you work your magic. Or hearing about it. I think I like it even better when you just tell me all about it while I eat you out.”



“Well, there’s not much to tell this time,” Oaklynn said.



Danna laughed. “Knowing you, it’s still a good story. Can’t wait until we get home because I’m hungry.”



 









 Chapter Two



“He came in your mouth,” Danna said after they kissed. She was on top of Oaklynn in bed. “I can taste it. I knew you had at least a little something to tell me.”



“They were jerks,” Oaklynn said as Danna moved downward.



“They?” Danna said, licking at Oak’s left nipple.



“A friend joined in after we got started.”



“Most men are jerks,” Danna said. “That’s why I’ve stayed away from them most of my life.”



“They have their uses,” Oaklynn said as Danna nibbled on her right nipple.



“I suppose.” She reached down and rubbed Oak’s clit, causing her to moan. “The few I’ve been with didn’t even know what this was, much less where.”



“I’ve had a couple who knew how to work with it.”



“Were they as good as me?”



“Fuck no,” Oaklynn said. “I’m gonna come already.”



“Not yet you’re not,” Danna said, pulling her hand away.



Danna teased both of Oak’s nipples as she kissed her way down her stomach. Oaklynn started grinding her cunt against Danna’s body as Danna made her way to her target. Finally, Danna was between Oak’s legs and began her work in earnest.



She kissed the inside of Oak’s left thigh, letting the fingers of her left hand brush ever so gently along the outer edges of Oak’s pussy lips. She repeated the process on Oaklynn’s right thigh and with her right hand teasing the left side of Oaklynn’s pussy. Finally, she used fingers from both hands to pull apart Oaklynn’s lips.



Danna giggled. “You are so wet.”



“I always am,” Oaklynn said. “You know that.”



“Even more than usual, I mean. Those guys must have got you worked up.”



“Maybe,” Oaklynn said. “You gonna lick me now or what?”



“So greedy. I will if you tell me exactly what happened.”



And she started licking.



Oaklynn gasped and began her story. Danna lapped at her the entire time she talked, and by the time she neared the end, Oaklynn could barely get the words out. She came close to orgasm several times, but Danna was an expert at her wife’s body and knew exactly when to stop or slow down to prevent Oak’s release.



“So you kicked them in the balls and walked out? And that was it?”



“Yes, fuck, just…”



“What do you want, baby?” Danna said, barely touching Oak’s slick folds. “I’ll do whatever you want.”



“I wanna come.”



“Not sure I heard you.”



“Please, I need it.”



“Since you asked so nicely.”



Oaklynn squealed when the climax she’d been chasing since she was in the bar bathroom with the assholes finally arrived.



 



---



 



After Oaklynn returned the favor, they lay side by side. They took turns absent-mindedly stroking each other’s breasts. Danna snuggled against Oaklynn’s breast, the telltale sign she was getting ready to go to sleep. But Oaklynn had something she’d been meaning to bring up, and now seemed to be the perfect time.



“You said you’d do whatever I want.”



“Yeah,” Danna said. “And didn’t I?”



“Well, yeah,” Oaklynn said. “But I was wondering… if that offer might extend to other things.”



Danna laughed. “I suppose that depends on what you have in mind.”



“I want to watch you,” Oaklynn said. “With someone else.”



Danna sat up and looked at her. “This again?”



“You heard me,” Oaklynn said. “I wanna see you fuck someone.”



“That’s not how this works,” Danna said, laying her head back onto Oaklynn. “I don’t want anyone but you.”



“I don’t mean, like, have a relationship with anyone else,” Oaklynn said. “Just be like me for once.”



“I could never be like you,” Danna said.



“Ouch.”



“I don’t mean it like that. I like the way you are. It’s just not for me.”



“Maybe we can talk about it more later?”



Danna sighed. “Sure. We can always talk. But I don’t see it happening.”



 









 Chapter Three



Oaklynn couldn’t get their conversation out of her head the next morning. She’d long harbored the fantasy of seeing her wife with someone else but had rarely brought it up in conversation. When she had in the past, Danna shot her down immediately. What they had worked for them. Oaklynn had always been the center of attention, and Danna had always been content to watch from the sidelines, cheering her on.
 Concerning all sexual shenanigans, this was true now as it was when Oak had been the superstar of the women’s college basketball team.



She wasn’t even sure if she’d be able to handle seeing Danna with someone else. As enticing as the thought was -- and it was gaining more and more traction in her mind as time went on -- she still felt uneasy about it. Sometimes when she thought about it too much, her stomach would get queasy.



Something else happened a bit lower than her stomach, though, and it was this activity that wouldn’t allow her to let go of the idea.



Not that it mattered. Danna’s reaction told her that door was probably shut forever. And maybe just as well. She’d hate to do anything to jeopardize their relationship and the arrangement which had worked so well all these years.  She might not be able to handle it, even though Danna had been perfectly fine this whole time with Oaklynn exploring whatever -- and whoever -- she wanted.



Still, she thought she’d at least like to try it once. Even if she ended up hating it, she wanted the chance to see it for sure.



She wasn’t sure how she would concentrate on her job with these thoughts running through her mind. She usually enjoyed her career as a marketing manager, but when she had sex on her mind -- which was pretty often -- it was hard to concentrate. A novel idea about sex -- which was pretty rare for her -- made it all the more difficult.



It took a monumental event to shake her out of her daydreams.



She was at her desk, ignoring a spreadsheet on her computer. She flipped through nude pics of Danna on her phone, imagining what it might look like if someone else were touching her big puffy nipples or licking her gorgeous pussy lips. It was too much; her pussy needed attention. She looked at her door, wondering if she should get up and lock it. She found a particularly hot pic of Danna -- not that they all weren’t, but this one, with her ass in the air and hands spreading her cheeks so Oaklynn could lick her asshole, was downright searing -- and rubbed herself through her slacks. Her panties were already soaked. She didn’t have another pair with her to change into, but she had no choice. She had to get herself off, and quickly, if she had any hope of getting any work done today.



Harder and harder she rubbed, the dampness from her panties soaking through to the crotch of her slacks. She thought about sticking her hand down her pants and working her clit directly -- that would’ve made things a lot faster -- but she didn’t want to let up what she was doing for even a moment. Around and around her hand went, and as the pleasure built deep inside her, she saw nothing but Danna’s ass. Everything else around her was gone.



She was close -- it never took long when she put her mind to it -- when a knock on the door almost made her drop her phone.



“Fuck!” she said, following that exclamation with a much quieter “Shit” because she knew whoever was at the door must have heard her.



She swiped the photos away before saying, “Come in.”



And then Justin was there.



Justin
 . The one man she’d set her sights on but was never able to bed. A friend of Danna’s from her hometown who’d wound up working with Oaklynn for over a year and who’d always managed to resist her wiles. A tall, luscious, sweet man who was an equal opportunity lover, having had as many boyfriends as girlfriends. But when it came to Oak and Danna, he only seemed to have eyes for Danna, who had never been interested enough in guys to risk hurting their friendship.



He’d transferred to another company location six months ago and moved away. Oaklynn felt a sharp ache in her stomach as she looked at him now. She remembered with vivid detail the desperation she’d felt on his last night in town as she made one last attempt to fuck him. And he shot her down. Hard.



She hadn’t taken her hand away from her crotch and was still lightly rubbing herself as she stared at Justin’s blue eyes, soft lips, and well-trimmed beard as he stood there in her doorway. She forced herself to stop, leaving her hand lying on her thigh while her pussy continued to throb. Her logical mind told her she should be saying something, but her rational mind was hardly in charge at that moment.



Finally, he spoke. “Hey, Oak. How ya been?” He glanced downward, toward the top of her desk and the bottom half of her arm hidden behind it.



She jerked her hand out of her crotch so fast it had to be obvious what she’d been doing. When she did so, she got a whiff of herself; God, she was so fucking wet. She stood up quickly, sending her chair rolling away behind her.



“Great!” she said perhaps a little too loudly as she walked over to him. She threw her arms around him. She wondered -- hoped -- he could smell her desire, which hadn’t been raging for him in the first place but sure was now. “It’s so good to see you.”



He returned the hug, patting her on the back. “Yeah, you too.”



“What are you doing here?” she asked when she finally released him from her grip.



“My new branch is shutting down,” he said. “Luckily, there was still a spot open here, so I’m moving back.”



“That’s great news,” Oaklynn said but then realized how horrible that sounded. The transfer had been a good thing for him, allowing him to move closer to his family. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…”



He laughed. “It’s okay. I’m not too sorry to be back. I missed everyone here. And this way, I get to hang out with Lucian and Danna again.”



“Danna,” Oaklynn whispered. She completely ignored the fact that he’d also mentioned an old boyfriend, a bass guitarist for a local band.



“And you, of course,” he said quickly. “Speaking of, did you want to maybe grab some lunch? Catch up a little?”



“Sounds great,” she said, the wheels in her head turning.



 



---



 



Lunch was okay. It was good to see Justin again, and not just because Oaklynn thought she had another chance at getting him into bed. But he could not stop talking about Danna. Oaklynn knew they’d been friends for a long time, and they used to hang out a lot when he’d lived here before, so it made sense. Still, for someone who liked to be the center of attention like Oak, it didn’t sit well with her that the conversation ended up being more about Danna than about her. Even if Danna was her wife.



She spent the rest of her day in a funk. The good news was she was able to get some work done, pouring herself into all the tedious aspects of her job in an attempt to get her mind off of Justin and the things she wanted to do to him.



When she got home, she asked Danna if she knew Justin was back in town.



“Yeah, he texted me last week that he was moving back.”



“And you didn’t mention it to me?”



Danna shrugged. “Just slipped my mind.”



Oaklynn wondered if that were true. Danna was fully aware of Oak’s desire for Justin, although she annoyingly referred to it as a “crush.” Oak had had crushes before, and this was different from that. It was a borderline obsession.



 









 Chapter Four



Oaklynn’s emotional roller coaster ride continued the next morning as they had breakfast.



“You might want to grab something to eat on your way home this evening,” Danna told her. “Justin’s taking me out to dinner.”



It shouldn’t have meant anything -- it
 didn’t
 mean anything -- but Oaklynn felt like she’d been punched in the gut all the same. It bothered her that Danna hadn’t mentioned it the night before when they’d talked because, of course, their plans had to have already been made. Other than that, though, it wasn’t out of the ordinary. Danna and Justin had hung out together all the time. They’d gone to movies together, gone out to eat together, done all sorts of things that friends do. Sometimes Oaklynn would tag along, and sometimes she wouldn’t. Danna had always been adamant they were just friends, and Justin had only reinforced that notion but did so reluctantly.



And, of course, they were going to get together now that he was back in town. They hadn’t seen each other in six months. They had lots to catch up on. It was okay, really. Oaklynn should have been amazed that she’d spent time with him first before Danna had a chance.



It’s not like it was a competition.



Right?



So why did Oaklynn find it nearly impossible to look Danna in the eyes when responding?



“Sounds good,” she said.



 



---



 



It hadn’t sounded good, not at all. Oaklynn couldn’t concentrate at work. It didn't help that Justin was nowhere to be found. She wasn’t sure what she would say to him if she did find him.
 Where are you taking my wife tonight? Will you go back to your place after dinner? Are you going to try to fuck her like you must have so many times in the past? If you do fuck her, will you please then consider fucking me at long last? Pretty please?



God
 , she thought,
 I’m so pathetic
 .



She somehow got through her day, crunching numbers, and sending emails. She even managed to host a Zoom call with a client and didn’t embarrass herself. At least she didn’t think so. Her boss did comment that she seemed distracted during their weekly one-on-one that afternoon, but he seemed to believe her when she said she was okay.



She thought about getting some takeout on her way home, as Danna had suggested. But she wasn’t hungry.



Not for food, anyway.



 



---



 



She got home just as Danna was leaving. Danna was dressed in a form-fitting black dress that was more Oaklynn’s style than her own. Short enough to worry about how she sat down around people and tight enough to leave little of Danna’s curves to the imagination, it was breathtaking. Danna’s trademark ponytail was gone; her long blond hair flowed around her shoulders in all its wavy goodness. Oaklynn had to fight the urge to ask if she could have dinner with them. She desperately did not want Justin to be alone with Danna looking like she did.



But she didn’t say anything, and she didn’t cry and even managed a smile when Danna kissed her on the cheek and said goodbye. And she didn’t get in her car and try to follow Danna to wherever she was meeting Justin even though she wanted to.



She thought about calling one of the guys she had on standby for those rare times when Danna had to go out of town for work. A proper fucking might take her mind off her troubles, she thought. But she wasn’t in the mood to be around anyone. For once, she doubted her willingness to please a man at any cost could override the malaise she felt. She’d probably end up ruining the mood by worrying about her wife getting railed by the one man she now realized she’d wanted more than any other.



Thinking about this imaginary coupling made her sick to her stomach, but it also had another effect. One that she’d been ignoring since Danna walked out the door.



She was horny. Somehow she was really turned on. She’d long suspected something was just broken in her, and this only confirmed it. It should have bothered her, and maybe it did, a little.



But not enough to stop her from taking care of herself. She may not have been in the mood to have someone else help her out, but she was nothing if not resourceful.



She stripped down, grabbed her vibrator, and crawled into bed. She flipped through the photos on her phone until she found an old pic she’d taken of Danna and Justin at some party two years ago. They were sitting at a table together and weren’t posing for the picture. Oaklynn felt a stabbing pain in her chest when she noticed Justin had his hand on Danna’s; she didn’t remember seeing that before.



She turned on the vibe to its highest setting and willed the stabbing pain to go away as waves of pleasure radiated from her needy cunt. It didn’t take long for her orgasm to build. Usually, she’d try to delay it, teasing herself to draw out the pulsing sensations she loved so much. But as her vision blurred due to the intensity of what she was doing to herself combined with moisture forming in her eyes that she refused to accept were tears, all she wanted was to come.



She cried out when she did, and instead of pulling the vibrator away from her pussy she left it there. She pressed it against herself even though her cunt was sensitive, and it was painful, punishing herself for masturbating to the picture. Punishing herself for enjoying it so much and knowing she’d do it again.



She came again moments later.



She suddenly felt exhausted. She managed to turn off the vibrator and dropped it next to her phone on Danna’s side of the bed. Pulling the blanket over her naked body, she fell asleep.



 



---



 



Oaklynn woke to Danna crawling into bed next to her.



“Here ya go,” Danna said, handing Oaklynn her phone and vibrator. “Must have been some porn you were watching to pass out and not put the vibe away. You’ll have to show it to me later.”



“Wasn’t porn,” Oaklynn muttered, putting her things on her nightstand.



“You okay?” Danna asked.



“I don’t know,” Oaklynn said. “Are
 we
 okay?”



Danna laughed. “Why wouldn’t we be?”



Oaklynn snuggled up to her wife.



“You smell like him,” she said.



“Who? Justin?”



“Who else? Guess you had a good time?”



“Not in the way you’re implying, I think,” Danna said. “We had a nice dinner, and then we went back to his place and listened to music.”



“That’s it?”



“Yes. Were you hoping for more?”



That was a question to which she didn’t have an answer, so she didn’t attempt to give one.







 




 Chapter Five



The next few days went by as usual. Better, actually. Oaklynn saw Justin at work, and things seemed fine. She saw Danna at home, and things seemed more than fine. Danna was more sexually charged than usual, which suited Oaklynn just fine. She hardly thought about partaking in her normal extracurricular activities, and her heated thoughts about Justin even seemed to be subsiding.



Five days after Danna’s dinner with Justin, Oaklynn walked through the front door and was met with the smell of something incredible coming from the kitchen. Danna didn’t cook very often, but when she did, it was always something special. Today it was bacon-wrapped pesto pork tenderloin, and it looked as beautiful as it smelled.



“What’s the occasion?” Oaklynn asked her as they sat down to eat.



“Just making sure you’re well-fed before the evening I’ve got planned for you,” Danna said, smiling slyly. “You’ll need your energy.”



“Nothing too strenuous, I hope,” Oaklynn said. “I’m pretty wiped out from work.” It wasn’t just work; she was pretty wiped out from several days’ worth of wild sex with Danna.



Danna reached across the table and lightly stroked Oak’s hand. “I have a feeling you’ll perk right up when you see my surprise.” She sounded confident in what she was saying, but her hand was noticeably shaking. It was so bad Oaklynn almost asked her why.



After dinner, they showered together, at Danna’s insistence. This wasn’t the surprise, but it went a long way toward perking Oaklynn up. Of course, they made out while showering, and of course, they washed each other, and of course, they fingered each other, but Danna wouldn’t let either of them get too carried away. She kept telling Oaklynn she needed to wait, to save her pleasure for the main event without ever saying what the main event was.



When they were done, they didn’t bother getting dressed. Danna dragged a chair from the dining room into the bedroom and told Oaklynn to sit down. She opened a dresser drawer and pulled out a coil of rope.



“What’s that for?” Oaklynn asked.



Danna laughed. “I think you know.”



Oaklynn’s heart pounded. They’d discussed getting into some light bondage but had never tried it. This evening was certainly taking an unexpected turn, and Danna had been right -- Oaklynn perked up.



Danna knelt in front of Oaklynn and spread her legs. “Looks like you’re excited now, but I need to know if you trust me.”



“Why? You gonna hurt me?” The idea wasn’t entirely horrible; Oaklynn had sometimes wished Danna would be a little rougher in bed.



“Hopefully not too much,” Danna replied. “So?”



“I trust you. You know that.”



“Good.” Danna started tying Oaklynn’s wrists to the chair. “What’s about to happen is something you wanted. I want you to remember that. This isn’t really about me.”



Looking back, Oaklynn kicked herself for not realizing right then and there what was about to happen.
 She immediately knew that Danna would fulfill her wish of seeing her wife fuck someone else, of course.
 And it was true that Danna had several male friends she could’ve recruited for the evening’s activities. But for some reason, the most obvious choice didn’t occur to her until she heard
 his
 voice behind her.



“Hey, guys,” Justin said.



 



 









 Chapter Six



No fucking way
 . Oaklynn jerked against her restraints at the sound of his voice. A sharp pain hit her stomach, and she thought she might vomit. She’d imagined being naked in a bedroom with this man more times than she’d like to admit but never like this.



Justin walked over to stand next to Danna. Right in front of Oaklynn. He smiled at her.



“Hey, Oak,” he said. “You sure you’re okay with this?”



She should have said no. It wasn’t fair; Danna had had her chance to fuck him for years. He’d practically begged her to, and she’d turned him down every time. Meanwhile, Oak had thrown herself at him -- almost literally -- including the last time she saw him before he moved, when he drove off with her in tears. It had been a long time since she’d been mad at her wife, but a seething rage built up inside her now, and she wasn’t sure she could hold it back.



But.



Her pussy pulsated, and she was aware of the puddle forming on the chair seat. What the fuck was wrong with her? Yes, she wanted to see Danna with someone else, and she would’ve given anything to have a sexual experience with Justin -- really,
 any
 sexual experience -- but she didn’t want
 this
 .



Did she?



She looked at Danna, who must have seen the conflict in her eyes because she appeared genuinely concerned. Oaklynn’s anger dissipated as Danna’s mouth opened to say something.



Before she could, Oaklynn said, “I am. I’ve never wanted anything more than this.”



Fake it till you make it
 was going to be the mantra of the evening.



She watched as her wife and the man who got away touched each other. Danna took off her glasses and dropped them on the nightstand behind her. Justin took her face in his hands and pulled her to him for a deep, passionate kiss as she unbuttoned his shirt. He let the shirt fall off his shoulders, and she dropped to her knees to work on his pants. She wasted no time pulling his pants down and exposing his already erect cock. It was beautiful; Oaklynn felt her mouth watering.



Danna, who had often said she was horrible at sucking cock, given her relative lack of practice compared to Oak, sure seemed like a pro. She grabbed it roughly, stroking it with one hand while cupping his balls with the other. She licked at his tip, and he looked at Oaklynn and smiled as he moaned.



Oaklynn was on the verge of tears when Danna took him into her mouth. A hollowness engulfed her chest, her stomach, her everything, as slurping sounds filled the air. She was only vaguely aware that she was struggling uselessly against the rope holding her to the chair. She wanted to scream at them to stop, but she also didn’t want that.



She didn’t want to deny Danna or Justin the pleasure they were lost in at that moment. What she wanted, she knew, was to be on her knees, alongside Danna, her mouth with hers on that perfect cock.



Danna worked Justin’s cock for a couple of minutes. Oaklynn thought about turning away but knew it wouldn’t spare her the agony she was going through. Besides, her pussy continued to throb and leak all over the chair; she didn’t know if she’d ever been this turned on.



Danna slid his prick out of her mouth and continued to stroke it. She looked at Oaklynn, first in the eyes and then down between her legs. “I’m glad you’re enjoying this,” she said. “I’m going to let him fuck me now, just like you wanted.”



Oaklynn started to say this wasn’t quite what she’d wanted, but the words stuck in her throat. She was incapable of speech.



They got up on the bed, Danna on all fours and facing Oaklynn, with Justin behind her.



Oaklynn was impressed with Justin’s patience as he took time to play with Danna’s cunt and ass before diving right in with his cock. Oaklynn couldn’t see exactly where his fingers were or what they were doing, but Danna enjoyed his work immensely. She moaned and squirmed her ass at him.



“Okay, he’s one of the guys who knows exactly what to do with a clit,” Danna said to Oaklynn. Oaklynn choked back a sob.



Oaklynn watched as Justin bent down and started lapping at Danna’s asshole. Danna yelped in response.



“Holy fucking shit,” she said. “He eats ass like you do, sweetie.”



After a couple of minutes of that, Danna gripped the bedsheets and cried out, “Fuck me.”



She looked Oak right in the eyes as Justin entered her.



“Holy fuck,” Danna said. “It’s been so long since I had a real cock. No offense to your strap-on skills, honey.”



Oaklynn’s face flushed at the implication that she wasn’t enough to satisfy Danna. It was pointless to feel that way; after all, the reason she continued to fuck random guys after they got married was that she simply couldn’t get everything she needed from a woman. But hearing Danna say such things, and seeing the blissful look on her face as Justin pounded into her from behind, hit much harder than any academic musings on the subject.



Justin was relentless. Danna seemed close to being shoved off the bed by the force of his thrusting. Wondering what that must feel like, how much it probably hurt, but with the kind of pain Oaklynn often chased when she hit up randos at bars, drove her crazy. The longer she watched, the dizzier she felt. An immense pressure built up in her head, and she didn’t know what to feel. She felt something that must have been heartbreak, but at the same time, she was happy for the two of them, finally getting to experience what they both must have wanted forever. She pulled again against the ropes, madly trying to think of anything that could free her. She wondered if, assuming she could free herself, they’d let her join them.



God, she hoped so.



But it was not to be. Danna screamed out as her orgasm ripped through her, and she gasped out a reminder to Justin to pull out before he came. Unlike Oaklynn, Danna wasn’t on birth control, not usually needing to think about it.



Justin pulled out, and Danna scrambled to get up and face him. She tried to get her mouth back on his cock, but it was too late. He spurted all over her face, her hair, the bed.



Oaklynn thought she might be panting even more than them.



Danna fell back onto the bed, and Justin looked at Oaklynn. She knew he was spent but still hoped beyond hope he’d just come over to her and tend to her. It wouldn’t take much; she’d probably explode if he just touched her clit.



But he didn’t touch her. He kissed Danna on the forehead and told Oaklynn he’d see her the next day at work. He gathered his clothes and left. It took everything in her to not burst out into tears.



“You okay?” Danna asked from the bed. Justin’s cum dripped from her cheek to the pillow.



No
 , she almost said but realized that wasn’t entirely true. Despite how awful she felt, she realized she almost liked it. It had been humiliating, watching what they did, both of them knowing how badly she’d wanted Justin all this time. More humiliating than anything she’d done or be let done to herself by countless strangers in bars. More humiliating than trying to show off how depraved she could be in front of others. In front of her wife.



But humiliation was her thing, wasn’t it? Even now, she was embarrassed by how wet her cunt was but the awareness of that embarrassment only made her wetter. It was a vicious, beautiful cycle.



And for once, she hadn’t been the center of attention. For once, the “show” had been all about someone else while she sat by helplessly. Oaklynn was nothing if not self-aware, and while she wasn’t exactly proud of her incessant need to be in the limelight at all times, she recognized it for what it was. Sidelining her during such an intense moment, one which had the potential to give her everything she’d wanted for a long time, was devastating.



And part of her fucking loved it.



“I’m good,” she finally said. “You gonna untie me now?”



“Eventually,” Danna said, standing up.



Danna came to her and bent down so their faces were almost touching. Their eyes locked, and Oaklynn’s heart swelled.



“Thank you,” she said, and she thought she even meant it.



“You’re not mad?” Danna asked, and a drop of cum fell from her chin and landed in Oaklynn’s pubic hair.



“Fuck,” Oaklynn said, as the cum slid toward her pussy.



She stuck out her tongue and licked Danna’s chin, collecting the cum that was still there before it could fall. Danna started giggling and moved her face around so Oaklynn could clean her better. By the time she was finished, Oaklynn was breathing as hard as if she had been the one mercilessly fucked by Justin.



“I guess you’re not mad,” Danna said.



Danna untied her then, and Oak was out of the chair before Danna knew what hit her. Pushing her back onto the bed, Oaklynn climbed onto her wife and straddled her face. She dropped onto Danna’s mouth and moved up and down her face, smearing juices from her cunt
 on Danna's chin, up towards her forehead, and then back down again
 . Danna struggled at first, but it didn’t take her long to realize it was pointless. Oaklynn’s hunger had been denied long enough, and there was no stopping her now.



Danna tried licking Oaklynn. It was a valiant effort, but Oaklynn simply moved too much, too fast, for Danna to have much of an impact. She cried out as her first orgasm crashed through her, triggered by pressing her clit against Danna’s nose. She didn’t allow the electricity coursing through her from that one to subside before working on the next one, which followed only moments later. Then, a third one and a fourth, each one leading so seamlessly into the next it felt like one long, continuous climax.



Finally spent, Oaklynn collapsed next to Danna, who gasped for air as she wiped away Oak’s juices.









 Epilogue



“That was intense,” Danna said after they’d slept for a few hours. They’d both fallen asleep just as they were. The dried remnants of Justin’s cum and Oaklynn’s juices were visible on Danna’s face and in her hair.



Oaklynn felt herself getting wet again at the sight of her wife.



“We good?” Danna asked.



Oaklynn sighed. “I
 was
 angry at you,” she said. “I’ve wanted him for so long, and he’s never been interested. And all it takes is a word from you to get him to drop his pants.”



“I’m sorry.”



“But I was turned on, too. I couldn’t decide if I should cry or not. It hurt so much, but I think I liked it. I’m perplexed.”



“I didn’t realize it would be quite so hard on you,” Danna said. “I knew you were into him, but if I’d known just how much, I probably would’ve done a few things differently.”



“It’s okay,” Oaklynn said. “I’m just so… conflicted. And I’m not used to feeling that way.”



“Welcome to my world,” Danna said. “I feel something like that every single time you’re with someone else.”



“Really?”



Danna shrugged. “It’s nowhere near as intense as what you’re describing. Although I’m used to it now. The first few times… may have been closer to what you’re feeling.”



“Then why let me do it?”



“Initially, it was because I thought I couldn’t be enough for you,” Danna said. “And I thought I’d rather have as much of you as I could than risk losing you completely.”



“That sounds kind of sad,” Oaklynn said. “I’m sorry I made you feel that way.”



“It’s okay,” Danna said. “I haven’t had many regrets.”



“But after all this time… surely if you feel even a little of this… confusion… every time, it must weigh on you. Why not just ask me to cut it out?”



“Because it’s worth it,” Danna said. “Seeing you in action, seeing how much you love it… it gets me off like nothing else.”



“Justin sure seemed to be able to do the trick,” Oaklynn said. “I don’t know that I’ve ever seen you so…”



Danna laughed. “So much like you? A lot of that was an act. I was putting on a show because I thought that’s what you wanted.”



“You’re telling me he didn’t do it for you?”



Danna rolled her eyes. “I wouldn’t say that. But I also wouldn’t say I need to do it again any time soon. You’re plenty for me. Sometimes I’m not sure I can even handle you.”



Oaklynn kissed her. “I love you so much.”



“I love you more.”



Oaklynn lay back and sighed. Things were perfect. Danna was perfect. There was only one thing she could imagine wanting, and maybe she’d never have it. But that was okay, as long as she had Danna.



“So that was it with Justin?” Oaklynn said, resigning herself to the obvious answer. “Just a one-time deal?”



Danna laughed.



“Oh, he’s coming back next week,” she said. “And this time, I want to be the one tied to the chair.”



 



***
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