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Chapter 1

I sit on the couch, pretending to read my book as I surreptitiously observe the scene unfold in our living room. My husband, Jack, is playfully tossing a small ball with our giggling toddler son, Timmy. The sight of them together never fails to warm my heart. But there’s another presence here that I can’t help but notice – Laila, our babysitter.

She’s young, barely 19, with golden hair flowing down her back in loose curls. Her tight jeans hug her rear like a second skin, emphasizing the pert roundness of her ass as she leans over to pick up Timmy’s scattered toys. My gaze lingers on that part of her anatomy a bit longer than strictly necessary.

Laila is smitten with Jack. Her blue eyes follow his every move, sparkling with admiration and something more – a hunger that sends an unexpected frisson through me. It’s not jealousy, exactly. It’s more like... curiosity. And a faint stirring between my legs.

Jack and I have been together for years, our love life settling into a comfortable, if somewhat predictable, pattern since Timmy was born. But watching Laila watch him, I’m transported back to earlier days in our relationship, to the thrill of finding other women to join us in bed, the heady rush of sharing Jack’s affections, his body.

I cross my legs, suddenly feeling warm as a host of memories flood through me. The way Jack would look at these girls, with desire and possessiveness, the feel of their soft skin against mine as we kissed and caressed each other...

Laila bends over again, this time to retrieve Timmy’s beloved stuffed bunny from under the coffee table. Her blouse rides up slightly, revealing a tantalizing peek of smooth, tanned skin at her lower back. I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my ears.

It’s been so long since Jack and I explored that side of ourselves. After Timmy arrived, we were both content to focus solely on each other and our son. But seeing Laila now, feeling this familiar and pleasant tension coiling inside me, I find myself wondering if it might be time for a change.

I glance over at Jack as he looks up from his game with Timmy, catching my eye. He raises an eyebrow questioningly, no doubt noticing the flush on my cheeks. I give him a small, enigmatic smile and shrug slightly, then nod towards the babysitter. He grins at me, understanding me as only he could and moving closer to the younger woman.

I let my gaze linger on Laila a while longer as she helps Jack put Timmy’s toys away, their hands brushing briefly in a moment that seems to linger just a beat too long to be purely innocent. She laughs at something Jack says, tossing her blonde hair back, her eyes sparkling with admiration and flirtation.

She has a serious crush on my husband.

The realization only serves to heighten the strange, tingling sensation that’s been building low in my belly since I first noticed her appraising glances at Jack.

As the night goes on and Timmy tires himself out, Laila prepares to leave. I watch as she says goodbye to my son, bending down to his level to give him a warm hug. My eyes are drawn once more to the way her jeans mold to her backside.

Rising from the couch, I approach them. Laila straightened as I neared her, flashing Jack one last brilliant smile before turning to face me. Up close, I can see the light dusting of freckles across her nose, the fullness of her lips glistening with some shiny lip gloss.

“Thanks so much for your help, Laila,” I say as I hand her the cash. “We couldn’t have gone on our date without you.” My eyes flick down to where her arm is bare, a sliver of creamy skin revealed between her wrist and her rolled-up sleeve.

On impulse, I reach out and touch that patch of exposed skin lightly, my fingers grazing her upper arm. Laila startles slightly at the contact, a pretty blush rising to her cheeks. She glances down at my hand on her arm before meeting my gaze shyly.

“Oh! Um, thank you,” she stammers, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I really love spending time with Timmy. And your family is just so...” She trails off, biting her plump lower lip as she looks between Jack and me.

My fingers linger on her arm for a moment longer before I step back. “Well, we’re lucky to have you,” I say smoothly, though there’s an undercurrent of meaning in my words that makes Laila flush an even deeper shade of pink.

As she gathers her purse and heads for the door, I can’t help but let my eyes roam appreciatively over the curve of her ass one last time before she slips out into the night. Closing the door behind her, I turn to find Jack watching me with a quirked eyebrow and a knowing smirk.

“I think our babysitter has a little crush on you,” I observe wryly, crossing my arms as I lean against the closed door.

Jack chuckles, stepping closer to wrap his arms around my waist. “Oh? And how do you feel about that, wife?” he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear.

I tilt my head to the side, letting my cheek brush against his as I consider my answer. “Let’s just say it’s given me some interesting ideas,” I reply cryptically before rising on my tiptoes to press a lingering kiss to his lips.

As we headed off to lay Timmy down, the image of Laila’s blushing face and the sensation of her soft skin beneath my fingertips lingered in my mind. And I find myself eagerly anticipating our babysitter’s next visit.


Chapter 2

Over the next few days, I found myself utterly preoccupied with thoughts of Laila – her youthful beauty, her shy smile, and those enticing curves barely contained by her clothing.

I want her.

I want to have her again and again.

But if this fantasy is to become reality, I need to ensure she wants me as much as she wants my husband.

The question is: how do I do that?

It starts small, almost imperceptibly at first. When she comes over to watch Timmy the next time, I greet the girl in a fitted sundress that hugs my curves while remaining tasteful. Laila’s eyes linger on me just an extra second as Jack shakes her hand warmly.

We leave her with Timmy and go out. When we returned, I let her see my swollen lips and tousled hair, hinting at what Jack and I had just done. The girl blushes as her gaze darts between us. I wink at her.

“Your hair looks lovely today,” she comments shyly during another of her visits, startling me slightly with the compliment. “It really suits you.”

I smile and respond by moving closer to sit beside Laila on the couch while Timmy plays nearby. We chat casually about school. I learned that she studies art history, which leads us to discuss our favorite artists and paintings.

As we talk, animated now after her initial shyness fades, I find myself touching her arm lightly when making a point or laughing at something witty she says with an ease that surprises me. The contact seems to fluster Laila delightfully; color rises in her cheeks again and again.

By the time she leaves, it’s clear there has been an adjustment in our dynamic.

As the days go by between her visits, my mind races with ideas on how to subtly stoke what we had into a flame that can engulf us all.

Courting our lovely babysitter’s affections must be done carefully so that she feels at ease as her passions stir. It will take time, patience, and a delicate touch.

And I’m willing to put in all the effort necessary until Laila is looking at me with equal parts adoration and lust. After all, once those eyes are clouded over with desire for both Jack and me, our fun can begin.

As the days turn into weeks, I become increasingly bold with my flirtations. Each time Laila comes over to babysit Timmy, I find new ways to catch and hold her attention. Leaning close when pointing out something interesting on TV, brushing hands as we pass each other food or drink, and keeping eye contact just a moment too long after making playful banter.

Slowly but surely, the balance shifts. While Laila still blushes sweetly at Jack’s charms and jokes, her gaze lingers more frequently on me now, admiring my curves in the form-fitting dresses I wear when I go out with Jack.

One night, things feel different as we put Timmy to bed. Perhaps it’s because Jack is working late again at the office, leaving just Laila and myself alone in the house under the cloak of twilight. Or maybe I’m simply tired of dancing around the simmering tension between us that begs for release.

Whatever the reason, once my son’s breathing evens out into peaceful sleep, a sense of daring takes hold within me as Laila and I slip back downstairs to the kitchen. I pour a glass of red and hand it to her.

Our fingers brush briefly in passing; it’s a fleeting touch, but electricity seems to crackle from that point of contact. “To lovely company on an evening without my husband,” I murmur, clinking my glass against hers before taking a deep sip, savoring the dark, fruity notes sliding over my tongue.

Laila takes a tentative sip as she watches me with those wide blue eyes full of appreciation. “You always choose such interesting wines,” she remarks softly, nervously suckling that plump lower lip between her teeth for a moment before continuing. “The night you served us both that crisp Sauvignon Blanc? I had trouble concentrating much after the first few sips... not because of the alcohol but...” She blushes prettily and looks down at her wine glass as if seeking courage in its depths.

My heart pounds harder against my ribs. Setting my glass down on the kitchen counter, I lean close to her, grabbing her glass and repeating the gesture, then focusing on her.

“Tell me more about what you found yourself thinking that night,” I murmur low in my throat as one hand reaches out to gently tuck a stray golden curl behind her ear. The backs of my fingers linger against the smooth warmth of her cheekbone while she stares up at me with parted rose-petal lips and eyes full of unspoken longing.

I lean closer, drawn by some invisible force, until our breath mingles between us - hers sweet from wine and youthful innocence while mine holds notes of darker cravings. Laila’s eyelids flutter closed as if in anticipation, but I pause at the teetering precipice.

“Laila…” falls from my lips like a prayer, a half plea for permission.

And then we are kissing, two sets of lips meeting and parting and merging again until she whimpers softly against me. Her tongue flicks out to tangle shyly with mine as slender arms wind around my neck, seeking closeness.

I pour every ounce of pent-up desire into the kiss, hoping it conveys all I feel for her. I want and desire her. I cherished her and craved her like a headier vintage. My hands skim down to rest at the curve of Laila’s waist as she trembles against me so sweetly, and I wonder how long we can stay upright before this kiss consumes us utterly.

Our kiss deepens urgently, passionately, until we’re both breathless against each other’s mouths. My hands roam over Laila’s curves, cherishing their youthful firmness, then having one hand tangling in golden curls while the other boldly grasps and kneads a perky globe of her ass.

She gasps into my mouth before whimpering sweetly as I grind myself against her hip bone. The heat building between us is scorching, threatening to consume all rational thought until Laila’s hands press tentatively but firmly against my chest, and she leans back slightly in evident hesitation despite the need still smoldering in those baby blues.

I pause our fervent embrace as requested, both of us panting softly. A mischievous smile plays about my lips at seeing her flushed cheeks and kiss-bruised mouth – evidence of pleasures yet to unfold between us if I have my way.

“There’s no need for hesitation, sweet girl,” I murmur throatily once we’ve caught our breath a little more evenly. “I know what I want.”

Laila bites her plump bottom lip uncertainly even as fresh color rises to those high cheekbones. She glances away briefly before meeting my gaze head-on with a mixture of apprehension and curiosity.

“But your husband...” she starts softly, one slender hand worrying anxiously at where the neckline of her shirt meets creamy skin. “I would never want to come between you two...”

Oh, but I intend for us three to be so much more than merely between, I think wickedly, even as my expression remains warm and reassuring outwardly.

“Shh, darling,” I soothe, reaching out tenderly to cup her chin in one palm. “Jack knows exactly what I want. We’ve fantasized about you, you know?”

My thumb brushes across the lush fullness of Laila’s lower lip as she stares up at me wide-eyed. Leaning closer, my breath washes hotly over her parted rosebud mouth.

“We imagined worshipping this sexy young body until you’re writhing and begging for more,” I whisper sultrily against those tempting lips. “I want to see Jack’s hands on your breasts as he teases your stiff little nipples. I want to see his hard cock pressing insistently against the small of your back while my fingers moved between your slick thighs...”

Laila shudders violently at this vivid erotic imagery, a choked moan escaping before she can bite it back. Her eyelids flutter, and I watch in fascination as arousal wars with uncertainty across her lovely face.

“Wouldn’t you like that too, sweetheart?” I murmur persuasively even as my other hand sneaks around to squeeze the round curve of Laila’s ass. “Being filled completely by both a man and woman who adore you, driven mad with pleasure until all you can do is scream our names in ecstasy?”

My lips hover scant inches from hers now, waiting for permission even as I pour my desire into the heated air between us, silently begging this tempting nymph to give herself over entirely to our shared lusts.

Laila hesitates only a moment longer before surging forward to capture my lips once more in a searing kiss that steals our breaths away again. She kisses me like a woman starved – hungry and wanton as she presses the length of her lithe body flush against mine.

I moan into Laila’s eager mouth, pulling her closer. Slender fingers trail reverently over each of her ribs until reaching the waistband of those sinfully tight jeans that I’ve spent weeks admiring.

Deftly popping open the button and lowering the zipper, I slip beneath satin panties to cup Laila’s most intimate place possessively through damp lace. She keens softly against my lips at the bold touch before arching into it wantonly as her thighs part in clear invitation.

“Mmm, you’re so wet for me already,” I purr as my fingers push aside the panties, seeking the flesh beneath. “Tell me, sweetness, is this all just from kissing?”

Laila can only whimper in response before burying her flushed face against my neck with a shuddery moan, hot breath fanning over sensitive skin there as she nods jerkily.

“Good girl,” I praise huskily, even as two fingers explore between slick folds to stroke along her outer lips. She gasps and bucks into the touch before stilling abruptly when her back meets the unyielding wall behind us when I push her back. “You’re a very good girl, Laila,” I murmur as fingertips circle the swollen bud peeking shyly from beneath hooded flesh. “Let me make you feel things you’ve only dreamed about until now...”

Another deep kiss swallows Laila’s answering cry as my fingers begin to move more insistently between her thighs, stroking and circling with a practiced touch that quickly has the girl trembling against me.

She kisses back desperately, hands fisting in my shirt before sliding downwards to map every curve she can reach. Higher heels give me just enough additional height to grind myself firmly into Laila’s hip bone as I work her over skillfully, chasing the point of no return for her.

It doesn’t take long until the babysitter is writhing helplessly between my body and the wall, thighs clenching rhythmically around my pumping fingers. Her whimpering cries grow louder in pitch and frequency as she tries valiantly to muffle them against my shoulder or mouth, depending on where her lips are at any given moment.

“Oh god, Anna...” Laila whimpers brokenly between gasping breaths before my name dissolves into a wordless scream of ecstasy. I feel the fluttering walls clench down hard as she shatters apart in climax, soaking my hand with proof of how thoroughly this girl wants me.

I work her through it tenderly, touching and caressing her, kissing her, and swallowing every sweet sound until Laila collapses boneless against the wall, panting harshly.

I pull my slick fingers to suck them clean while holding her trembling gaze with a heated smile, and her eyes seemed to darken with lust.

I knew then that this was just the start.


Chapter 3

“Are you sure he’ll want me?” Laila asks softly, a flicker of doubt shadowing those beautiful baby blues as we sit entwined on the couch during a evening, her head pillowed against my chest while slender fingers absently trace patterns over my thigh.

An amused smirk plays at the corners of my mouth. “Oh darling,” I murmur, reaching out to tuck a stray golden curl behind one delicate ear, “Jack will want nothing more than to worship this sexy young body just like we both have fantasized about for weeks now.”

Laila flushes prettily under the praise even as she bites her plump bottom lip nervously. It’s clear my words excite and unnerve her in equal measure, given how far our flirtations have come, yet she remains shy.

“When I told him how I made you cum so sweetly on my fingers,” I continue, relishing the fresh blush rising to Laila’s cheeks at the reminder of how I fingerfucked her just a few days previously. “He nearly ripped my clothes off right then and there before fucking me against the bedroom wall.”

I shudder as I remember how hard Jack had taken me after I recounted every breathless detail of how I took the babysitter. Seeing the look on Laila’s face, I tell her exactly what my husband did to me, how he gripped my hips as he pounded me into the wall until we both screamed in release.

Laila swallows thickly at the vivid mental image, thighs clenching unconsciously together beneath the hemline of her short sundress, arousal building once more. She looks up at me from under her eyelashes, her need evident.

“Does that answer your query, my sweet?” I ask softly as one hand skims possessively over the curve of her hip before slipping beneath her sundress to play with her flimsy cotton panties and caressing her through them. “There’s no doubt whatsoever in either mine or Jack’s mind about how badly we both want you.”

Laila shivers at my touch, a breathless little moan escaping as she arches subtly into the caress like a cat seeking attention from its owner. The air between us grows heavy with tension and unspoken desires.

“I want...” She starts hesitantly before pausing, biting that plump bottom lip again as fresh color rises high on her sculpted cheekbones. “I mean...if you’re sure Jack won’t mind me being there like this with both of you...”

“Oh, Babygirl,” I breathe hotly against the shell-like curve of her ear even as my fingers find their way to the swollen lips peeking shyly from beneath a scrap of damp lace panties, stroking and teasing her through the drenched fabric until she gasps sharply. “Mind? He’ll be thanking you on his knees for this gift...”

We play for a bit, then still when I hear my beloved husband’s key turn in the lock, followed by his familiar footsteps crossing our hardwood foyer into the living room. Laila pulls back suddenly, her shyness getting the better of her. I don’t hesitate to stand beside her, my fingers entwining with hers and stopping her from moving away.

She looks at me then.

“Jack,” I greet him with a heated smile, not pausing for more than that perfunctory acknowledgment before pulling the babysitter possessively against my side. “Come. Bedroom.” My tone brooks no argument or hesitation from either of them, leaving little doubt about my intentions.

I tug Laila forward, tossing a smoldering look back over my shoulder at Jack, who follows close behind, his eyes dark and hungry as they rake appreciatively up the babysitter’s trembling form. It seems I’m not alone in anticipating what delicious delights await us mere steps away.

Once inside with the door firmly shut, my hands waste no time divesting a willing husband of every stitch covering his gorgeous body, letting each article fall carelessly to the floor and baring his skin inch by inch. Jack pays me back, impatient fingers tugging at my silky dress until I’m left in my underwear.

Our kiss is fierce and urgent, a clash of tongues as nimble hands map out every familiar hollow and plane of our bodies. Behind us, Laila watches with wide blue eyes – pupils blown black by desire that eclipses any lingering hesitation in their depths.

I turn towards her after breaking away from Jack’s mouth with a wet sound of satisfaction, cupping the blonde beauty’s face tenderly as my lips find hers once more. This kiss is slower, more sensual, and coaxing despite the molten heat simmering between all of us.

My hands begin to bare Laila just as I did with Jack moments ago, my fingers pulling at her dress until it goes away, exposing her creamy swells, her white lace bra, and her panties. She gasps softly against my mouth.

The babysitter seems torn between where to focus her blue eyes, flitting hungrily over Jack’s naked form mere feet away or holding onto my captivating gaze burning back at her with arousal. I slowly peel my bra down my arms until it pools on the floor. Her breath comes faster now, chest heaving against the confines of the undergarments straining to contain the ripe flesh beneath.

The sweet girl whimpers needily into my mouth before breaking away with a shuddery moan when my fingers find the clasp of her bra, unhooking it swiftly and baring those perfect breasts. I drink in the sight greedily even as Laila flushes, subconsciously arching back slightly to offer a better view of her charms, drawing admiring glances from my husband and me.

“Fuck darling, she’s gorgeous,” my husband rumbles approvingly, his voice rough with arousal. “Can’t wait to get my mouth all over her...”

Laila shivers at the blatant appreciation, her thighs clenching together as fresh dampness blooms between them.

“Please,” she breathes out on a needful little whimper that sends jolts straight to my core.

Jack and I lay the trembling blonde down on the plush surface of our bed, the silken sheets contrasting against her bare, flushed skin. We crawl up on either side of Laila like predators stalking prey.

Baby blues meet mine, wide with anticipation tinged by nervous excitement. Laila looks utterly delectable splayed out like that – golden curls fanning across the pillows, a halo framing a flushed face above heaving breasts tipped with rosy peaks begging for attention. My mouth waters at the feast laid before me even as I glance over to find Jack equally enraptured, his dark eyes roving greedily over every dip and curve.

We descend upon Laila simultaneously, Jack’s head dipping between slender thighs while my mouth claims one straining nipple. The babysitter cries out sharply at the dual onslaught of sensation before dissolving into breathless moans as we pleasure our sweet girl with lips, tongues, and teeth until she writhes wantonly beneath us.

Jack teases her dripping slit mercilessly, the broad flat of his tongue moving through slick folds to circle the swollen bud at the base of them. Laila bucks wildly against his face, seeking more delicious friction even as her slender fingers fist in my hair, holding me tight while I suckle greedily at the tender nipple.

“Oh god, Anna!” Laila keens raggedly when a particularly clever flick of Jack’s tongue has her seeing stars, her body seizing up for a moment before shattering apart with a scream of ecstasy that echoes off the bedroom walls.

I pull back to admire our handiwork as Laila goes limp in satiation, her chest heaving while golden curls cling to damp skin. Jack releases her quivering sex and joins me, hovering over our blonde goddess, both of us watching the rhythmic flutter of her release still rippling through her trembling thighs.

After allowing sweet Laila a few moments respite, in which she drifts hazily between consciousness and oblivion, I sit up slowly on my knees beside her nude form.

“Mmm, but as much fun as that was...” I murmur wickedly. “I think it’s time we focus on making our handsome man feel just as good, don’t you think?”

Laila blinks up at me with hazy eyes slowly coming back into focus. She nods in agreement before glancing to where Jack lounges propped against the pillows looking every inch like a king surveying his kingdom, his nude body on full display, his thick cock jutting proudly from a nest of dark curls between his muscular thighs.

“Come here, Babygirl,” I coo softly, guiding Laila up and into a sitting position as well. “Put that pretty mouth to good use pleasing my husband now...”

The blonde flushes prettily at the bold instruction even as she crawls towards Jack eagerly, her hips swaying hypnotically above a shapely rear bared completely for my viewing pleasure.

“Go on, sweetheart,” I encourage huskily, reaching out to thread my fingers through golden curls, guiding Laila’s face downwards until her breath ghosts hotly over the weeping cockhead glistening with beads of pre-cum. “Wrap those lush lips around him and show us both how badly you want this.”

Jack groans in pleasure as her soft lips wrap around his throbbing cock. Laila tentatively starts with kitten licks and kisses along the shaft before gaining confidence enough to take him into her mouth.

“Fuck, Babygirl, your mouth feels incredible,” Jack grunts out approvingly as his hips flex slightly, seeking more of that delicious pressure. He looks down at the blonde with lust in his eyes, watching every move she makes intently. His fingers thread through her golden curls, encouraging her.

I position myself on his other side, one hand reaching over to stroke and caress any part of Jack’s body not currently being lavished by our eager young lover. Fingertips map the ridges and planes of chiseled abs before trailing teasingly downwards to fondle his balls, drawing a sharp hiss from him.

Emboldened, Laila takes him deeper on a particularly confident bob downward but only manages to take about half his length before gagging slightly. She pulls back, panting softly, her bottom lip trembling as she looks up, seeking guidance or approval.

“Not to worry, sweetness,” I murmur as I take hold of Jack’s slick shaft and aim it toward those parted lips once more. “Deep throating takes practice; just enjoy the taste for now.”

I let her try again, then join in. I wrap my lips around Jack, my tongue swirling skillfully over the cock’s head, then take him deep, relaxing my throat and taking him in one smooth glide down until my nose brushes against his curly hair.

Jack curses under his breath, his fingers tightening reflexively in my hair even as I begin bobbing steadily, taking him into my hot mouth over and again, lewd slurping noises filling the room.

Laila watches raptly from mere inches away until she can’t resist leaning down and helping me, licking and suckling at Jack’s balls while I pleasure Jack’s shaft.

We work in tandem like this a few moments more, passing him back and forth between our mouths, licking up every inch of his thick flesh glistening with our mingled saliva before he erupts suddenly. Thick ropes of come paint the insides of my cheeks as my husband finds release down my throat.

I pull off, then turn to Laila, kissing her and sharing the flavor of my husband between us.

She moans softly as her slender arms wind around my neck, pulling me closer. A string of saliva briefly connects our mouths as we part before breaking.

Panting softly after that heated exchange, I guide the babysitter back down onto the bed, pressing gently on her shoulders until she reclines against the pillows, staring up at me with complete adoration and desire. Spread creamy thighs leave her glistening pink folds exposed completely.

“Mmm, you haven’t been properly fucked yet, have you sweetheart?” I purr wickedly even as I reach out to stroke along her slick slit, teasingly slow, feeling the scorching heat radiating there. “Jack and I are going to make this a night none of us ever forgets.”

I watch as my handsome husband settles between Laila’s trembling thighs, his thick cock poised at the entrance to her dripping sex. She looks up at him adoringly, baby blues hazy and darkened by desire.

With a smooth roll of hips, Jack sheaths himself fully inside her silken heat, groaning as her walls grip his shaft. Laila cries out sharply at the sudden penetration before melting into breathless moans as he begins to move within her, stroking every sensitive nerve along the passage now stretched deliciously tight around his hard length.

Unable to resist joining in, I lean down, capturing one rosy nipple between my lips as my fingers find Laila’s clit and start playing with it. Below me, Laila arches her back, pushing her breast against my mouth, offering herself.

“Oh god, yes!” she wails desperately, her slender legs wrapping around my husband’s waist, drawing him deeper. “Harder...please!”

I smile around her tender peak and try to make her lose control, my fingers rubbing tight circles maddeningly fast on her sweet nub.

The blonde quickly hurtles towards a second climax, her inner muscles starting to flutter wildly around my husband’s plunging cock. I can feel how close she teeters on the edge from these dual stimuli, imagining how Jack must be in exquisite pleasure as Laila’s greedy sex clenches rhythmically around his shaft.

With a final curl of my fingers against Laila’s swollen nub, I send our sweet babysitter flying over into oblivion, my husband following her soon after. Their moans of pleasure echo through the room, and Jack groans as he finds release deep inside the blonde. He collapses atop her after, both of them panting harshly.

I stroke and caress both tenderly until they float down from their blissful high.

“You were absolutely perfect, Babygirl,” Jack praises huskily, pressing a soft kiss on Laila’s damp forehead affectionately. “We’re going to have so much more fun together...”

Laila flushes prettily, gazing up at him adoringly before turning to me with the same besotted expression shining in those beautiful blues still glazed over from climax.

“Thank you,” she breathes out fervently, taking my hand and bringing it to her lips for a reverent kiss against my knuckles.

I smile as my heart flutters with affection. “Oh, sweetheart,” I murmur back, leaning down to capture her lips tenderly. “We’ve only just begun.”

We continue our trysts for weeks and months, stealing time from our busy schedules.

The thrill never fades; if anything, each encounter leaves us more addicted to the exquisite pleasure found in sharing intimacy between three consenting adults who craved one another with equal fervor.

Birth control was an afterthought lost in the haze of lust and desire, something I hesitate to call a mistake – not when I imagined Laila’s belly swelling with a child almost daily.

When that happens…

Laila burst into tears, overwhelmed. I pulled her into my embrace, held her, and told her everything was going to be fine. That the child would belong to all three of us, and it would cement our love.

Jack eagerly agreed with me and went a step forward, asking Laila to come live with us. To my heart’s delight, her shining eyes met mine, seeking permission. I nodded and hugged her tighter, my hand resting against her belly. In time, it would grow in size, but it was still small.

And so it was. Laila moved into our spare bedroom, though she spent most of her nights in our bed. Soon, her presence felt integral to our household dynamics as she brewed us coffee each morning or made the evening meals we shared around the table.

I loved watching her belly swell and touched it as much as I could.

It was a sign of our love and our commitment to one another.

Jack also doted on her, massaging her sore muscles after long days or bringing her favorite treats to sate her cravings.

The three of us belonged together; I was sure of it.

Nothing changed my mind over the following years.

The end
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