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* * *

      This sexy FFM first time bisexual romance short story features coming of age, new adult and contemporary romance themes.  This story features two women who very quickly discover that they want to share one man.  It’s a short story with taboo experience elements . It also has elements of lgbt bisexual and cuckquean relationships.

      

      
                    This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.
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        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      
                    

      

      
         Click here to join my newsletter!
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      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection. 40,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $5.99.

      

      Check the list of titles included:
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      Classmates

      The Dare
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          Chapter 1

        

      

    
    
                  “They’re all too young.”  My husband James and I had been looking for a new sitter for weeks.  “I just don’t feel comfortable leaving our girl with someone who isn’t even an adult yet.”

                  “That’s how old babysitters are, Karen,” he said.  “You babysat when you were a teen.”

                  “It’s different now.”

                  “How?”

                  “I’m the parent and I would never leave my child with someone who wasn’t at least eighteen years old.”  James sighed.  His thick, brown hair fell into her dark eyes.  He was even more handsome when he was frustrated, not that I strived to upset him.  James was built with thick, toned muscles from his construction job.  He didn’t do much manual labor anymore.  He moved up until he practically owned the company, but his muscles still hadn’t forgotten how to do any of the grunt work.  Watching his pouty lips push forward, I almost felt like settling.  But then I thought of our child and decided against it.

                  “You’re so stubborn sometimes,” he said with a smile.  “We’ll keep looking.  I just miss having you all to myself.”  He stood up from the kitchen chair and hooked both arms around my waist.  “We haven’t had a date night in forever.”

                  I blushed.  I may have married him, but every day it took me by surprise that he found me attractive.  I wasn’t unattractive, but he was stunning.  I had messy brown hair that I frequently threw into a high ponytail or bun.  I wore t-shirts half the time.  I wasn’t a fan of heels or getting my nails done.  My figure was decent, but I hardly ever showed it off.  I liked feeling comfortable above all else.

                  James leaned in and pushed his lips against mine.  I exhaled through my nostrils, trying to steady myself.  If he hadn’t been holding me up, my buckling knees might’ve sent me to the floor.  I never wanted the kiss to end.  Every day with him felt like a first date.

                  “Try not to worry about it,” he said.  “I’m off to work, but we’ll find someone.”  I agreed and watch the sexiest guy I knew leave through the front door.  I quickly rushed up to the shower to relieve myself of all the tension building between my thighs.

                  My fantasies of James were all the same, despite my small insecurities.  I pictured him with another woman.  She’s riding his cock. I imagine it sliding in and out of her, losing control with every thrust.  It’s an image that makes me slightly uncomfortable, but turns up the dial on my pleasure.

                  As the warm water washed over me, I circled my clit with my finger until my pussy ached and throbbed.  Then I came.

                  ---

                  “I’ve got a surprise for you,” said James first thing when he walked in the house.  “I found the perfect sitter.”  I rushed to the front door to hear more about her, but she was already standing in our foyer.

                  “Karen, this is Maddie.  She’s the daughter of one of my coworkers.”  She looked up at me with a big grin.  Her eyes shifted to my husband.  He turned to her and smiled.  My stomach turned.  The way they gazed at each other seemed flirtatious.  She still looked young.  I wasn’t sure she could’ve been old enough to meet my standards.

                  “Nice to meet you,” I said, extending my hand toward her.  She slid her soft fingers into my palm and I tensed at her touch.  She was warm and sensual.  Nothing about her seemed conservative.  She had full lips painted with a red gloss.  Her eyelashes fluttered like butterfly wings.  She had coal dark hair that fell in waves around her perfect breasts.  Her stomach was tight and her legs were long and slender.

                  “Same,” she said, returning her gaze back to my husband.

                  “The best news is that she’s free tomorrow night,” he told me.  “So we can go on our date.”

                  “A date?  How sweet,” said Maddie, clasping her hands together in front of her body.  Her cheeks turned bright pink.  “I wish I could get a date.”

                  “Come now,” said James, turning to her.  His eyes were wide.  His smile still beamed at her.  “Surely you’ve been on many dates.”

                  I cleared my throat to grab his attention.  “James, can I speak with you?”

                  “What?  Oh yeah, sure.”  He followed me into the kitchen, leaving Maddie by the front door.  Out of the corner of my eye I saw her browsing the family photos that hung on our wall.  Her fingers traced my husband’s face through the glass.  My heart raced.  Maybe it was just that she was young, but she seemed too flirty with him.  It was as if she wanted him for herself.

                  “Isn’t she a little young? I thought we talked about this…”

                  “Relax, Karen.  She’s eighteen, just like you asked for.”

                  “Was her birthday yesterday?  She barely looks eighteen.”

                  “What’s wrong with you?” he asked.  “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were jealous.”

                  “Is that a crime?  She’s obviously prettier and younger than me.”

                  “So what?”

                  “Gee, thanks,” I said, folding my arms across my chest and turning away from him.  He placed his hands on my shoulders and kissed the back of my head.

                  “You know that’s not what I meant.  I simply meant that there will always be someone who’s better than you at something.  It doesn’t diminish your own beauty.  The whole reason we’re getting a sitter is so I can be with you, remember?”

                  I sighed and turned to him.  “I guess you’re right.  I’m sorry.  I’m being silly.” James took me in his arms and rubbed my back.  Looking over his shoulder, I could see Maddie staring at us with an icy cold glare and a devilish smile.
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                  I was in the middle of getting ready for our date when the doorbell rang.  “Shit,” I said aloud to myself.  “She’s early.”  James hadn’t come home from work yet and we weren’t due to leave for another hour or two.  I walked to the door with my zipper still pulled half down.  Maybe it isn’t her, yet.  Maybe it’s a salesperson.

                  Sure enough, when I approached the door, I could see her knockout figure through the side windows.  I pulled it open and invited her in.  “I wasn’t expecting you yet,” I said, turning around.

                  “I was bored,” she said.  “Do you need help with that?”  I turned over my shoulder and saw her staring at my open backside.

                  “Oh.  Yes, that would be great.”  She walked up to me and I felt her hot breath travel down my spine.  I shivered at her touch.  She zipped me up slowly, allowing her fingertips to tease the skin on my back as she dragged it upward.  My cheeks flushed with heat and I tried to hide my face.  “I need to finish getting ready.  Make yourself at home.”

                  “Thanks,” she said, plopping herself on the sofa.  I thought it was strange she had come early, but I reminded myself that she was only eighteen.  Teenagers don’t always have the most tact or social awareness.  My mind flashed back to a decade earlier when I ran around campus topless with my friends.  I smiled to myself while feeling a small heartbreak for my lost adventurous side.  Maybe I can get it back still.

                  I sat down at my vanity in the bedroom and brushed powders and glosses to my face.  My makeup had stayed the same for years.  It had become second nature.  I remembered back when I used to have more fun with it.  Just another way I’d lost my playfulness.

                  I almost had a heart attack when I looked up and saw her in the reflection. She leaned against my doorway, peering at me.  “Shit, Maddie.  You scared the hell out of me.”

                  She giggled and stepped closer.  “Sorry.  I didn’t mean to.  I was just wondering if you wanted any help.”

                  “With what?”

                  “Getting ready.”

                  “I think I can get myself ready, but thank you.”  She ignored my dismissal.  She stepped even closer.  She kneeled down beside me, rested a hand near the hem of my dress on my thigh and looked up at me with her dark eyes.  Her fingers brushed a loose strand of hair out of my face.  I was frozen in place.  I knew I shouldn’t let her touch me so tenderly, but my body quivered in a way it hadn’t in years.  I didn’t want her to stop even though I knew it was wrong.

                  “You should wear your hair down.  And put on a brighter lipstick.  You’re gorgeous, but you could be really sexy for him.”  I turned to my reflection and tried to picture it.  I blushed and looked away.

                  “Hey,” she said, standing up and pulling my chin toward her.  “I’m serious.  Let me help you.”

                  I stared deep into her eyes and nodded.  She released my hair from its clip and bobby pins.  She used my curling iron to help it fall into waves like hers did.  She guided bright red gloss across my lips.  “I look ridiculous,” I said, suddenly feeling very insecure.

                  She laughed at me.  “You look sexy.  If James doesn’t fuck you the second he comes home then he’s crazy.”  I chuckled at her brazen speech.

                  “You’re quite the unconventional babysitter,” I said with a smile.

                  “Think of me as your friend who’s doing you a favor.”

                  “But I barely know you,” I said with skepticism.  I couldn’t help but feel like I was being manipulated.  I just wasn’t sure for what purpose.

                  Maddie dropped the back of her hand to my open neckline.  Her knuckles brushed along my collarbone.  “Then get to know me.”  Her silky, dark hair formed a curtain around us as she leaned her head in.  I mirrored her, even though I knew I shouldn’t.  Our lips touched softly at first.  She smelled of vanilla and lilac.  Her touch ignited a buried passion inside of me.

                  Her tongue pushed its way into my mouth and I obliged.  I parted my lips and let her explore.  My pussy ached and my panties were nearly soaked.  Her hand dropped further until it was cupping one of my breasts.  I cooed into her mouth.  I was starting to lose control.

                  Maddie gripped my shoulders and guided me up to standing.  She walked me toward the bed and lay me on my back.  She slowly kneeled on the floor and ran her hands up my inner thighs.  Just when reached the hem of my dress, she ran them back down toward my ankles.  I shifted awkwardly.  She was teasing me.  I could tell she enjoyed it by the faint sound of her giggling.

                  Finally, her hands dipped underneath my dress and reached for my panties.  “My, my,” she teased.  “Someone got a little wet, didn’t they?”

                  I bit my lip and moaned.  She seemed so mature like she could dominate me easily.  I wasn’t sure how it had come to this, but I knew I couldn’t turn her away.  She pulled my panties down to my knees and then over my heels.  She split my legs open a little more which shifted my dress up to my hips.

                  Maddie kissed my inner thighs until she was hovering above my pussy. Her hot breath traveled over my slick folds.  I arched my back in preparation for her touch.  I felt her tongue glide along my slit.  Her hands cupped my breasts.  She found my hardened nipples through the fabric and rubbed her thumbs over the raised nubs.  I moaned, nearly ready to come.

                  “How badly do you want to come?” she asked me.  It took me by surprise.

                  “Desperately,” I groaned.

                  “Then I only ask for one thing in return.”

                  I was in a dizzied state of disillusion.  “Anything,” I said.

                  “After I make you come, I want your husband.”  My heart stopped.  I wanted to argue with her, but I figured there would be time for that later.

                  “Deal,” I said, eager for her to finish what she started.  She smiled and then sank her open mouth over my mound.  She flattened her tongue against my clit.  The tip probed the inner walls of my pussy.  I rocked my hips back and forth against her face while moaning louder than I had in years.

                  My body shook and chills crawled over my skin.  With one last loud groan, I came against my new babysitter’s face.
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                  Maddie wiped her mouth and I pulled my panties up to my waist.  I tugged my dress down and brushed my loose, wavy locks from my face.  I avoided Maddie’s gaze as much as possible.  I had made a deal with her that I didn’t plan to keep.  I could never in a million years give up my husband to another woman, even if I did fantasize about it in the shower.

                  I heard the garage door open and knew that James was home.  I rushed out to meet him and he stopped in his tracks when he saw me.  Shit.  Does he know?  How could he know?

                  “What?” I asked him.  My voice shook with nervousness as I waited for him to accuse me of doing something inappropriate with the babysitter.

                  “Nothing,” he said with a smile.  “You just look really hot.”  My stomach flipped and my cheeks flushed.  I walked up to him and wrapped my arms around his neck.  He pressed his lips to my neck and rubbed his hand along my back.  “Oh.  Maddie’s early, isn’t she?”

                  I broke our embrace and turned to the hallway she had entered through.  “Yeah.  She helped me get ready, though.”  I didn’t know why I was defending her.  She seemed as horrible as she was intoxicating.  But I did need someone to babysit so I could take care of my husband’s needs too.

                  “Well she did a fantastic job,” he said.  “Let me just clean up and then I’ll be ready.”  James left me and Maddie alone again.

                  “Don’t forget our little deal,” Maddie said more as a warning than a reminder.  I swallowed and nodded.  I sighed with relief to see James return from the bedroom.

                  “Let’s go.  We’re going to be late,” I said, tugging on his arm as I walked toward the door.  He struggled for a second and then gave in.

                  “Are you okay?” he asked once we were in the car.

                  “I’m fine,” I said.  “I’m just excited for our date.”

                  “I don’t know how long it’ll last with you looking like that,” he said with a grin.  “I’m going to want to bring you back home as soon as possible so I can tear all your clothes off.”  I sank in my chair and blushed.  I bit my lip to hide the smile spreading on my face.

                  ---

                  My nerves were buzzing on the way back from our date.  I knew that Maddie would be waiting for us.  I knew she was unpredictable and highly sexual.  I knew that she wanted my husband, or at the very least, wanted to take something from me that I treasured.

                  We stepped into the house and Maddie was asleep on the sofa.  Her arms rested above her head, pushing her firm tits outward.  Her shirt was cut low enough that her cleavage spilled out through the neckline in her relaxed position.  I remembered her tongue gliding along my slit earlier and trembled with delight.

                  I couldn’t take looking at her incredible body anymore.  I excused myself to the bedroom to remove my jewelry and take off my heels.  “Sure thing,” said James.  “I’ll just wake Maddie up and pay her.”

                  I knew the last thing I needed to do was leave them alone, but I also knew that Maddie would be groggery from her nap.  She probably wouldn’t remember anything about our “deal” until the next day.

                  I stood in front of my vanity and removed my earrings.  I lay them down on the table and paused.  I really did look beautiful.  I couldn’t figure out why I had hesitated to let Maddie help me.  I ran my hands over my body and sighed at my own touch.  My skin had never felt so alive.

                  I heard a strange sound coming from the other room, so I tip toed into the hallway to investigate.  I gasped when I saw Maddie standing with her arms wrapped around my husband’s neck.  She was kissing him and he was kissing her back.

                  As angry and disappointed as I felt at first, I was quickly overwhelmed by curiosity and desire.  James pulled back and warned her, “We can’t do this.  This isn’t right.”

                  “Your wife doesn’t mind,” she said.  “Do you, Karen?”  She whipped her head around and caught me spying on them.  I tried to choke out a reply, but I couldn’t.  I was in awe.

                  “Shit.  Karen, I am so sorry.”  James ran up to me and held me in his arms.  “I don’t know what happened.  It didn’t mean anything, I promise.”

                  I knew I should scream at him and kick her out, but instead I rubbed his back and whispered that it was okay.  For the first time, it really felt okay, even if it shouldn’t have.

                  “What?  Are you sure?”  His eyes searched mine for any hint of truth I was hiding, but he couldn’t find any because the truth had finally come out.

                  “I’ve…I’ve had this…fantasy,” I admitted for the first time aloud.  I bowed my head, unsure of how to explain my acceptance.

                  “That’s right,” said Maddie, picking up where my thoughts had left off.  “She wants to watch us.”  She walked toward him and pulled him back toward the couch.

                  “I don’t know,” he said.  But when Maddie straddled his lap and plunged her tongue between his lips he quickly forgot his arguments.  I stood in the hallway watching and wondering what the hell I was doing.

                  Maddie’s hands moved to my husband’s slacks.  She unfastened them without any struggle and tore them down his legs.  James looked at me for a second and then turned back to her.  He gazed at her cleavage as she removed his pants.  She reached for his briefs and tugged them down next.  He kicked his shoes off and stepped out of his clothes.  Maddie slid her hand up his thick, hard shaft.  James at up and removed his shirt before leaning back down.  He slid a hand behind Maddie’s hand and encouraged her to take his cock.

                  I moved up to the nearest chair, gripping the back of it for support as I watched.  Maddie’s lips parted and sank over my husband’s cock.  She swallowed him in deeper than I ever could.  James’ eyes rolled in the back of his head and he let out a low groan.  I felt jealous and euphoric at the same time.  I wasn’t supposed to watch another younger, prettier girl suck my husband’s cock.  But here I was, watching Maddie’s head bob up and down over James’ lap as if he no longer belonged to me.

                  She was good at it too.  She was so good at it that I enjoyed watching them together.  She swirled her tongue in circular motions as she moved up and down.  She sucked him in toward the back of her throat, not once gagging no matter how deep it entered.  I couldn’t help but moan as I watched.  I remembered how good she’d been at going down on me.  She was equally as good with men.

                  Maddie pulled back long enough to remove her shirt and bra.  My husband cupped her breasts in his hands and bit his lip.  She sucked him in a few more times, teasing him.  I could tell it wouldn’t be long before he came.  I couldn’t blame him.  It hadn’t taken me long either.

                  I ran my fingers along my neck and collarbone as I watched.  I slid a hand between my legs.  Maddie stood up.  James removed her jeans. We both sighed at the sight of her pink lacy thong.  Her ass was perfectly toned and tight.  Her legs looked like they were used to gripping men’s hips as she rode them.  James leaned forward and licked along her pussy.  She held his head against her, threw hers back and moaned.

                  Maddie pushed James’ back against the couch and climbed on top of him.  I cringed at the thought of him sliding inside of her, but I also craved it.  I brushed my knuckles along my wet panties and sent a chill down my spine.  With my other hand, I cupped my breast and teased my nipple.

                  James grabbed Maddie’s tight little ass in one hand and his cock in the other.  He maneuvered it until the tip of it rested against Maddie’s soaking wet pussy.  I gasped as he pushed in.  She sank down over him.  They both released simultaneous moans.  James gripped her hips in his hands.  She rocked against him, occasionally lifting off of him and slamming back down.

                  She picked up her pace, pausing only when James seemed like he might come.  James seemed tired of the teasing.  He flipped her onto her back and slid back inside of her.  He thrust violently against her.  I thought he might be hurting her, but she was smiling as if she had wanted this all along.  He reached for her breasts and squeezed them as he pounded her tight little pussy.  I could finally see a softly shaped patch of hair just above her slit.  Everything about her was small and cute.

                  Maddie’s eyes turned to me.  She winked, making my pussy grow hotter.  I dipped my fingers into my panties and slid a finger inside.  I matched the rhythm that James used to fuck our new babysitter.

                  James pulled out and bent Maddie over the back of the couch. Her knees dug into the cushion and I had the perfect view of her gorgeous ass.  Her pussy was dripping wet.  Her slick pool was spilling down her thighs.  I wanted to lick it off her.  I wanted to know what she tasted like.

                  James slid his cock in from behind and she moaned louder.  I watched him thrust against her a few times before I couldn’t take it anymore.  I climbed between them and licked her thighs clean.  I had the perfect view of my husband’s cock sliding in and out of her.  I stretched my tongue up to her clit and circled it.  She reached a hand down for my head and held it into place.

                  James’ balls swelled and rose up into his body.  He gripped Maddie’s hips with all of his strength and let out a roar of pleasure.  I flicked my tongue across Maddie’s clit until she produced the same loud scream.  They came simultaneously.  James’ come dripped out of Maddie’s pussy and onto my tongue.

                  I replaced James’ cock with my mouth and cleaned up every drop of my husband’s come from Maddie’s pussy.  I felt her pussy walls contracting around me.  She tasted sweet and savory.  I never wanted to let go of her ass.  I never wanted to stop tasting her beautiful pussy.

                  She turned around and sat her naked body on our couch.  She looked up at me and smiled.  “I knew it,” she said.  “I knew when I first saw you.”

                  “How could you have known?”

                  She sighed.  “I don’t know.  But I knew.”  I fell onto the couch beside her and lay my head on her bare shoulder.  She lifted my chin up to her and kissed me.  Her tongue explored every crevice of my mouth for the taste of my husband’s come.  She inhaled each time she found a stray drop.

                  “This feels weird, but…how much do we owe you for tonight?” James asked without the slightest bit of class.

                  Maddie stood up and began dressing herself.  “Don’t worry about it,” she said.  “I already got what I wanted.”

                  “Are you sure?” asked James with growing concern.  “I wouldn’t want you to feel taken advantage of.”

                  She threw her head back and laughed.  “You guys worry too much.  This was fun.  I hope you’ll have me babysit again.”  She didn’t wait for us to reply.  She gave us each a kiss and then fled through the front door.  James and I looked at each other with wide eyes.

                  “What the hell just happened?” he asked me.

                  “You fucked our babysitter while I watched.  It was fun, wasn’t it?”

                  “Hell yeah,” he said.  “But I feel guilty.”

                  I turned toward the door and thought of Maddie’s sexy curves.  “That’s the best part.”
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                  I write for a living.  When I was a child, it seemed like the most glamorous job in the world.  I thought I would grow up to be a great novelist or famous poet.  Journalism even appealed to me.  I thought I could be a writer for the New York Times or an editor for any number of big publications.  But the world of the professional writer is vast, and sometimes you land the first gig that pays the bills.  That’s how I ended up as a night life reviewer for my local city.  It was available.  It paid. The only problem with it was that I was a big introvert and most of my reviews were based off of street view captures.

                  I was able to lie for a while before my boss called me out.  When she finally asked to see me in her office, I figured I’d be getting canned.  I suppose luck was on my side that day, because I only got a harsh critique.

                  “There’s no feeling – no personality – in your articles,” she said.  “I don’t even feel like you were there.  You were there, weren’t you?”

                  “Of course,” I said, lying through my teeth and feeling like a snake.  I distracted myself with the luxurious view through the wall of windows behind her desk.  She had a floor to ceiling view on the entire city.  Tall, reflective skyscrapers stretched on in the distance.  Hints of blue sky with small fluffy clouds wrapped around the harsh buildings.  When I brought my gaze back to my boss, she was tapping her pen on the desk and cocking her brow at me.

                  “Look,” she said.  “I’m not going to call you a liar.  That’s not my style.  But I can’t have someone writing reviews if they’re not actually going anywhere.  I need you to go to your next location, or I can’t let you work here anymore.  I want personal photos from you to prove it.  Take a photo of yourself inside the bar, too.”

                  I sighed.  “Yes, ma’am.”  She waived me out of her office and I left with a bundle of nerves.  I had to choose between losing my job or going out into the city.  Around people.

                  It wasn’t that I hated people.  I just found it exhausting to be around so many of them.  I liked cozy atmospheres.  Wrapping myself in blankets and watching a good movie with my husband, Brian.  I thought of Brian’s face and smiled.  He always made me feel better.

                  I packed up my things from my desk and headed out early.  If I was going to visit the city later, I’d need to feel the rejuvenation of seeing Brian first.  I raced home, hoping to see him there.  His job ended in the early afternoon so I knew the chances were good.

                  I walked into our apartment and sighed with relief.  He laid sprawled on the sofa watching daytime television.  I ran up to him and hopped onto his lap.

                  “You’re home early,” he said with a sparkle in his eye.

                  “I have to go into the city tonight.”

                  “For work?”  I nodded and frowned.  He rested his hands on my hips and frowned with me.  “I thought you were faking your trips?”

                  “I got caught.”

                  “That’s a shame,” he said.

                  “I don’t want to think about that now, though,” I replied, leaning down to kiss him.  His lips were hot and moist.  He smelled clean and comforting.  His arms wrapped tightly around me, forcing me against his hot, heaving chest.  My hands slid up to his neck.  My fingers slid like snakes into his soft, brown hair.

                  He kissed me again.  His tongue slithering in between my lips.  I rocked my hips gently above his.  His cock hardened underneath me, threatening to burst loose.  I slid one hand between our hot bodies and caressed the outline of his long, thick shaft.  I climbed slowly off of him.  As if a string connected us, he sat up to watch.  I unfastened his jeans and licked my lips.  I slid them down with his briefs, admiring the cock that had satisfied me so many times.

                  I wrapped my small hand around his girth.  I wrapped my lips around his tip, glancing at him through the tops of my eyes.  He smiled, but his eyes lusted.  One hand brushed the loose hair from my face, gently grazing my cheek.  A shiver ran down my spine and collected between my legs.  I ached for him.  The ache pulled my cheeks in, drawing him back toward my throat until I nearly choked.  I often went a step to far in my excitement.

                  “Careful,” he said in a low, seductive tone.  I pulled him back and sucked him back in, trying to remain careful.  I felt his cock expand in my mouth, along my tongue and down my throat.  He quivered and groaned.  My body ached for him to bend me over and take me.

                  His come slid down the back of my throat and I gulped it down.  I felt it travel past my esophagus and into my stomach, filling me with his warmth.  I pulled back and moaned at the delightful pleasure of him filling me, one way or another.

                  He sat up, grabbed my hips and pulled me close to him.  He gently laid me on my back and slid his hands up my black work skirt.  I felt his hot fingertips graze my thighs, nearing my now soaking wet panties.  I bit my knuckle and smiled, tingling from the anticipation.

                  He slid my skirt up to my hips, tugging it so it bunched and wrinkled.  It was tightly fitted and fought against him, but he was ready to devour me.  He tugged my panties down, licking his lips as he watched a long wet string connect my slit to the silk fabric.  It finally broke and he tossed my panties to the floor.  His head slid between my legs and his hot breath rolled over my slick mound.

                  I felt his tongue first, gently exploring every crevice and fold.  I swirled my hips under him.  I wanted to get away and get closer at the same time.  Hot electricity shot through the warm waves.  His tongue circled my clit and his lips encased my mound.  He flattened his tongue and I rocked against him.  The tip slid inside, gently parting and preparing me to open.  I rolled my hips forward, eager to open for him.  He slid his tongue in further and I gasped through a laugh.

                  Ecstasy flowed through me.  He had the most sensual mouth; a strong tongue and a desire to please.  Teasing me was a skill he knew well to the point it was almost torturous.  I writhed on the sofa.  He held me in place with his hips.  I couldn’t hold back any longer.  The waves came crashing around the two of us.

                  I held my hands up to my eyes and let out a scream so loud I knew the neighbors would hear.  I didn’t care.  Brian’s mouth on me was pure euphoria.  My pussy throbbed and clamped around his soft tongue like a gentle massage.  I felt it rolling over and over again while his tongue swirled inside of me.

                  I dropped my hands, seeing the world as new temporarily.  My life wasn’t so boring.  My job wasn’t so bad.  Going out later would be a breeze.  In that moment, everything was peachy.  Nothing was wrong, and my body felt overwhelmed with release.

                  He climbed over me, just as the optimism was fading.  He was determined to keep me in his world a little longer.  It was a world of pleasure.  We were fearless explores of one another’s bodies.  Nothing would matter beyond that.

                  He ripped at my blouse, causing me to frown slightly.  It was a new blouse, but the excitement of his passion made it bittersweet.  He laughed and said, “I’ll buy you a new one.”  I smiled and he grabbed my breasts, tugging the cups of my bra down underneath them.

                  One of his hands stroked his cock while the other rolled my nipples between his fingers.  He leaned down and took one in his teeth, gently biting.  The hot, electric sensation returned, awakening my pussy again and bundling the nerves just behind my clit.

                  “Fuck me hard,” I told him, unable to resist a second more.  He couldn’t tease me when I begged.  He couldn’t hold back.  He pressed the tip of his cock to my wet slit and pushed in.  I felt his heated shaft bury inside me.  I groaned and my eyes rolled back.  I felt him between my legs and in my belly.  He rocked back and forth, sliding in and out.

                  I gripped the back and the side of the sofa as he pounded me.  I told him I wanted it hard and he gave it to me.  My breasts bounced back and forth on my chest.  Brian’s hands grabbed my hips as he thrust.  We groaned in unison.  Brian’s finger moved to my clit and circled it gently.  He knew how sensitive I was the second time.  A little too sensitive.  But the walls of my pussy had been aching since I got home and needed a good pounding.

                  His cock stretched inside of me, tightening every muscle in my body.  He let out a wild howl and I screamed.  Our bodies came together and quivered together.  It was like making music; our screams were in harmony.

                  He fell over me, gasping as I panted.  I stroked his soft, dark hair and inhaled his scent.  He pulled his cock out of me and I felt some of his come drip down toward my ass.  I smiled and wondered how I had been lucky enough to find such an amazing guy.

                  A few hours later, I dressed myself for the bar.  I wore a deep purple strappy dress with a black blazer and black heels.  I wore my best diamond earrings – the ones Brian had bought for our last anniversary.  I smiled as I slid them into my pierced ears.  Wearing them made me feel owned by him and his body.  Just like I felt owned when he pounded me hard in the living room.

                  He wished me luck and I ventured into the cold night, frowning at the cars that met me on the highway.  “This should be a blast,” I said, worried that I was talking to myself.

                  If only I’d known I’d meet Ava there and that she would change my relationship with Brian forever.
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                  I entered the dimly lit tavern.  It had a rustic appearance despite being full of city-goers and tourists.  I squeezed through a crowd of inebriated partiers and sat down at a stool.  I swiveled in it back and forth nervously while I waited for the attention of a bar tender.  I brushed my hair back with my hand to keep it out of my face.  I turned my head to the left, but then heard a voice in my right ear.  “You gotta be more obvious,” it said in a low, seductive tone.

                  I turned to see the owner’s face and lost my breath.  I was inches away from the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen.  She had long, auburn hair.  It was straight but full of life and bounce.  Her eyes glimmered, as if the specks of light were the secrets she was hiding.  Her smile tried to distract me from them.  Her teeth glistened and invited me in, like a vampire desperate for blood.

                  I laughed, trying to play down my nerves.  The crowd was one thing, but the heat of this stranger was palpable.  My eyes traveled further when she wasn’t looking.  She wore a black dress with a plunging neckline.  Her breasts were just big enough to keep from falling out, but they were full and youthful.  Her waist narrowed.  Her hips spilled out softly on the stool.  Her legs were long and smooth, shifting as if trying to get someone’s attention even when no one could see them.

                  She was waving to the bartender.  She hoisted herself up until her ass was bent over in the air, her skirt riding up slowly.  I caught a peek of hot pink panties underneath and I bit my lower lip.  I fought the urge to slid my hand up her thigh and explore her body further.  My heart raced and I was suddenly full of adrenaline.

                  “Excuse me?  Sir?  If you don’t serve us, I’ll do it myself!”

                  “I wouldn’t do that!” cried a big, bearded guy hustling down to our end of the bar.

                  “What’s your name?” she asked as she slid back into her seat.  Disappointment flooded me as the sight of her ass faded from view, but it was quickly remedied by the sight of her face.

                  “Lauren,” I said.

                  “Ava,” she said, extending her slender hand for a shake.  She wore 10 different rings on the same hand and a charm bracelet with the most peculiar charms.  They were all mythical creatures such as a unicorn and the loch ness monster.  I wanted to ask her about them but she was already moving on.

                  “This doesn’t really seem like your scene,” she said, sipping from her freshly poured drink.

                  “What makes you say that?” I asked, trying to seem cooler than I was.  I straightened up and lifted my chin as if I had an air of confidence.

                  She studied me and laughed.  “Just a feeling,” she said.  “So what are you doing here all by yourself, anyway?”

                  “I’m a writer.”

                  She slammed down her drink on the bar.  “Get out!  That is so cool.”

                  I shrugged.  “Oh, no.  It’s not what you think.  I’m not here brooding and studying people for some great novel.  I review places in the city for the events column.”

                  “You’re so interesting.  You had a judgment laid out for yourself before I could even think of one.  I happen to think writing for the events column is cooler than some lame novel.”

                  I cocked my brow.  “Yeah, well.  All I ever wanted to write were novels.”

                  “Can’t you still?  I mean, what’s stopping you?”

                  “Lack of time I guess,” I said with a frown.

                  “What do you do with your weekends?  It doesn’t look like you go out much, even though you want to pretend that you do.”

                  I felt my skin crawl.  How had she been able to dig to the core of me in less than five minutes? How dare she sum me up so quickly.  Even if she was right…

                  I shrugged.  “I guess I don’t have a good excuse.  What about you?  Why are you here alone?”

                  “I’m here to pick up chicks,” she said, sipping from her cup in a way that seemed like she was hiding behind it.  Her eyes peered over the rim, wide and excited for my reply.

                  I blushed and shifted my legs.  My legs ached again, but for something different and new.   “That’s, um…that’s cool.”

                  “Does that bother you?”

                  “No.”

                  “I know what you’re problem really is.  You don’t have enough experiences to write a novel about.  You need to do something fun and exciting.”

                  I looked at her through the side of my eyes.  “Like what?”

                  She set down her drink and picked up my hand.  “Come with me.”  She hoisted herself from her stool and pulled me toward her.  We walked to the center of the bar and found an open space on the floor.  She pulled me in close, wrapping her arm around my waist and holding my hand in hers.  We danced cheek to cheek.  I felt my heart beating next to hers.  I knew I shouldn’t entertain her – after all, I wasn’t gay – but I couldn’t pull away.  She was intoxicating and I wanted more.

                  She stepped back and spun me around.  She pulled me close.  I smelled lavender in her hair and reached out to stroke it.  She cooed and her hand ran down my back slowly.  We danced closely together for a few minutes before her hand lowered even more.  Soon, she was caressing my ass on the dance floor in a crowded bar.  I laid my head on her shoulder and felt my body tingle.  Our warm, soft bodies touched from head to toe, and I wondered what her bare skin on mine would feel like.

                  The song ended and I lifted my head.  “Sorry,” I said, tucking my hair behind my ears.  “I don’t know what came over me.”

                  “I do,” she said playfully.  She turned around and pulled me behind her.  We brushed past tens of people before we reached her destination.  She pushed open the door to the women’s bathroom and pulled me inside.  She locked the door and pressed me up against the wall, pushing her hot lips against mine.

                  I moaned as she kissed me, her hands running up my body.  She caressed my breasts and lightly gripped my neck with one hand.  Our lips parted and our tongues danced the way our bodies had out in the bar.  I lifted one hand slowly and placed it on Ava’s breast, groaning as I felt her.

                  “Was that wedding ring I noticed earlier?” she whispered as she nibbled the lobe of my ear.  I was so blinded by my lust for her, I couldn’t think clearly.  I would’ve answered any question, no matter how personal, as long as she kept kissing me.

                  “Mmhmm,” I said, my hands finding their way to her waist and pulling her close to me.

                  “Interesting.  A man?”

                  “Mmhmm.”  Her hands caressed my bare thighs, lifting the bottom of my dress up to my hips.  She kissed her way to down my neck and to my collar bone.  She kissed the distance between my shoulders, sending chills down my spine.  She pulled down the top of my dress and lifted my breasts from their silk cage.  She wrapped her lips around one nipple and then the other, flicking them with her tongue and biting with her teeth.

                  I held my hands up above my head against the wall and moaned.  She teased and kissed her way down to the floor.  She dipped her head between my legs and lowered the dress over her.  Her fingers probed the fabric of my wet panties, pulling and shifting it around.  She pushed them to the side and slid a finger in me, withdrawing it as quickly as it had entered.  I felt an emptiness and couldn’t wait for another part of her body to slip inside mine.

                  A warm tongue dragged across my slit and then worked its way in.  My legs quivered, making it difficult to stand.  I wasn’t sure what to do, what I could hold onto.  I let the fever overtake me and decided to fall if that was my fate.

                  Her mouth was different from Brian’s.  She was slow and warm.  Her jaw was relaxed and teasing.  It was feminine in every way imaginable, while Brian’s force and strength made him rugged.  Ava flicked my clit with her tongue and she slid her finger inside of me.  Then she slid a second and a third, twisting and curling them around.

                  One of her fingers wandered backward toward my ass and I tensed.  “Relax,” she said.  “It’ll feel better if you relax.”  I tried to, but I’d never had anything there before.  I felt like a virgin, being broken in all over again.

                  Her slick finger probed my ass, gently gliding inside.  It was odd and uncomfortable until she moved deeper.  Warm chills spread through my body.  She laid a flat tongue against my clit so the tip of her brushed against my entrance.  She slid her finger in and out of my ass while she licked.  My body quaked, and in moments I had come on this stranger’s face.

                  She removed her finger and brought her head out from underneath my dress.  She was smiling.  She stood up and kissed me.  “Now, let’s go meet this husband of yours.”

                  My heart stop and my feet froze in place.  She walked to the bathroom sink and washed her hands while looking at me questioningly.  “What do you want with my husband?” I asked.

                  “Oh nothing,” she said, shrugging and wiping her hand with a towel.  She came closer to me and unlocked the red bathroom door.  “I just want you to watch me fuck him.”

                  She opened the door and slid into the busy bar.  I gasped and wondered if I should find a way to escape Ava.  After a few minutes of deliberating, I realized I couldn’t let her go.  I didn’t want her out of my life, even if that meant I had to share my husband with her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

      

    
    
                  Against my better judgment, I followed Ava out of the bathroom and led her to my car.  She climbed in with ease.  It almost felt like she was holding me hostage, even though there was a clear route of escape.  I slipped in after her and started the car.

                  “I never did get my review,” I joked nervously as I drove this stranger to my house.

                  “Eh, I’ve been to that place a hundred times.  I could help you out with that,” she replied.  Her hand gripped my thigh and I nearly drove the car into the wrong lane.  “Distracted, aren’t we?”

                  “So is this why you look for women at bars?  To take their husbands?”  I heard a tinge of acidity in my words as I asked that.

                  “Hey,” she said defensively.  “I’m not taking anything.  If you didn’t want to give him to me, then you wouldn’t be driving me to your place right now.  Admit that it excites you.  The idea of watching your man with someone else.”

                  I wouldn’t admit it.  I couldn’t.  Because I wouldn’t know until I saw it.  It could ruin everything.  It could lead to a divorce.  But the curiosity was too great, and Ava was too beautiful.  I had to see if she tempted Brian. Maybe he would turn her down in the name of marriage and fidelity.

                  I parked the car and showed her inside.  Brian was in the kitchen grabbing a beer when we walked in.  “Oh,” he said, when he noticed Ava.  “Who’s this?”

                  Ava walked through the foyer and down the length of the kitchen bar.  She weaved her little body around it and stretched out her slender arm.  “My name is Ava.  Your wife and I are becoming fast friends,” she said with a smile.

                  “Is that so?” he asked suspiciously.  “Lauren isn’t usually so quick to make friends.”

                  “This is an exception,” I said.  “Ava is special.”  I walked up behind her and placed my hands on her shoulders.  She bent her arms up and rested her fingers on the backs of my hands.  I leaned forward and kissed her cheek.

                  Brian’s jaw dropped.  “What’s going on here?” he asked.  I glanced down at his jeans and saw them getting tight.  I took one of Ava’s hands and placed it on his growing erection.  Brian quickly stepped back and placed his hands up as if he were under arrest.  “Somebody explain this to me, now.”

                  His voice was stern and that seemed to turn Ava on. I heard her purr under her breath and her cheeks flushed pink.  “I brought Ava home for you,” I told him, feeling my body shake as the words left my lips.  “She’s a gift, for being so amazing.”

                  “A gift?  Come on.  This is some kind of trap.  You don’t really mean this.”

                  “She does,” Ava said.  She walked up to Brian, closing the distance between them.  She wrapped her arms around his neck, stood on her toes, and pressed her lips to his.  My gut wrenched but my body heated.  I couldn’t tell whether to stop it or encourage it.  So I did what I do best.  I sat idly by.

                  Ava parted Brian’s lips with her tongue. I thought about that soft, pink tongue caressing my folds.  I leaned against the kitchen bar to keep from falling to my knees.  Brian lost control of his desires and wrapped his arms around her small waist.  He huffed through their kiss, their tongues dancing wildly together.

                  Ava’s hand caressed Brian’s chest and slowly moved down over his abs, finding the button to his jeans. She fumbled with it for a few seconds before unfastening it.  She slipped both hands inside the waist of his jeans and briefs and slid them down over his thighs as she lowered to the ground.  When she saw his long, thick cock, she turned her head over to me.  “Holy cow.  He fucks you with this thing?  It’s huge!”

                  I nodded and smiled.  I felt a sense of pride despite knowing she was about to experience it for herself.  She got to her knees and stared up at my husband.  Brian looked at me with concern.  “Is this really what you want?  Because if it’s what you want, I’ll do it.  But I only want to if you want me to.”

                  “Brian.  Shut up and let her suck your cock,” I said.  My stomach dropped to the floor as I said it, but I knew it was what I wanted.  So why did I become overwhelmed with guilt and shame?  I watched Ava wrap her small fingers around his thick shaft.  She licked her lips and then parted them.  Her tongue stretched out, gliding and swirling along the underside of his shaft.

                  She wrapped her lips around his head and sucked him back toward her throat.  Watching my husband’s cock disappear into another woman’s body was surreal.  I felt like I was having a bad dream. The kind of bad dream where you wake up from an orgasm.  I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen.  That I was willing it to happen.  Ava had merely made a suggestion, but I had been the one to bring her over and invite her in.  I had been the one to offer my husband up on a silver platter for her.

                  And now she was sucking his cock.  Her fingers massaged his balls while her head bobbed back and forth over his lap.  Brian’s fingers wove into her dark hair.  His head leaned back and his jaw lowered.  He groaned with pleasure.

                  Ava gagged and choked on his cock, but she seemed to like it.  She challenged herself to take it all the way in, something I could never do.  She lifted her mouth from it and moved it to his balls.  She sucked them in one by one as she stroked his cock.  He was about to come when he couldn’t stand it anymore.  He leaned down, grabbed her by the shoulders and picked her up.

                  He kissed her hard and ripped her dress down off her body.  She wore a matching pink bra.  He spun her around and unfastened it.  She smiled as she faced me.  Seconds later, I had the perfect view of her bare breasts.  I couldn’t resist.  I walked up to her and kissed her, brushing my hands along her nipples.  She gasped in my mouth and Brian huffed.  His hands explored the sides and hips of Ava’s body.

                  He slid her panties down her legs while I kissed her.  She stepped out of them, leaving her black high heels on.  She wrapped her arms around my neck and pushed her hips backward toward Brian.  He ran his hands up and down her back and spanked her ass.  She cooed as she looked into my eyes and I felt a shiver spread through me.

                  Brian lowered himself to the floor and pressed his head to Ava’s pussy.  He stretched out his tongue and licked her soaking wet slit.  I felt a new sense of jealousy.  Not that Ava was stealing my husband, but that my husband was stealing Ava.  I wanted to know what she tasted like. I wanted my tongue to caress her warm slit.

                  He picked himself up and stroked his cock.  He dragged the tip of him up and down the length of Ava’s opening.  She cooed and moaned, her arms still wrapped around my neck.  She leaned on me for support as Brian pushed in.

                  “Oh,” she moaned.  I carefully examined her facial expressions.  She was cute and helpless, but it was a façade.  She was the strongest one in the room.  She controlled the entire situation.  Brian and I let her do it, but she was in control the whole time.

                  Brian pushed deep inside of her and held himself there.  His hands gripped Ava’s hips and he growled.  He pulled his hips back and I saw that his cock was covered in Ava’s sweet juices.  I wondered what it tasted like having just been inside of her.

                  He pushed back into her and pulled out.  He thrust again and again.  Her breasts swayed as he fucked her, trying his best not to come yet.  I reached down the length of Ava’s tight stomach until my fingers brushed against her clit.  She kissed me and our tongues tangoed while I teased her.

                  She and Brian moaned louder than ever.  I worried that he was enjoying himself too much.  I worried that he wouldn’t want to be with me after being with someone as sexy as Ava.  But I couldn’t blame him either. I wanted Ava now more than I wanted him.  She was everything I was missing in my life.  She was the only thing that could pull me out of my shell.

                  I had to know what she tasted like.  I dropped down underneath her, kissing my way along her stomach.  She arched her back to wrap her hands around Brian’s neck since she no longer had me for support.

                  Once I dropped to the floor, I had a clear view of Brian’s cock gliding in and out of Ava’s soft, sweet pussy.  She had the tiniest patch of trimmed auburn hair.  I kissed it tenderly.

                  I moved my mouth to her clit and flicked my tongue over it.  Brian pounded her harder and harder.  His balls drew up into his body.  I reached one hand between Ava’s legs and massaged his balls as he fucked her.  I sucked on Ava’s clit while the three of us played.

                  Her body tensed and the walls of her pussy clenched around Brian’s cock.  He couldn’t hold back any longer.  He let out a loud, wild scream and his body shook over her.  He shot his hot, thick load deep inside another woman, and all I could do was wonder what it tasted like.

                  As he came and I licked, Ava started to shake.  She squealed and her eyelids squeezed tightly shut.  Her body quivered above me.  Brian made sure to hold her up as she came and then he withdrew from her.

                  When Brian pulled out, he brought some of his come with him.  I quickly moved around Ava to Brian’s cock and licked him clean.  He tasted like sweet musk.  There was a hint of Ava’s sweet, forbidden taste.

                  “Yoo-hoo,” she said, when the last drop of come was swallowed from Brian’s shaft.  I turned around and saw Ava laying on the cool tile, her legs spread.  Her nipples were hard from the cold and the sexy.  Her pussy was pink and puffy, dripping with my husband’s come.  I crawled over to her on my knees and lowered my head to her mound.

                  I inhaled the sweet, floral scent of her pussy.  I stretched out my tongue and dragged it along the length of her.  I slid it inside and wrapped my mouth around her mound.  My tongue explored the walls of her delicious hole, intoxicated by the taste of Brian and her together.

                  As strange as it was, my life felt exciting.  Meeting Ava made sense.  I drank her in with the passion I had since I met her.  I wanted her in my life – to be a part of me and a part of Brian.  I lifted my head and crawled over Ava’s body.  I kissed her, letting her taste the combination of my husband inside her.  She moaned softly as her tongue explored my tongue and the rough of my mouth.

                  “Good girl,” she said while pulling back.  I turned back to Brian who was watching us closely with a look of shock.

                  “What has she done to you?” he joked.

                  “Nothing,” I said calmly.  “Besides show me what I needed.”

                  Ava smiled and sat up, picking up her discarded clothes and dressing herself.  “I guess I better help you with that review.  If you’re nice to me, maybe I’ll help you with future reviews too so you can find time to write that novel.”

                  “What novel?” asked Brian suddenly.

                  “The one about the girl who stole her husband, of course,” said Ava.  She flashed a mischievous smile and zipped up her dress.  “I mean, not stole, but shared.”

                  “Wait.  So, we’re going to be doing this more often?” Brian asked.  Ava and I turned to each other and laughed.

                  I shrugged my shoulders and told him, “We’ll see.  It’s really Ava’s decision, after all.”

                  “That’s right,” she said confidently.  “So be prepared to do what I say without question.”

                  “If it’s more of this, then trust me.  There won’t be any problem.”

                  “Good,” said Ava.  She turned to me and caressed my face.  Then she pressed her warm, soft lips to mine.

                  “Good,” I said, when she had pulled back.  And Ava never left our side since.
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                  Tim and I had traveled to every state in America for the past five years.  We lived in a small motorhome, met a lot of strangers along the way, and broadened our horizons.  We were adventurers at heart, but now we were ready to take our adventure out of the country.  We planned our first destination for Madrid, Spain.  Each day our trip came closer to becoming a reality, and each day our smiles stretched until our faces hurt.

                  I was happy to take our travels oversea for many reasons, but I had one major concern.  While Tim and I had traveled in our motorhome, I noticed his eyes wandering to strange women from time to time.  I would’ve called him out on it, but my body tingled when he looked at them.  I wasn’t sure what it meant, but I hoped it would come to an end when we left the country.  But I’d never left the country before, and I had no idea how much more beautiful European women could be.

                  We packed our bags and left for the airport.  We faced jet leg and mild turbulence.  We found a nearby hostel and crashed until our energy reserves returned.  We barely noticed our roommates.  We were up at odd hours and we were asleep most of the time.  A few days in, we were finally ready to go exploring.  But that’s also when we finally met Sofia, who’d we’d unknowingly shared a room with the entire time.

                  It was the first day we woke up to morning sunlight instead of late afternoon warmth.  I laid on the bottom bunk and Tim laid on the top.  I rubbed my eyes and tried to focus on my surroundings, but it was all one brightly colored blur.  I fluttered my lashes a few more times and tried even harder when I saw movement.  As I came to, I caught sight of a pair of tanned, slender legs climbing down from the top bunk across from us.  She was in bright pink panties and nothing else.

                  I shifted under my covers and closed my eyes just enough to look like I was still sleeping.  They were open enough so that I could see through the slits.  The young woman was slender and toned.  Her dark hair was pulled up high behind her in a messy, but sexy, ponytail.  She turned the front of her body in my direction and reached up behind her to tighten the elastic in her hair.  Her breasts were full with a natural hang that made me want to bite my lip.

                  I wondered why I was staring when I couldn’t handle what I was seeing.  Then I wondered if Tim was awake yet.  Had he seen her too?  My body tensed at the thought of him catching a glimpse of our roommate’s perfect body.  My legs ached with desire.

                  The girl pulled on a loose-fitting tank top and slid on a bohemian wrap skirt.  She tucked her bag away on her bunk and left us.  I knew since she had left her bag that she’d be back, and I couldn’t help but feel nervous and excited at the thought of her introducing herself to us.

                  I let my eyes open wide and I scoured the room.  There was no sign of anyone else.  I slid out of bed and looked down at my own body.  I was attractive, but nothing like the girl I’d just seen.  I was pale and curvy despite having a relatively flat stomach.  My hair was mousy brown instead of the deep, rich color, I’d seen on our roommate.  I also wore a ponytail, which I tightened.  I couldn’t help but look down at my chest as I did.

                  I had slept in an old, baggy t-shirt and could barely make out my breasts in all that fabric.  I turned my sights away from my own body and toward Tim’s bunk.  I stepped up beside it and pressed my hands to the warm metal.  That’s when I realized I had sweat building on my brow.

                  Tim shifted and opened his eyes.  “Hey beautiful,” he said to which I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.  “Well you are,” he said, sticking out his tongue teasingly.

                  “Want to grab some breakfast?” I asked him.  He stretched his long, muscular arms above his head and yawned.  He nodded and threw his sheets off of him.  Tim climbed down off the bunk and landed with a thud against the dirty, wood floor.  His toes wiggled as if trying to discern where they were.

                  I stared at his body and bit my lip.  An image flashed before my eyes of the sexy girl’s body pressed up against his.  I could see it as clearly as if it was really happening, and my body tingled with excitement.

                  Tim and I dressed ourselves and headed out for a bite to eat.  I welcomed the warm sunlight as a distraction from my current thoughts.  But my mind never really settled on anything but our cute roommate.

                  We grabbed coffee and pastries at a nearby café.  We sat at a cute little patio table made of black metal.  The day couldn’t have been more perfect, and the scenery around us complimented everything.  It was like I was finally seeing the place we’d spent the past few days in already.  But it was like seeing it for the very first time.

                  “So, did you happen to see any of our roommates this morning?” I asked Tim, trying to find out if he’d seen the girl I had.  I waited anxiously for his answer and tapped my foot against the pavement below.

                  “Just some topless chick,” he said matter-of-factly.  My jaw fell open and I picked it up quickly again to keep my bite of pastry from falling to the table.

                  “Oh, yeah.  I saw her too.”

                  “I wonder if that’s common around here.”

                  “What?”

                  “For women to sleep topless.”  I shrugged and felt my cheeks burn with jealousy.  “You should try that some time,” he joked, poking my shoulder as his eyes wandered to my chest.  I had changed into a loose tank top – inspiration from the Spanish girl.  I tried to laugh but felt awkward instead.

                  “I’m going to go see if there’s a restroom,” I said.  I stood up and pushed my chair under the table.  I stepped inside and saw a girl pushing open a door in the back.  I followed her, assuming it led to a bathroom, when I realized I recognized the loose tank top she was wearing.  It was the same girl from our hostel.

                  I stepped into the small bathroom behind her and saw her washing her hands.  I went to the sink, pretending that was all I had come to do too.

                  “I think I know you,” she said, her dark eyes sparkling toward me through the reflection in the mirror.  “You stay with me?”

                  I nodded and smiled at the fact that she had noticed me.  “Yes, at the same hostel.”

                  She raised her brow and smiled mischievously.  “You were watching me this morning.”

                  I nearly choked.  “What-what do you mean?”

                  She stood up from the sink and reached her hands up for her elastic hairband.  She pulled tightly on it, pushing her breasts out toward me.  “My breasts,” she said.  “You admired them.”

                  I stammered and walked backward until my body was pressed up against the wall.  She covered her mouth and chuckled.  “It’s okay,” she said as if it was the first time she’d used the word.  “I like all kinds.”

                  She stepped toward me, her eyes shifting back and forth across my face in sweeping motions.  She leaned in and let her eyelids fall to a close.  Her soft, pouty lips pressed against mine and I drifted into a cloud-filled sky.  Her hands pressed gently on the sides of my neck and she slid her tongue between my lips.

                  She tasted like warm, sun-kissed honey and I never wanted her to pull away.  When she did, she smiled and said, “See you tonight.”  She left the bathroom and I remained, breathless and in shock.

                  My panties were wet now and I slid into one of the bathroom stalls.  I pulled my panties down and slid a finger inside my throbbing, pulsing pussy.  I leaned against the wall and circled my clit until I quietly came.  I caught my breath and finished up, wondering how the hell I would tell Tim what just happened.
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                  “No way,” he said with a cocky smile.  He thought he had me all figured out.  I was making up some silly story and he was smart enough not to fall for it.  “Not you.  You’d never let something like that happen.”

                  “It happened,” I said.  We strolled down the street, side by side.  I was so thrilled by the reality of my story that I didn’t really care if he believed me or not.  I couldn’t stop smiling at the thought of our roommate kissing me.

                  “Then what’s her name?” he asked.

                  “She didn’t tell me.”

                  “Bullshit, Kendra.  She kissed you, but she didn’t even tell you her name?”  Suddenly, my head fell back and my mouth opened wide for a series of roaring laughs.  I laughed until my sides and cheeks hurt.  I laughed until I was hunched over, pressing my hands to my bare thighs.  Tim looked at me with a concerned look in his eyes and a raised brow.  “You’re not fucking with me, are you?”

                  Finally, he’d realized I wasn’t lying.  “No, I’m not fucking with you.  She kissed me. I don’t know why, but it was the hottest experience of my life.”

                  “Gee, thanks,” he said playfully.  Tim was too cocky to ever really believe he wasn’t the greatest thing on Earth.  I rolled my eyes and turned them to the sky, wondering what our gorgeous roommate was up to at this very moment.

                  We finished our day out in the city.  We took in the architecture, laughed with strangers, and ate a few meals.  We returned to the hostel full of life and adventure.  But I hadn’t stopped thinking of our mystery girl the entire time.

                  I frowned when we returned to our room and she wasn’t there.  But it only took a few minutes longer before she showed up.  She looked at both of us eagerly and said, “Come on,” waving her arms frantically with wild eyes.

                  Tim and I looked at each other and followed after her.  “Where are we going?” Tim asked her finally as we disappeared down the dark street.

                  “A club!” she called back.  She jogged and her skirt flowed behind her elegantly.  We jogged after her until she disappeared inside a loud, neon club.  We followed her inside and became swallowed in the music and bright lights.

                  Once she had reached the center of the floor, she turned to face us.  She began to dance, her body bending and twisting in sensual motions.  Her eyes were sultry and serious.  I immediately began to dance beside her, wrapping my arms around her shoulders.  She pushed her lips into mine and kissed me again.  I smiled through our kiss, knowing that Tim would have to believe me this time.

                  She pulled back from me and walked up to Tim, wrapping her arms around his neck.  She turned away from him and pressed her firm, round ass against his pelvis.  She moved it up and down slowly and playfully.  She smiled at me while she massaged her body into my boyfriend.

                  Tim looked at me and mouthed an apology.  I waved it off.  I knew I shouldn’t be excited about seeing some strange girl dance with Tim, but I couldn’t help it.  My body was alive with heat and ecstasy.  I wanted to see more and more of them together, even though I knew it couldn’t be good for our relationship.

                  We danced nearly the whole night away.  Tim finally asked the girl her name.  “Sofia!” she cried over the music.  I thought I might love her even more after hearing her beautiful name.  “We should get back!” she cried again.

                  She led us back to the hostel and, to our surprise, we were the only three in our room for the night.  I sat on my bunk and Sofia sat on the bottom bunk across from me.  Tim stood up, leaning his hand against the metal frame of the bed.

                  We sat in silence awkwardly, our gazes shifting from one person to the other.  Finally, Sofia’s gaze landed on mine and she patted the spot beside her on the bed.  I swallowed and slowly stood up.   I moved over and joined her.

                  She scooped her hand and brushed a few strands of loose hair from my face.  I reached up and tugged on the elastic, letting my hair fall down around my shoulders.  She smiled and mimicked me.  She reached her hands up high, removed the elastic and let her soft, luscious locks cascade down.  My eyes looked to Tim who was watching us with a racing heart.

                  Sofia leaned in and kissed me hard.  She rested one hand on my neck and the other slid in along my waist.  The hand on my neck dropped slowly down until it was cupping my breast.  My back arched and a moan escaped my lips as my nipple hardened against the pressure of her palm.

                  She kissed my neck and then my collarbone.  She lifted my shirt slowly and threw it to the floor.  She unfastened my bra and it dropped to my waist.  Her lips wrapped around my hardened nipple and she flicked her tongue across.

                  I leaned back on the bed and she climbed over me.  She unfastened my jean shorts, but didn’t bother to tug them down.  Instead, she slid her hand inside my wet panties and found my clit.  She massaged the pads of her fingers against it, gliding my slick pool up around it.  I moaned and shook on the bed, but what I really wanted was to see her with Tim.

                  Sofia’s finger slid into my wet pussy and moved around.  Her hand massaged my breast.  In seconds I was coming at her command, in the sightline of my boyfriend.

                  I panted as I came down and Sofia smiled down at me like an angel.  The glow of the ceiling light created a soft halo around her dark hair.  Her eyes sparkled and she kissed the tip of my nose.  She brought her wet fingers to my mouth and I sucked them clean.

                  She stood up and walked over to Tim. I lay on the bed watching her as she removed her loose tank top and revealed her bare breasts.  Tim’s eyes widened and his mouth fell open.  He looked to me and I nodded, giving him permission.  He stepped into Sofia and kissed her.  One of his hands wandered to her chest and massaged her breast gently.

                  Her fingers went to work on his jeans, unfastening them and sliding them down to the floor.  She moaned as he caressed her chest.  Their tongues swirled around one another excitedly.  Sofia slowly lowered to her knees as Tim removed his shirt.  Sofia was face to face with his briefs and she lowered them down inch by inch.

                  Tim’s cock was larger than the average cock.  My mind flashed back to the memory of our first time together and the delightful tinge of pain that had accompanied my orgasm.  I couldn’t wait to see Sofia take it and wince slightly at its length and girth.

                  She gasped at the sight of his huge cock as it fell out toward her face.  She turned over her shoulder and winked at me with a smile.  I sat propped up on my elbows as I watched.  Her small, tanned hand wrapped around Tim’s thick cock and she licked her lips.  He looked toward me one more time, hoping it was okay.  He seemed nervous and that turned me on even more.

                  I nodded again and he moved his focus back to Sofia.  She had her lips parted now, eager to take in his cock.  They wrapped gently around the head of him.  Her cheeks sucked in, drawing him back along her tongue.  She moved her head back and forth over his lap, moaning as she sucked him.

                  My pussy ached with desire as I watched.  I slid my hand into my panties and played with myself.  Tim saw and his eyes rolled back in ecstasy.  This must be his dream fantasy, I thought with a smile.  He slid his fingers into Sofia’s dark, soft locks and helped guide her head over him.

                  She gagged slightly, and I imagined his cock hitting the back of her throat.  My eyelids fluttered closed as I circled my clit with my fingers.  I hoped he would come inside her mouth.

                  Tim’s abs clenched and he hunched over.  He held Sofia’s hair tightly as if for support and let out a wild roar.  Sofia gulped down what she could as he shot his thick, hot load against her throat.  He shook violently over her and eventually grabbed the bed frame again for support.

                  She pulled back when he had finished and wiped her lips.  Then she turned to me, her breasts swaying as she walked, and kissed me.  My tongue slid into her mouth and tasted my boyfriend’s come on her.  I panted as we kissed.  I wanted more of her and more of him inside of her.  I reached my hands up to her breasts and pressed them against their soft roundness.  She moaned which only made me kiss her harder.

                  She pulled away and smiled.  Tim walked up behind her, wrapping his hands around her waist and fumbling with her skirt.  He couldn’t figure out how to unwrap it, which made Sofia and I giggle a little.

                  “Allow me,” she said with a heavy accent.  She untied the fabric and let it fall to the floor.  Tim saw her pink panties and smiled at their simplicity.  He knew how to work panties.

                  His fingers slid inside the waist band as his lips pressed against hers.  I watched eagerly for my naked boyfriend to see another naked woman.  I couldn’t believe I was letting it all happen.  At home, in the states, I would’ve been too jealous to bear.  There was something about Sofia, though, that was different.  I craved seeing the two of them together.  I needed it to fulfill some deep seeded desire within me.

                  He dropped to the floor and pulled the panties down with him.  They lay wrapped around her ankles until she slowly stepped out of them.  He tossed them through the side and then put one of her legs on his shoulder.  He kissed up her inner thigh and she held onto the bed frame for support.  He kept kissing and licking the skin of her thigh until he had reached her puffy, wet pussy.  It throbbed in a begging way and he was eager to please her.

                  I leaned against the wall in the shadow of the bed like I was guilty of something and should be ashamed.  I watched from the darkness as Tim’s tongue stretched out for her pussy.  It glided along her slit, up to her clit, and back down again.  He slid his tongue completely inside her and wrapped the whole of his mouth around the mound of her pussy.

                  She threw her head back and moaned, her dark hair falling down to the middle of her back.  Tim’s hands slid up her body and caressed her breasts.  He licked and sucked like it was his duty to.

                  Sofia rocked her hips back and forth over his face.  Tim’s right hand slid down to her waist and then behind her, gliding over her round ass.  He held her in place and forced his tongue in deeper until she was screaming with pleasure.  Her body shook and her breasts bounced as she came.

                  I noticed Tim’s cock getting hard as she screamed.  He was ready to go again.  The second she came down he stood up and walked behind her.  He grabbed her hips and pulled them backward.  His cock slid along her ass, stroking itself between her two soft cheeks.  He lowered it slowly, dipping the tip into her wet pussy.

                  I slid my hand back inside my panties and played with myself.  I felt a hint of guilt as I watched him slide inside of her.  I knew there was no going back from this moment.  He had officially fucked another woman with my permission.  Hell, I was getting off to it.  But it still felt strange and wrong.  It felt threatening in a way that made the pleasure that much more exciting.

                  He pulled his hips back and thrust them forward.  I could see Sofia’s breast sway as he fucked her.  He picked up speed, pounding her quickly as she moaned with each pump.  I slid forward on the bed.  I had to be closer to her.  I dragged my knuckled up her tight stomach until my hands had reached her breasts.  I pinched her nipples and rolled them in my fingers.  My free hand continued to play with my own pussy.

                  I dragged the hand that was on Sofia’s breast down her stomach and toward her pussy.  I felt my boyfriend’s cock pushing her slit wide open.  I felt it thrust in and out.  I pulled my fingers back up to her mound and played with her clit while circling mine.  This made her go wild.

                  “Oh!” she cried as my boyfriend grunted.  His hips slammed against her ass as he buried himself deep inside of her.  Sofia removed my fingers and bent underneath the top bunk.  She leaned down and kissed me.  “Take off your bottoms,” she whispered in soft grunts.

                  I removed my shorts and panties and lay back on the bed.  She lowered her mouth to my pussy while Tim fucked her.  In a strange way, it felt like he was fucking me.  Her tongue glided along my wet slit in the same rhythm that he pounded her from behind.  When he saw her licking me, his eyes rolled into the back of his head and he groaned.

                  His abs tightened and his fingers dug into the flesh of Sofia’s hips.  He released his hot load into her pussy and collapsed over her.  I pressed my hands to the wall behind me and let out a roar as a hot orgasm took over my entire body.  I came down, Sofia lifted her head, and Tim pulled out of our new friend.

                  Sofia stood up and I saw a line of Tim’s come dripping down her thigh.  I sat up, leaned forward, and pressed my lips to it.  I caught it on the tip of my tongue. I dragged my tongue up her thigh until it touched her pussy.  I slid it inside, tasting Tim’s come mixed with her sweet nectar.  It was like salted caramel and I couldn’t get enough of it.

                  The three of us passed out in the same bed naked.  Luckily, no one joined us in the middle of the night or they would’ve had a fun view.  In the morning, Sofia slipped out of bed and said her goodbyes, giving each of us a gentle kiss.  I rolled over and looked Tim deep in the eyes.  “I love you,” I told him, hoping he wasn’t eager to leave me for some other Spanish girl.

                  “I love you, too,” he said with a tenderness that felt as true as ever.  I curled up inside him, feeling my naked body press against his.  I thought about Sofia and how much I would miss her.

                  I’ll just have to find another girl for Tim to have, I thought.  I knew that this was the beginning of a brand new chapter for us.
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                  “You okay, Haley?  You seem nervous,” said Tommy, my boyfriend of only six months.

                  “I’m fine,” I said.  I swept a streak of blush across my cheeks.  My hands shook and my fingers trembled.  “Maybe I’m a little nervous.”  I smiled faintly as I lifted my eyes to his reflection.  He stood behind me, shirtless.  He was in between outfits, but even a flicker of his bare skin made my legs quiver.  I never understood how I was so lucky to hook up with a guy like Tommy.  He was thick and built, but lean.  He liked the gym but had a strong head on his shoulders.  Best of all, he seemed to adore me.

                  Tommy slid a black V-neck t-shirt on and my focus returned.  I pressed coral lipstick to my lips and felt my heart flutter.  Coral had been Kristen’s favorite color growing up, and now I was wearing that color for her.  I wasn’t sure why I picked her color to wear on my lips, or why I was so nervous.  Kristen was my best friend’s sister.  The three of us grew up closer than Tommy would ever know.  We did everything together.  I still talked to Rachel often, but Kristen had gone off to college out of state and was only now returning home.

                  We shopped, watched movies, and talked about boys.  But we also got into our fair share of trouble.  Kristen was a flirt like you wouldn’t believe.  My best friend, Rachel, was always horrified by her sister’s behavior.  I, on the other hand, was mesmerized.

                  I flicked the mascara wand over my lashes as I reminisced about the time the three of us snuck into a bar after graduation.  We didn’t even try to drink.  Kristen just wanted to experience the culture of the place.  She ended up dancing on a table – everyone else thought she was drunk, but we knew better –  taking off enough clothes to get us kicked out.

                  I don’t know why, but I never told Tommy about our stories.  Maybe it was partly because I wasn’t exciting without Kristen.  Kristen led the adventures.  Rachel and I just followed.  I don’t think Tommy would ever believe some of the things I’d done just because Kristen told me to.

                  I pushed earrings through the small holes in my lobes.  My mind wandered to the time Kristen had kissed me.  I never told Tommy about that.  I never told anyone, and I didn’t have plans on telling anyone.  Not because I was ashamed, but because I wanted it to be our little secret.  Not even Rachel knew.  I’m sure she would’ve disapproved.  I could’ve lost her friendship forever and often wondered if Kristen would tell just for fun, but she never did.

                  “You ready?” asked Tommy, leaning his head on my shoulder and kissing my neck.  A chill crept through my spine.  My eyes lowered and I nodded.

                  “Yeah. Let’s go.”

                  The restaurant was packed.  Tommy and I slid into a booth and I tapped my foot quickly against the linoleum.  We asked for four menus and waited.  I saw Rachel walk in and barely recognized the girl beside her.  She wore denim shorts and a denim jacket.  Her lips were bright red and her hair was blonde, long and wavy.  She seemed too cool for either Rachel or me.  As they got closer to our table, I realized it was Kristen.

                   “You alright?” asked Tommy, jolting me out of my daze.  I laughed it off and shoved my forbidden lustful desires as deep inside as they would go.  Even if I wanted to do something with Kristen, I couldn’t.  I was in a relationship and she was my best friend’s sister.  Not that I wanted to do anything…

                  Tommy spread the menus across the table for them.  Kristen smiled weakly at me and rubbed the back of her neck.  She seemed nervous.  Was it possible that she was anxious about seeing me again?  I shook the thought from my head and leaned across the table toward her.

                  “Hey,” I started.  “It’s been a while, huh?”

                  She exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for her entire life.  “Yeah.”  Her eyes searched mine.  They were trying to tell me more than her lips could express.  My eyes squeezed into a slight squint as I observed her.  She was hiding something.

                  “So, how was college?  It’s pretty cool you went out of state.”

                  “It has its pros and cons,” she said, finally loosening up a bit.  “I’ve built a ton of close friendships and learned a lot.  It’s not all it’s cracked up to be though.  I thought it would be full of wild parties.  There were some, but not wild enough for me.”  She winked and I blushed.  Her gaze drifted as if catching sight of something in the distance.  They quickly returned to me and she smiled.  “It’s pretty cool though.”

                  As her eyes lingered on my face, I felt my tense body relax.  Her green eyes were sweeping me into a dreamy haze.  If I didn’t know any better, I’d have thought she wanted to kiss me.

                  Tommy looked in our direction.  When he caught sight of us, his joyful smile shifted quickly into a knowing smirk.  Whatever information he thought he discovered was beyond my own scope of knowledge.  Thankfully, Rachel seemed oblivious to Tommy’s reaction and the thing he was reacting to.

                  The four of us ordered a few beers and plates of food.  I picked at mine slowly.  The heat of Kristen’s gaze never left my body.  It scorched me, even in the cool restaurant air.  Kristen shifted in his seat and his leg brushed against mine.  I couldn’t tell if it was an accident or not, but legs quivered in response.  Tommy watched us closely and I felt as if I were under a laboratory microscope.

                  Kristen didn’t say a word to me through dinner, unless she was provoked.  I didn’t say a word to her, either.  What was there to say?  Neither of us wanted to acknowledge the forbidden tension building between us, but the look in Tommy’s eyes told me I’d have to confront it sooner or later.  Why did he have to be so damned perceptive?

                  Toward the end of the evening, Rachel groaned about her long work day ahead.  I bid her goodnight and she stood up to leave.  “Oh, do you mind if I hang around a little longer?” Kristen asked.

                  “Of course not,” said Rachel.  “See you at home?”  Kristen nodded and the three of us watched her leave.

                  “We don’t want to keep you,” I started, but Tommy pressed his finger to my lips.

                  “You don’t want to be rude, do you?  You were just telling me how much you missed Kristen.”

                  “You were?” Kristen asked, leaning back in her booth with wide eyes.  I felt trapped.  I couldn’t say no and seem like I didn’t miss her at all.  I also couldn’t agree and give her the wrong impression.  I was certain she wanted something from me that I wasn’t willing or able to give her.  I didn’t know what happened to her while she was away, but I wasn’t a lesbian, no matter how much my body heat rose around her.

                  I nodded.  “Of course,” I said as casually as I could.  Unfortunately, there were no clear lines to these things.  Attraction was attraction.  Sex was sex.  I would’ve liked to think I could count on Tommy’s presence as a deterrent, but the way he smiled at us filled me with worry.  He could be the instigator, the match that lights the first flame.

                  Tommy excused himself to grab another beer from the bar.  This time, Kristen tried her best not to keep silent.  “Sorry if I’ve seemed distant,” she said.  “A lot has changed in the past few years.”

                  “I bet.  I can’t even imagine.”  To this, Kristen raised her eyebrow.  I wondered what perplexed her.  I softened my shoulders to encourage her to continue.

                  She slid down in her seat nervously and diverted her gaze away.  “I…uh…”

                  “What is it?” I asked, partly fearful and partly intrigued.

                  “I think I may like…girls.”

                    I gasped though I wasn’t all that surprised.  She quickly tread backwards.  “I mean…maybe I’m like…bisexual or something.  Fucking gay, right?”

                  I shrugged.  “I guess, technically.”  She eyed me and we burst into a fit of laughter rough enough that it split my sides.

                  “Ah, Haley,” she said, resting her hand on my thigh underneath the table and leaning toward me.  “I missed your sense of humor.”  She was smiling and friendly, not in the least bit hinting at anything romantic for the first time that evening.  I couldn’t understand why I leaned in at that moment and kissed her.  In the middle of a crowded restaurant.  I was overcome with desire.  The longer she held my kiss, the more impassioned I became.  My tongue slid out and parted her lips.  She opened them willingly and allowed me to explore her.  Her hand moved up my thigh slowly, under my skirt, until the tips of her fingers brushed against my wet panties.

                  “What do we have here?” said Tommy’s voice from over Kristen’s shoulder.  I broke our kiss instantly and felt my cheeks flush.  He would let me have it now.  He wasn’t going to let me walk away from this.

                  “Shit, Tommy,” said Kristen.  “Nothing.  My apologies.”

                  “What are you apologizing for if it was nothing?”  Kristen refused to turn and face him.  Her cheeks were bright red.  Through the glass window, the sun faded behind the horizon, slowly turning the sky dark and flaring our temptations.

                  Tommy leaned his hands on the table and bent his body at the waist.  His hot, determined gaze threatened to push this night farther.  His face was inches from Kristen’s.  “You like my girlfriend, don’t you?”

                  “Tommy,” I said, attempting to save Kristen the humiliation.  He glared at me, dark glowing eyes in a dark night.  I pressed my lips together and sank in my seat.

                  “The big question here is…does my girlfriend want to kiss you?”

                  “Dammit, Tommy.”  I huffed out a cloud of frustration.  “I kissed her, okay?  You happy?”  His smirk grew wider and slimier.  It was apparent he was happy, as if he knew what had happened and he was hoping I’d admit to it.

                  “Why don’t we take this somewhere else if you like kissing her so much?”  Kristen’s eyes darted away and I rubbed her thigh to comfort her.  What Tommy was doing was cruel, and he knew it was cruel.  I was used to his teasing and demanding behavior, but it was clear that Kristen was new to it.

                  Kristen, relieved by my touch, brought her gaze toward me.  She nodded.  “Okay.  Let’s go back to your place, Haley.”  My eyes widened, but I couldn’t deny her.  The three of us paid our tab and piled into my car.

                  When we arrived to my apartment, we headed straight to the bedroom.  My hands were shaking and my panties were soaked with wet desire.  I stood near the wall awkwardly, waiting for someone else’s instructions.

                  Kristen leaned in toward me and grasped my neck with her hands.  She planted her lips on mine and parted them with her tongue.  My heart raced and my thoughts became a whirlwind of confusion.  She had seemed so timid a moment ago, shy and afraid.  Now she was swirling her tongue along the roof of my mouth while my boyfriend watched us.

                  I couldn’t pull away, as much as I knew I should’ve.  I didn’t want to give Tommy the satisfaction, but Kristen tasted like a long forgotten memory.  She smelled of apple trees and summer nights.  Her hands were soft and tender.  Her skin emanated a floral scent.  She was beautiful and different.  Strong in a different way than Tommy.

                  “Oh fuck, this is hot,” said Tommy as if he just realized what he had signed up for by asking us here.

                  Kristen pulled away and turned to him with a sharp gaze.  “Shut up, Tommy, or I’ll have to fuck you in front of your girlfriend.”  My eyes shot wide open.  This whole time I’d been afraid of something happening between the two of us, but I never thought about something happening between her and Tommy.  The way she said it, though, made me want to see it.  I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

                  “No problems here,” Tommy said with a grin.  “Fuck away.”  I glared at him and he shut up quickly.

                  “Would you like that?” Kristen asked me, leaning her lips to my ear.  Our breasts were touching and I wished we were naked.  “Would you like to see me ride your boyfriend’s hard cock?”

                  She rubbed her thumb in circles over my panties.  I was completely subdued.  I nodded even though I was slightly afraid.  I didn’t know what would happen to my relationship if something like that happened.

                  Just after I agreed, Kristen kissed my cheek.  Then she kissed my lips.  Her tongue probed into my mouth and I tasted cinnamon in her saliva.  I inhaled deeply, wanting to take in all of her.  She placed one hand on my breast and massaged it over my tight top while her other circled my clit.  Then she worked her fingers underneath the fabric of my panties.

                  One finger slid into my soaking wet slit and I arched my back.  She slid her other hand underneath my shirt and bra until she found my nipple.  She pinched it and rolled it in her fingers while she bit my lip.  Tommy was panting like a dog behind her.

                  I felt completely overwhelmed by Kristen’s touch and kiss.  I pushed my hips forward to beg for more.  She smiled at me and kissed my neck.  She bit the skin while she slid her finger in and out of me.

                  She pulled away and slid my panties down, tossing them to the floor.  She turned to Tommy and directed him to the bed.  He eagerly moved to the edge of the bed to watch.  She kneeled down slowly.  She pushed my skirt up to my hips, my pussy fully exposed to her.  She licked her lips hungrily and spread my legs against the wall.  How the hell did we get here?  I still couldn’t believe this was really happening.

                  She moved her head between my legs until her mouth was only a few torturous inches from my wet pussy.  Her hot breath rolled over my wetness, sending a chill down my spine.  I bit my lip and looked down the length of my body at her.  My gaze darted to Tommy who was rubbing his groin as he watched us.  I thought of her riding him like she had threatened and it turned me on even more.  Is this really what I want?  I realized rationalizing it was futile.  I told myself to just let it happen.

                  Kristen slid her tongue between her lips until it touched my soft skin.  I purred as she licked me, sending hot electricity through me.  I reached my hands behind my head to stabilize myself against the wall.  I lifted my hips up to her mouth and she sucked me in.  Her tongue glided along my slit and up to my clit, only stopping to circle it.  Her hands reached up under my shirt again – this time lifting my bra up over my breasts.  Tommy had a perfect view of her teasing my nipples and I couldn’t help but moan at the fact.

                  Kristen slid her tongue inside of me and flicked it against my inner walls.  I felt myself throb and pulse around her.  By the time she made it back up to my clit I was coming.  I let out a long, wild scream and she smiled as she licked me.  I wondered if she’d done this before.  She was clearly good at it.  I wondered how often she had done this in college.  Had she slept with other couples, too?  Or were we the first?  I couldn’t imagine ever turning her away.

                  I came down and Kristen pulled her head back, smiling.  “That’s a good girl,” she said.  She stood up and slid her tongue into my mouth.  I could taste my orgasm on her lips.  I cooed as we kissed and then I reached for her breast with my hand.  I’d never felt another woman’s tits before and I was curious.  She lifted her shirt for me so that my bare palm could rest against her soft mound.

                  I already felt like I could come again, but Kristen wasn’t going to let me.  “Time for you to watch me fuck your hot boyfriend.”  I blushed and wondered if I could let her go through with it.  As painful as I knew it would be, I wanted to give Kristen anything she wanted.  She was opening me up to a whole new life and so far, it was the best thing that’d ever happened to me.  The last thing I wanted to do was deny her.  So all I could do was nod.

                  I straightened up against the wall.  I left my shirt and bra resting above my breasts and I left my pussy bare.  Kristen got up and stripped her clothes from her body except for her bright red thong.  She walked toward Tommy who looked like he was in shock.  His jaw hung open and his eyes were wide.  He couldn’t take his gaze off of her smoking hot body.  She was just as toned as I had imagined, even to the point of having a flat stomach.  Her breasts were full and her nipples were tiny pink nubs poking toward him. He reached up and grabbed her breasts in his hands.  I chuckled to myself, wondering how long he would be able to last with her.

                  She straddled his lap and kissed him.  He ran his hands up and down her body, stopping at her hips.  She rocked her hips over his jeans and their tongues danced wildly.  I felt a rush of blood flow back to my pussy so I reached my hand between my legs.  I slid a finger into my wet pussy as I watched another woman with my boyfriend – something I never thought I’d be able to do.

                  Tommy ran his hands over her ass and pulled her into him.  She lifted his shirt above his head and tossed it to the side.  She ran her hands over his chest and abs.  I couldn’t believe I was watching another woman touch his bare chest.  Her hands didn’t stop there.  They unfastened his jeans and he helped her slide them off his body.  Now she was in her black thong and he only wore his briefs.

                  Kristen turned to me and said, “I’m going to fuck him better than you ever could.  And you’re going to think of me any time you fuck him from now on.”  I swallowed and nodded.  I couldn’t believe I let her talk to me like that.  I couldn’t believe I was enjoying it.  I slid my fingers in and out of my pussy while she removed my boyfriend’s briefs.  She got on her knees and wrapped her dainty hand around his big, thick cock.

                  She parted her lips and wrapped them around his head.  My fingers circled my clit again as I watched her suck him in.  He thrust his hips forward, hitting the back of her throat with his bulbous head.  She gagged on it and his eyes widened.  I’d never given head that good for him before.

                  I loved seeing Kristen’s hot body on my boyfriend.  I loved seeing her young, supple mouth suck his cock.  She bobbed her head up and down over him and fondled his balls with her hand.  Tommy placed his hands on the back of her head to help her swallow more of him.  She nearly took him all the way in.  I could never do that.

                  My heart fluttered as she sucked.  The sounds and the moans swirled around in my head.  Her breasts swung as she moved her head back and forth.  It didn’t take long for Tommy to spill his load into her mouth.  His abs tightened and he let out a growl as he released it.  She swallowed everything she could.  She was impressive.

                  Apparently she didn’t swallow everything.  When Tommy had finished, she walked over to me and kissed me.  She let go of part of his load into my mouth and I swallowed it eagerly.  I loved tasting him inside of her.

                  She faced me still and removed her panties.  I saw her perfectly trimmed pussy for the first time.  I reached out and slid a finger between her legs, searching for her clit.  She was soaking wet and I used her wetness to circle her clit.  She moaned and smiled.  Her hand grabbed mine and lifted my fingers to her lips.  She sucked them clean and then turned back to my boyfriend.

                  I dipped my fingers back into my pussy.  My walls were swollen and puffy.  My clit had escaped its hood and was begging to come again.  I tugged at my nipples and circled it.  Kristen straddled my boyfriend’s lap again and grabbed his shaft.  She faced away from him so she could watch me.  She placed the head of his cock at her entrance and she slowly lowered her hips.  I watched my boyfriend’s cock disappear into her tight, wet pussy.

                  Tommy had his hands on her ass as she lowered down.  She stared at me like she owned me.  Her eyes were narrow and sharp.  The green in them sparkled like emeralds.  She moaned.  “You like watching his cock slide inside of me?”

                  I nodded and furiously rubbed my clit.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  She took all of him inside of her until he disappeared completely.  She rocked her hips back and forth.  Tommy leaned his head back and groaned, “Fuck.”

                  “I’m going to make him come so hard,” she told me as she lifted her hips up and down over his lap.  I continued to play with myself as the scene unfolded before me.  She moved faster and slammed her hips down harder.  Her legs tightened and clenched as she lifted herself.  She moved to the balls of her feet to rise up before falling down again.

                  She circled her hips.  Tommy couldn’t take anymore.  He watched me play with myself while he grabbed Kristen’s hips.  He started to slam into her, making her moan with pleasure.  Fuck this is hot.  Oh my god.  I’m going to come.

                  The walls of my pussy contracted as another orgasm washed over me.  I let out a loud moan which set off both Kristen and Tommy.  She started to rub her clit until she came and Tommy spilled another load inside of her.  I thought about his come traveling up toward her belly.  I wondered if she felt fulfilled.

                  When they finished, Kristen hopped off him and came back to me.  She told me to lie down beside him on the bed.  I moved next to Tommy and cautiously laid down on my back.  She straddled my face and lowered her pussy to my mouth.  I opened it for her and stuck out my tongue.  I licked the inside of her pussy until it was clean from my boyfriend’s come.  I’d never licked a pussy before. The smell was intoxicating and I attempted to memorize it.  I knew I’d smell it on Tommy’s cock later on.

                  Kristen slid her fingers into my hair to hold my head.  She rode my face wildly.  I sucked and licked until her walls began to throb.  I circled her clit with my tongue and she let out another scream.  She came onto my face, pushing out the last few drops of Tommy’s come.

                  She lifted off of me and kissed me.  She wanted to taste herself and Tommy inside of me.  I couldn’t get enough of her.  I wanted to give her anything and everything.  She gave me everything I didn’t know I wanted.

                  She sat next to me on the bed as the three of us came down from our euphoric high.  “What a nice homecoming,” she teased, sticking her slender tongue out at me.

                  I laughed.  “Your welcome.”

                  “We’re going to have to do this a lot more often,” Kristen said with a daring gaze.

                  I looked at Tommy who looked back at me.  Simultaneously we said, “I’m okay with that.”  Kristen smiled and lay down beside me.  She didn’t bother to get dressed.

                  I could no longer deny that I had a huge crush on Kristen.  It was more than a crush.  I wanted her to be a bigger part of my life and I hoped she wanted it too.
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                  Ugh.

                  Girls always seem think they can have what isn’t theirs. Sure, I remember being twenty-one, too. I also remember thinking that every man within a mile radius should be ready to trip over his bottom lip to gain my attention. I guess that’s what a slender little figure and a smooth complexion will do to a girl. But I never tried to go after a woman’s husband; a married man, of all things.

                  But Kelsey was different. She was a new breed of young woman; determined to get exactly what she wanted. And she wanted my husband, James. You’re going to have to work pretty damn hard to make that happen, missy, I remember thinking to myself the moment I first saw her putting innocent little flirtations past my man.

                  Maybe I’m getting a little too ahead of myself, though. Let’s start from the beginning.

                  I only vaguely remember the moving truck parked in the driveway next door. The late spring weather had finally brought a bit of boating weather with it. James and I must’ve waited longer than ever before for the winter breezes to cease their assault, and give way for the bounty of tropical temperatures. So, naturally, the first chance we had to get out on the beach, we took it. I remember coming back from that first day, the boat towed behind James’ pickup truck, being so exhausted from all of that sunshine that I hardly noticed the big, yellow moving truck next door, backed up the steep incline and positioned right against the opening of the garage.

                  Hm, I thought to myself, about time somebody bought that house. Six months in this housing market and you’d think somebody had been murdered in the living room. I pulled into the garage, brushed down my teal shorts, and adjusted my white, summer blouse top. I’d been looking better than I could remember, ever since finding the perfect night-crème for my face. I guess turning thirty-five had instilled more vanity than I’d ever expected; I started noticing fine lines around my eyes and lips, and though James never seemed to indulge me, I knew I’d put on just a bit of weight. The sands of time had flowed a bit south since the cold winter had pressed into our coast, and I either needed a gym or a beach under my tushy pronto.

                  I’d started doing a bit of home fitness. That had never really worked very well for me, but the streaming service we had for our television, came with a channel I’d never seen before. Some tanned, flamboyant workout instructor named Sergio had kicked my butt from the get-go. I found myself hooked, and unlike so many times before, I actually started seeing results.

                  I felt great about myself, my career at the law firm, and my marriage. Nothing could mess it up, I thought. Well, life always seems to want to knock you down a bit when you’re being arrogant. And I had veered down that road. Lo and behold; a dirty little twenty-one year-old vixen named Kelsey had arrived to put an end to that.

                  I tucked my sunglasses down at the V-shape of my shirt, feeling the cool bronze plastic slide against my chest, as I watched James backing the boat into the driveway. I gave him a little signal and a smile, as he stuck his head out of the window. I always got a laugh when the breeze undid his perfectly styled, short blonde hair. His trimmed beard glistened in the afternoon sun, contrasting with the shadow of his rigid jawline. James had always been far too sexy for a girl like me. I was a career oriented woman, anyway. I didn’t need a guy like James to validate me. But by the time we met, we were both twenty-eight, and I had started to doubt myself as a law student. He came in and lifted me up, metaphorically speaking. Though, with his giant biceps and his tight physique, lifting me up physically had been an easy enough task, too.

                  We both worked a bit more than we should have. But with him opting to work from home most days, I managed to see him more than I expected, given our demanding careers. I would sneak in and give him a few playful kisses on the cheek. And, sometimes when he was on a conference call, I couldn’t help but give him a playful grab or two. My hand would sneak down near his pants and I would eye the outline of his cock. I had to touch it; the monster had been practically waiting for me to awaken it. And James would shake his head and give a frustrated expression. But his lips always betrayed his annoyance, breaking into a grin that came with two dimples on each cheek. He would brush me away from his office, and I would be forced to occupy myself for the next few hours while he finished up his work for the day. But, we’d always made an agreement that 8pm was ‘quitting’ time, no matter what. The few hours we had before bedtime, always managed to be particularly special, even if we were just watching something silly on television.

                  We were made for each other. And I knew that our relationship was rare, in that way. We had no trouble communicating; we had no trouble working as a team. And we had no trouble in the bedroom. In fact, I took a good deal of pride in being the first woman, at least according to James, who could handle his massive penis. I know it sounds ridiculous – hilarious, even. But my husband is more than brains, blonde hair, blue eyes and a gym-made body. He has the biggest thing I’d ever seen. No, I’ve never whipped out a ruler before, but James claims it’s around nine inches long, and from my own experiences, I’m more than inclined to believe him.

                  I always remember the first time I had sex. I guess I had been a bit of a late bloomer; eighteen and clueless about sex. I actually thought ‘doggy style’ was something that only dogs could do. I’d never been given “the talk” by my parents, so that might’ve had something to do with it. Thank goodness for the internet, is all I can say. And, I’m glad I’d had a few boyfriends and less-than-honorable hook-ups before I met James. I’d learned what I liked along the way; and riding cowgirl while I grind my man is definitely my path to bliss. I also learned something a bit less acceptable to admit, which is that when it comes to my preferences; the bigger the better. Actually, I suppose there is a limit. I don’t know if I could handle anything bigger than my hubby. And I hope I never have to find out, either way. But, I’ve always known that I could handle a bit more than many other girls. I don’t want to sound full of myself, either. I realize that it’s not a talent; I was simply made that way.

                  So, when the all-too curious girl next door started poking around, I knew that I always had an ace in the hole. I would never have wanted to touch a nine-incher when I was Kelsey’s age. It took a bit of working-up-to. Sure, they’re tons of fun to look at and giggle with your girlfriends; if you can find a male strip club that has a few big ones, I highly recommend it. I knew that my husband preferred a real woman. The only problem was; he’s a man, and any man with blood pumping through his veins, will fall for those youthful eyes and those slender little legs, any day of the week. Add in a few breasts that are too big for the girl to even know what to do with, and you’ve got a recipe for disaster.

                  And this is exactly what came walking into my garage on that fateful spring afternoon.

                  I didn’t notice her at first. I had been too occupied, watching Jamey back the truck and the boat into the garage, while I sipped on what was left of my iced coffee. I was going to be working that night, and I knew I couldn’t let the few hours of sun lull me into a nap. Maybe if I hadn’t taken my sunglasses off, I would have seen her. But, as I squinted, I only saw the truck lights, beaming red into the open garage.

                  After a moment, the pickup-truck’s engine cut, and James stepped out. His dapper beach wear always seemed too good to be true; he filled out just about any clothing like some kind of supermodel. His breezy Hawaiian shorts and his button-down coral shirt, flapped in the wind. He pulled his sunglasses down, slightly, and eyed me, as if to signal something. I shrugged, and he cocked his head.

                  “Um, hi,” I suddenly heard.

                  “Oh,” I jumped. “Hello.” With what must’ve been complete confusion written over my face, I started toward the opening of the garage, as the face that had appeared near the door, turned to look at James. “Hi,” the girl said, with a wider smile than she’d given me.

                  “Can we help you?” James asked, grinning.

                  “Um, my name is Kelsey. I’m moving in next door?” She said. I came closer and saw her full body, standing just beside the frame for the garage door. She was slender, petite, and busty; just my luck. She had firecracker red hair, chopped off at her shoulders, and styled delicately, matching her red-manicured fingernails and a little ruby jewel that hung from a necklace over her camisole.

                  “Nice to meet you,” James said.

                  “Hi, there,” I said, starting closer to her. I took one look at her tight little navel, bared just between the end of her short cami and her tiny white denim shorts, and I nodded with a hint of envy. She was, after all, a beautiful young woman, and at the time she didn’t pose a threat to me. Those legs… use them while you have them, girl, I remember thinking to myself, as I sipped my iced coffee nonchalantly. I extended my hand and felt Kelsey’s coming around mine. “Nice to meet you,” she said, with a sense of manners and enunciation I hadn’t expected.

                  “Don’t tell me you own that house next door; you must be one of those internet stars, huh?” I joked.

                  “Babe, come on,” James said, seemingly embarrassed.

                  Kelsey laughed and shook her head. “No, I’m just a college student,” she said with a self-deprecating tone. A pearly-white grin formed as she said this, suggesting she’d been falsely modest. “I just moved in with a couple of my girlfriends; we’re renting out the house. We’re starting law school this fall,” she said.

                  “Law school?” I said, feeling a lump in my throat. “Wow,” I continued. “Aren’t you a little young for law school?”

                  “I’m twenty-one,” she said – her emerald eyes beaming in the sunlight.

                  “Well, welcome to the neighborhood,” James smiled.

                  “Thanks,” Kelsey smiled right back.

                  “Law school, huh? It’s a small word, I guess. My wife and I are both lawyers. We actually went to Crestdale Law, too. But that was ages ago,” James laughed.

                  “Not ages,” I corrected. “But it has been a little while.”

                  “Well, um, I was really just coming over to ask what you do for internet service around here. But, that’s really cool that you went to Crestdale,” Kelsey explained. “I’m kind of nervous; it’s pretty prestigious.”

                  “The bark is worse than the bite,” James winked. “See if you can get Professor Lamar; he’s your ticket to an easy “a” when it comes to rhetoric,” James explained.

                  “Ok, babe. I don’t think she was looking for a field guide,” I said, with a nervous laugh. “As far as internet service goes,” I started. I explained to Kelsey how the internet companies operated on our street. Being so close to the city line, it had been like pulling teeth to get anybody to install at our address. I tried to relay this much to Kelsey, but in-between her indifferent nods of affirmation; I couldn’t help but feel like James had been sneaking glances at the girl from the side. I wanted to go on, but I cut myself off, instead, for this very reason. James took a deep breath, clasped his hands together, and smiled, “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

                  “Thanks,” Kelsey said. “Hopefully I see more of you.” She quickly turned to face me and cleared her throat. “I mean, more of you both,” she added, with a nervous giggle, before turning heel and heading across the small grassy dip between our lot and hers. All the while, I couldn’t help but eye her tight little ass. I remembered what it had been like to have a butt like that; I didn’t appreciate it at the time. It’s too small… too flat… too everything! I’d thought to myself the countless times I looked at it in the mirror. Now, I felt like I’d have given quite a bit to have a taut little tush again.

                  “Well, she is… interesting,” I said, wandering my eyes back toward James.

                  “Interesting? Yeah, I guess so,” James said.

                  “Oh, come on, Jamey. Don’t tell me you didn’t look at that little ass of hers, you dirty old man,” I teased.

                  James stepped forward, grabbed me into his big biceps and laughed. “Oh, come on. You can’t possibly think that I…” he said, before I quickly interrupted.

                  “Well, she is attractive,” I said. “And you happen to be cut from stone,” I grinned.

                  “Not this, again,” he rolled his eyes.

                  “What?” I asked, feigning obliviousness. I hadn’t expected him to call my bluff, but James knew me better than that.

                  “This is that intern all over again,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck.

                  “What? Melissa? Oh, come on,” I said.

                  “Babe, you think that every college girl who enters within a mile of me is on the warpath to steal me away,” he joked.

                  “Melissa was eye-fucking you without even a hint of shame. You’re a guy, so, of course you wouldn’t notice. Men are more oblivious to this sort of thing. But women can always tell,” I said.

                  Perhaps I’d stretched the truth just a tad. The fact of the matter is that, while I wasn’t psychic; and obviously I didn’t know every time a girl held impure thoughts about my man. But I did have a pretty good eye for it. Young women aren’t as sly as they think they are; at least, not to an older, experienced woman, like me. I’d been around the block a few times before Kelsey showed up. I felt like I was prepared to handle her subtle little flirtations.

                  Soon enough, I forgot about the incident. And later that night, I found myself halfway through an iced espresso (which didn’t do much for my concentration, by the way) and knee-deep in deposition papers. The constant shuffling through each paper, while cursing the fact that we couldn’t have used scanned PDFs, made it sound as though my office had been turned into a financial management office on Wall Street. I felt burnt out and frazzled, but I had the potential of the biggest case of my life, if I could provide my new client with enough confidence to let me handle their situation. James, on the other hand, had been in-between his own cases. He’d still been helping out the firm as an assistant, but he had just finished leading his own team to his own huge victory. The champagne had barely lost its fizz before I found myself in the same position. I was getting more stressed by the hour; not that we don’t expect it in the profession, but I knew that the pressure was on.

                  What I didn’t expect, was that I would be dealing with a very different sort of pressure, at the very same time.

                  “Knock, knock,” James said, standing in the doorway, holding a cup of something hot. The steam wandered into the air, almost like a cartoon.

                  “Is that coffee?” I asked.

                  “Yeah, it’s for you,” James said, with a smile.

                  “Oh, thank you!” I said, clasping my hands toward it, like a selfish, caffeine-deprived goblin. I felt like such a mess to look at, already, having neglecting my normal evening routine.

                  “It’s decaf,” James said, handing me the mug. “And it’s hot.”

                  “Decaf?” I said.

                  “It’s eleven p.m.,” James explained. “You’ve got to be up at eight. I probably shouldn’t be giving you the three milligrams, or whatever, that is in this,” James laughed.

                  “Well, thanks, but I’m going to need more than decaf to catch up on this,” I explained.

                  “You’re not coming to bed yet, are you?” James asked.

                  “Did anybody ever tell you, you’d make a good psychic?” I teased.

                  “Well, I,” James started. Though, we both turned our heads toward the front of the house, when we heard the doorbell chiming down the hallway.

                  “What the…” James started, looking back toward me, and then toward the front of the house, once more.

                  I shrugged and simply said, “Spooky,” as James started down the hallway.

                  “You’re not going to answer it, are you?” I called.

                  “I’m just going to peek,” he said.

                  I held in suspense for a moment, and then immediately jumped from my seat, when I heard the unexpected sound of the front door opening, followed by what sounded like a warm and friendly greeting.

                  “What the…” I said, mimicking my husband, as I poked my head just out of my office doorway. I snuck a glance down my nose, looking toward the front door. But I couldn’t see anybody in the doorway. I only saw, and heard, James, laughing and shaking his head.

                  I focused my attention, and could hear a girl giggling; in fact, I heard more than one. James finally stepped to the side, and there, I saw Kelsey, standing in our doorway and wearing the tiniest red and white bikini I think I have ever laid eyes upon. I couldn’t help but gasp; and a bit too audibly, at that. James turned his face back toward me, and Kelsey, along with her two bikini-clad friends, looked over, just as I disappeared back into my office.

                  I was resigned to listening to the remainder of the conversation taking place in my foyer, and I could barely make anything out. Instead, I heard laughter coming from the girls, along with my husband’s baritone sifting down the hallway. I kept wondering when the conversation would end, until finally, it did. I heard the door shut, and I took a deep breath. You’re not jealous or anything – you just want to know what that was all about, I thought, preparing myself. James started down the hallway, and passed right by my office; I couldn’t help but feel offended. Why wouldn’t he share what the conversation had been about? I tailed him and met him in the kitchen, where he’d been grappling a box of cereal.

                  “Um; what was that all about?” I asked. “Exactly?” I added, clearing my throat, nervously.

                  “Oh,” James said, turning and chuckling. “That girl from next door? She was asking if I wanted to join her pool party or something.”

                  “Pool party?” I said. I poked my head around the cabinets, and looked out the back window. Sure enough, I saw lights decorating the back porch, along with the faint sounds of a raucous group of people laughing and splashing just on the other side of the fence.

                  “Why would they want us to go to their pool party? Aren’t we, like, not ‘with-it,’” I said, half-joking.

                  “Well,” James started.

                  “What?” I asked.

                  “They asked if I wanted to go. That’s the weird thing,” he explained. “When I said I would ask you if you wanted to go next door, the girls sort of…” James trailed off.

                  “Sort of what?” I said, concerned.

                  “I don’t know,” James shrugged. “They just said ‘maybe next time’ and changed the subject. They started asking me about my law degree,” he laughed.

                  “Oh, so they didn’t want me to go?” I said, crossing my arms.

                  James chuckled and shook his head. “I doubt it was anything like that, babe.”

                  “Uh-huh,” I said. “Come on, James. It’s like I told you earlier. She wants you.” I came toward my husband, put my arms around him, and smiled indulgently. “She wants your big dick,” I continued, teasing and doting upon him.

                  “Babe, come on,” James said, laughing and shaking his head.

                  Truth be told, I was a bit jealous – even angry. But, at the same time, I found Kelsey attractive, too, and I couldn’t help but feel flattered, knowing that a girl like her had been tripping over herself to talk to my husband twice that day; it was cute. I told James as much, and next thing I knew, he’d turned the lights out and gone to bed, and I was right back where I’d started, knee-deep in my papers.

                  I thought about Kelsey more and more as the hours went on. I’ve never been one to find other women as sexually attractive; it’s more of an ‘objective fact’ sort of thing. But there was something, immediately, about Kelsey that drew me in. I couldn’t stop thinking about whether James had been drawn in by her, too. He’d had more women in his college years than I ever cared to think about. But, we’d been married a little while, by then. I knew it was natural to wonder whether his eyes would perk up, the moment a bit of young, low-hanging fruit started to blossom in the tree just next door. I knew my eyes had wandered. But, I brushed the thought aside. I have a life of my own, thank you very much, I thought to myself, and churned on into the early morning.

      [image: ]
* * *

                  By the very next morning, I had stopped thinking of Kelsey altogether. And by the time a few days rolled by, I found myself back to the usual routine of trying to be a renaissance woman; career, hobby and pleasure. James and I had arranged a cookout in the backyard; we’d been trying to change up our routines. Since I always thought it a shame that he’d never used the big, fancy grill we’d bought with the house, I suggested he ‘woo’ me with a bit of his cooking skills. He was always bragging about them, but the moment he blushed at the thought, I knew I’d called his bluff. Of course, we still kept the date. Instead, we opted for a few cocktails, instead. We sat on the back deck, and clanged our glasses together.

                  “To the end of the week from hades,” I chuckled. James smiled, and we pulled our glasses of wine away.

                  “You don’t think we’re too – I don’t know – old and boring, do you?” I asked James.

                  “Old?” He laughed. “Babe, this is the first week in ages where neither of us has had a wedding or a work crisis that required us to fly to New York last minute for,” he explained. “If this is old and boring, sign me up,” he smiled.

                  I couldn’t help but trace my eyes over James’ button-down powder-blue shirt, along with his sand-colored khaki shorts. I’d poked a bit of fun at him for buying the sandals that he’d been wearing, with a little eagle emblem on the top of the toe-band, but honestly, I couldn’t get over just how sexy he looked. This is mine? I asked myself, wandering over his shorts, again, and settling over his lap, as if I didn’t already know the fleshy beast that hid beneath his zipper. I never seemed to stop wondering just how I’d landed a guy like James. Any girl would have killed to have him, and deep down, I knew it. I won’t say that it kept me up at night, but the first few years of our marriage had been difficult, trusting that he would actually push off all the girls that flirted with him at the office, or at dinner meetings at restaurants, or at the ballpark, or the beach. I know, I know, it seems ridiculous, but I found myself getting over it, as time passed (and my career took off). After a few years in the firm, I had the sort of self-worth I’d been looking for as a person. And even now, after years of being together, I still managed to get plenty of self-worth in the bedroom from James.

                  The quiet evenings we’d had that month, indeed, were fortunate. I knew that once my case geared up and the trial started, we wouldn’t have many of these for a while. I sipped my wine and smiled toward James. Everything seemed perfect, watching the sunset that evening.

                  Yet, somehow, a redheaded little tart named Kelsey, managed to interrupt the moment between my husband and I, yet again.

                  “Hey,” I heard her call. She poked her face above the fence, wearing a pair of big sunglasses with little hearts on either corner. She flashed a smile and gave a flirty little wave toward James.

                  “Hello,” I said, beating him to the punch. “How’s it going?”

                  “Fine. Can James come over and play?” Kelsey said, giggling. She looked down at something – presumably the owner of the other laughs that came from behind the fence.

                  “Cute,” I said, with a little less enthusiasm.

                  “I like your deck,” Kelsey said, giggling again.

                  “Thanks,” James said, before looking toward me with a look of utter confusion across his eyes.

                  “James, um… I was wondering if I could still take you up on that offer sometime.” Kelsey said.

                  Um, what offer? I thought, nearly dropping my wine glass.

                  “Uh,” James started, clearing his throat and shifting in his lounge seat. “Yeah, sure. Just let me know when a good time would be.”

                  “What offer?” I whispered.

                  James tried to downplay it, so, I decided to find out for myself. “Oh, my husband made you an offer, huh?”

                  Kelsey nodded and grinned devilishly. “Um, I guess I’d better go.” Suddenly, she disappeared behind the fence, and the sounds of another pool party getting underway, slipped out of the lawn next to ours and echoed across our deck.

                  Amid the sounds of college girls giggling and rap music blasting from a stereo, I turned to James and cocked my brow.

                  James shook his head and grinned. “Don’t even. The other night when she came over, I mentioned how I wrote that letter to Dr. Mullins before I started law school, and how it really made a difference in my studies with him.”

                  “Oh, you mean that letter where you kissed his butt?” I jested.

                  “Whatever,” James dismissed. “It worked, didn’t it?” He grinned. “And Kelsey wants to do the same thing, I guess.”

                  “Well she obviously doesn’t need a letter to do it,” I slipped.

                  “What do you mean?” James asked, sipping his wine.

                  “Oh, James, you really…” I started, gushing with a pseudo-sympatric tone, hoping to explain to my husband the intricate ways in which I’d deduced Kelsey’s character, and found her to be the sort of girl who might – I don’t know – use other methods to obtain an easy A. But I never got that far. Because just as I started to talk, Kelsey popped up above the fence, again; this time, topless, and laughing hysterically.

                  “She dared me to, so I had to,” she said, blushing with red cheeks, before disappearing back behind the fence.

                  “Oh my…” I gasped. The image of the girls perfectly perky C-cups, pale, freckled and milky-smooth, hanging just above our fence line had been burned in my mind. At the moment, all I could do was hang my jaw open from shock.

                  “Whoa,” James said. “Did you get a load of the pierced nipples?” He chugged the last of his wine and laughed.

                  “Need I say more?” I said, rising my brow and smirking.

                  “About…?” James asked.

                  “Kelsey hardly needs a letter to get on Dr. Mullins’ good side,” I explained. “I think the perky little pair of boobs that hung over our fence just now, is the smoking gun evidence we’ve been looking for in this case,” I said.

                  “I’m going inside; are you coming?” I asked. I felt a tinge of jealousy. I wanted to joke around and flash my own boobs at James, as I’d done when I got a bit tipsy. But what currency did I have compared to that tight-bodied little vixen next door? Still, James seemed unfazed. I have to admit – with shame – that I hadn’t expected him to be so indifferent to the girl. Instead, we went inside, and we had a bit of fun of our own.

                  James followed me upstairs, slapping my butt, as I laughed and shot up to the top of the staircase. He started dragging my clothes off of me, one by one, as I headed for the bedroom, until, by the time we were coming down atop the mattress; I’d been covered only by my bra and panties. James’ head started down between my legs. With little moans and sighs, I looked up toward the ceiling, smiling and gasping. But again, as she’d done so many times before, Kelsey managed to sneak her way into my mind. The image of the girl’s breasts filled my mind, as I grabbed and massaged my own. I felt a heightened arousal just thinking of her skimpy little body, barely covered by her small bikini. I bit my lip, gasped, as James’s tongue made its way down over my clit, and I thought of Kelsey. I imagined what her bottom-half must’ve looked like naked. I didn’t know what had come over me. I’m not supposed to be fantasizing about her – James is! I protested in my mind. It nearly distracted me from the pleasure his skillful tongue had brought to my body. But, like every time before, I couldn’t resist but beg for more. I sat up, pushed him back onto the floor with my foot, and came down over him, until I started working my way inside his shorts, to find his giant, hard cock. And there it had been, throbbing and massive. I grabbed it casually, and laughed to myself, at the idea that I’d ever been so scared of it.

                  The first few times we’d had sex, though, I had been petrified of it. “There is no way that thing is going inside me; it would break me!” I told him. And I honestly believed that. But he’d been so gentle, so patient, that eventually it worked. And just like that very evening, on the floor of our big bedroom, I had gasped and grabbed my fists at his back as he slid into me and stretched me open around him. I came so fast, it was a little embarrassing. I hadn’t ever done that. And yet, years later, I didn’t miss a beat.

                  James pushed inside me, there on the floor, and I bit my lip. I shut my eyes and I couldn’t help but think of Kelsey. For a moment, as strange as it is to admit, I thought of myself as her. I imagined myself in her little college-girl body, bated breath as James’ giant cock spread her open. The imagine in my mind, left me grinding my hips against the base of James’ cock, chasing the climax that came drifting down to me with every passing second. And then, with little warning, I felt the sensation coming over me. My skin turned hot – electric and alive – along with my insides turning upside down. I cried out and in my mindless moment of bliss, I thought to the girl next door, impaled on James’s cock. Jealousy and lust seemed to wrestle in my mind for dominance. James seemed more surprised than ever at my unusually fast orgasm. I was speedy enough for a woman, but he seemed downright unprepared. He grabbed my body and pounded into me as I grinned and gasped. “Fuck me,” I moaned. “Come on, big boy; fill me up,” I teased. James’s cock slammed inside me over and over, until his powerful member came to a halt and a guttural growl blasted from his lungs. “Fuck,” James groaned, and I felt the throbbing deep inside. That’s right… this is my seed, not yours, I thought to myself, as though Kelsey had been standing right there watching us. I almost wished that she had been, so that she could see James filling me with every last drop of his virile load.

                  In the haze of our exhausted bliss, we fell asleep, and by the time I woke the next morning, James was out of bed. Typically, I was always up first; my firm started a bit earlier, and I liked to have everything ready for us both, anyway. But with it being a Saturday, I found myself unusually alone that morning. I stood up and stretched and bundled myself in my robe, after feeling the chill of the air conditioning coming down on my face. I went to the bedroom window, as I usually did first thing in the morning. We had a small bird-feeder hanging just in front, and I always liked to peek at the action.

                  But I didn’t notice the bird feeder. Instead, I noticed James, sitting down by the pool; and Kelsey – Kelsey, of all people – sitting beside him, in what else but another tiny little bikini. She sat dangerously close to my man – inches away from him. James seemed to be going over a couple of papers – presumably his letter from college. He seemed so naïve. I shook my head and grinned. “You’d better watch yourself, girl,” I whispered, before starting downstairs to make coffee and wake up for the day.

                  By the time I got to the kitchen, James and Kelsey had come inside and started for the table.

                  “Um, hi,” I said.

                  “Oh… hey,” Kelsey returned, unenthused.

                  “We’re just going over my letter. I hope we didn’t wake you up,” James explained.

                  Why? It’s not like she was riding on your cock moaning at the top of her lungs, was she? Oh, wait; that was me, last night, I thought with a grin.

                  “Not at all,” I smiled. “Don’t mind me. Pretend I don’t even exist,” I said, as I started making my coffee.

                  Kelsey seemed to whisper to James, but she never stopped talking, all the same. James and her continued for the entire time I made coffee, before James excused himself. He pulled his phone from his pocket and pulled it to his ear. “Dave? What’s going on?” He said.

                  “Oh, it’s work stuff. This could take a while,” I said, smiling toward Kelsey.

                  “That’s fine,” Kelsey said, as though she’d been determined to wait it out.

                  “So, are you from around here?” I asked. “I mean; did you move from very far? You seem like you have a few friends in the area, if the pool parties are any indication.”

                  “Not far,” Kelsey said, before turning back toward the paper.

                  “What did you think of his letter? He’s always bragging about it,” I said with a smile.

                  “It’s really good. I can see why he does so well,” Kelsey said.

                  “We’ve both worked our tails off, but it pays off if you stick to it,” I said, firing back a cheap platitude.

                  “Are you a lawyer, too?” Kelsey asked.

                  “Um, yeah,” I said. I probably projected a bit of sass with this response, but how could I not? I’d mentioned this very thing to the girl, before.

                  “Oh,” Kelsey replied, again, with nothing more to say.

                  After a moment of little conversation, I turned to put a bit of creamer in my coffee. I could tell I didn’t want all-black for the sort of tension that had already started to develop between us.

                  “I have a boyfriend, you know,” Kelsey said, teasing her bangs. “We have an open relationship, though.”

                  I turned away from Kelsey, solely to flash an expression of puzzlement, before turning back toward her and nodding complacently. “Well, that’s interesting.”

                  “You guys should try it, sometime; it’s, like, totally liberating,” she said.

                  “An open relationship, you mean?” I asked.

                  Kelsey grinned. “Yeah. Like, where, James sleeps with other women,” she explained.

                  “I know what an open relationship is,” I countered. “You certainly have a way of coming out and saying things, don’t you?” I added, unable to help myself. The nerve of this spoiled brat, I thought as I continued to smile pleasantly.

                  “I think we know what we’re doing, but thank you,” I said.

                  “I’m just saying that, it’s really popular right now,” Kelsey said.

                  “Well, Kelsey, just because something is popular in college doesn’t mean the rest of the world is doing it, too,” I said. “I did my share of wild stuff back in college, too, but I had to get real about my career sooner or later.”

                  “Like, back in the eighties?” Kelsey asked.

                  “Um, like, back in 2001,” I immediately corrected.

                  “Oh,” Kelsey said.

                  “They didn’t even have, like, the internet back then, right?” Kelsey continued.

                  “We had the internet,” I said, annoyed.

                  “Well, a lot has changed since you were in college; that’s all I meant to say,” Kelsey explained.

                  “How come I never see this boyfriend of yours,” I started, clearing my throat, “I mean; if you have one, and all. Is he out… sleeping with other girls right now?”

                  Kelsey turned away and looked out the back window, as James returned to the kitchen. When he sat back at the table, Kelsey whispered something to him. James turned back over his shoulder and cocked his brow. “Well, I guess I’d better go,” she said, standing and stretching. She turned away from James and seemingly pretended to drop her pen. She bent over and picked it up, but not without letting her round little ass, tucked in her yellow bikini, sit right in front of James’s face.

                  “Well, off you go, then,” I said, as I stepped over toward the table.

                   Kelsey turned over her shoulder, winked and smiled toward James, and started out the back door. I shut the sliding glass door behind her and turned toward James. “What is with this girl?” I asked.

                  “What?” James asked.

                  “What did she whisper to you?” I asked.

                  “She said she couldn’t concentrate here and she said I should come over to her place to finish the letter,” James explained.

                  “This girl is trouble,” I said, tapping my foot on the kitchen floor. “Oh,” I smiled, “She thinks she’s being sneaky, or something, but she is seriously starting to piss me off.”

                  “Babe, what on Earth is…” James started, standing.

                  “Come on – enough, already. She wants you, okay? Do you know what she suggested when you went to your office to talk to David? She suggested we try sleeping with other people,” I explained.

                  James seemed as though he’d suddenly swallowed a lemon. His eyes grew wide and tight and his brow rose. “She what?”

                  “Yeah. She said she has a boyfriend and he just fucks whoever he wants to, and so I should let you do the same,” I ranted.

                  “Well, I mean, if you really wanted to,” James joked. “Why didn’t you just say so?”

                  James saw the unchanged expression on my face and shook his head. “Babe, I’m not going over there, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

                  “What? I’m not worried about this ditz, in the least; trust me,” I said, trying to pass the tiniest little white lie past my husband. James cocked his brow and returned, “Oh, really?”

                  “What?” I asked, feigning innocence.

                  “Come on, babe. I know you,” he started. “You’ve always been this way. You don’t remember Steve’s bachelor party four years ago?”

                  “What about it?” I asked, again, pretending to be oblivious to an event that I remembered crystal-clear.

                  “When he told you we had a stripper, you just about socked me in the eye,” James laughed. “You wouldn’t open those nice legs of yours for a week,” he continued, drifting his finger over my thighs. Ugh, why did his touch have to be so damn disarming?

                  “So?” I said, pouting. “I’ve changed. And you have to admit that she’s all over you. She doesn’t want anything to do with me, aside from trying to manipulate me into letting you fuck her.”

                  James rolled his eyes and sighed. “I don’t know what you want me to do. I’m not exactly calling her over here all the time,” he complained.

                  And then I realized that I didn’t actually know, myself, what I wanted James to do. I’d only thought over and over about how Kelsey had been coming on so strong, and how, secretly, I’d actually found her attractive. When James asked me what I wanted, I had no answer; for the first time, I almost wanted him to follow through on the dirty girl’s little game. I wanted him to give her exactly what she’d been hinting at, each time her sneaky eyes drifted over my husband’s pants. Because, frankly, she had no idea what she was getting herself into. The idea that she thought she could handle a cock like James’? It was laughable. And yet, the idea of watching her try, almost made me wet, right then and there, as I stood in the kitchen.

                  “Well, maybe she’s just missing her boyfriend. Why don’t you go over and finish that letter with her, and then maybe she’ll hit the brakes on this silly little fixation,” I explained.

                  “And what if she makes a pass at me? Your imagination certainly seems to think she would,” James said, with a hint of annoyance.

                  “She’s a hot college girl. Do what you want. Fuck her, even,” I said, sipping my coffee. My casual temperament must’ve fooled my husband. I was only glad that he couldn’t hear my heart thudding from across the kitchen.

                  “What?” James said, nearly choking on his coffee.

                  “Why not? She’s attractive, and she did suggest we try the whole open relationship thing,” I explained.

                  “Do you hear yourself?” James asked, incredulous.

                  “Babe, I know I sound like I’ve gone off the deep end, here, but trust me, the more I think about it, the more I honestly don’t care,” I explained. “If she has some little girly crush on the big, powerful lawyer next-door, then let’s see her go for it. I’d love to see her handle your, um, you know,” I said, pointing my eyes down to James’ lap.

                  I tinged with jealousy as I watched James’ expression change from utter confusion to intrigue. And the cock throbbing in his shorts after I’d mentioned him fucking the college girl next door, had certainly been enough to confirm my suspicions. My husband was just as attracted to Kelsey, as I secretly had been. But I knew that I wasn’t going to be fucking her; it was James I’d had to worry about. Could I honestly compete with a sultry little firecracker like Kelsey? I didn’t know what had come over me, honesty. I suppose, looking back, it was the thirst for revenge. I wanted the power and the control, of letting my giant husband run loose over that smug little tart next door. She thought she’d had me right around her finger, but I knew better; I knew that two could play that game.

                  I had been practically giddy as I watched James cross between our yard and Kelsey’s. She stood, waiting for him with her hand on her hip, and grinning from ear to ear. She must’ve thought, finally, I get him all to myself. Well, that was true – to a degree. After her front door shut, I snuck up to a side window that I knew faced the living room. The blinds had been slanted in such a way that I could see inside, easily, and without being too obvious. I’d overheard Kelsey so desperately tell my husband that her ‘roommates are all gone for the rest of the day.’ Her pouty lips and fake loneliness almost made me sick. Luckily she’d said it, though; I knew I could peep inside Kelsey’s house without being caught.

                  I squinted and, with my hands cuffed around my eyes, peered inside the house. I watched as Kelsey took James by the hand, and pulled him over to the sofa. I couldn’t contain my shock at her greedy hands; I didn’t know whether to feel proud and boastful because I’d been right about her or sick to my stomach. I watched as James, seemingly confused by the come-on, laughed it off and sat back on the sofa. He started to say something, and I wondered if he’d been telling Kelsey about my remark in the kitchen. The girl seemed all-too eager to run her hands all over my man, the moment he’d finished. “That little slut,” I whispered against the window. I watched as Kelsey took the papers that James had brought over, and set them on the side table, as she climbed over his lap, and spread her legs, almost as if she’d been about to give him a lap-dance. I didn’t know if I could watch much more; perhaps, I thought, I’d made a huge mistake. And yet, my body wanted more, more, more. I kept hoping Kelsey would go farther – that James would start his own offensive – just as much as I’d dreaded the very thing.

                  “Come on you little whore,” I muttered, as Kelsey started rocking her hips over James’ lap. My husband and that little tramp, I thought, shaking my head. I watched as the bikini-clad girl so shamelessly grinded her pussy against James’ lap, laughing and whispering little remarks into his ear. And then, she came down, and pressed her lips to my husband’s. He reciprocated with his own indulgent, passionate kiss – a kiss that not only sent shockwaves down my spine, but clearly threw Kelsey into full-throttle arousal. She bit her lip, swung her body about and ran her hands up and down James’ chest, all while unbuttoning his shirt and sliding her fingers just inside.

                  I watched for a moment more, before deciding to sneak into the front door. I didn’t know whether I would get caught, but I no longer cared. I deliberately took little care in being quiet or discrete, though I wanted to wait until Kelsey had been completely naked to confront her, so I crouched down and turned the knob. I opened the door and felt the cool air conditioning on my cheek, as I heard the sound of Kelsey’s flirtatious laughter, along with James’ groaning. I shut the door and snuck into the kitchen, before sneaking across the corridor and just behind the wall closest to the sofa. James faced me, but Kelsey faced away from me. And with my husband’s total attention on the boobs right in his face, I didn’t expect to be caught any time soon.

                  “Come on,” James said, as if pushing the girl back.

                  “What, you don’t want this?” Kelsey asked, as she reached back and untied her bikini top. The little piece of fabric fell into James’ lap, and she laughed. She grabbed James’ hands in her own and brought them up onto her breasts. “Mm,” James hummed. Kelsey smiled and nodded. “Mm, is right. I’ve got something else that’ll make you go mm,” she teased.

                  She slid down his body and knelt down between his feet, running her hands up and down his shorts, before grabbing them and beginning to pull them off his waist, along with his boxers. “You sure about this?” James asked. Kelsey only laughed and replied, “Lighten up. It’s just a bit of fun. She won’t find out. And besides, I want you. And I always get what I want.”

                  My body turned angry and tense, and yet at the same time, the girl peeled her bikini bottom from her butt, and I felt wetter than ever before. I watched as she crouched down, entirely naked, and started to grab James’ shorts, pulling them down farther.

                  I took a deep breath and, just as she pulled them halfway down his thigh, I stood and started for the living room. I stood behind her and, as James saw me, his eyes widened. He shrugged and grinned. I only frowned and shook my head.

                  “Well, looks like I was right,” I said.

                  Kelsey turned and, with a tremor of fear in her eyes, covered her breasts as she turned over her shoulder at me.

                  “What are you…” She started. “Why are you here?”

                  “The nerve of… you’re trying to fuck my husband, and you’re mad that I’m in your house? Who the hell do you think you are?” I said.

                  “See, this is why I suggested you try an open relationship. Then, you wouldn’t have problems like this,” Kelsey said, turning her nose up.

                  “Oh, that’s what we’re doing, starting right now. Go ahead,” I said, as if gesturing for the show I’d interrupted to, please, continue! “Um, what?” Kelsey said.

                  “You can fuck my husband, but I’d like to see you try, first,” I said, as I sat on a loveseat across from the sofa.

                  A grimace played over Kelsey’s lips and she tossed her hair to the side. “What, are you going to try and fight me, or something?”

                  I couldn’t help but laugh. I shook my head and explained, “No. I won’t need to fight you, because you’re going to get the pounding of a lifetime when you realize what you’re trying to do. So, go on and flirt with my husband, but be careful what you wish for.”

                  “What is she…” Kelsey started, before finishing pulling James’ shorts down. His hard, thick cock spanked up against his stomach, all nine inches of meaty shaft, towering before the college girls’ eyes.

                  “Oh my… holy shit,” Kelsey gasped.

                  “Come on; let’s see how good you are,” I said, smirking.

                  The idea of seeing James’ cock only inches from the attractive college girl left me taunting her; I found myself hoping that she would defy me, rather than dreading it. Kelsey turned her nose up at me, again, and grabbed James’ cock in her fingers.  “Your wife thinks I don’t know what to do with a big cock,” Kelsey said to James. My husband only groaned and sighed with delight, as Kelsey immediately lowered her head and sank her mouth down over his giant, flared cockhead.

                  “Oh, fuck,” James groaned. He put his hands behind his head and flashed an expression of helplessness toward me. I raised my brow and cocked my head toward him as I opened my hands, gesturing for him to go on. I tried hard to make sure he didn’t think I’d been upset with him, even though jealousy raged throughout my mind. I wanted to reach over and take Kelsey, drag her out into the street by her stupid little hair-cut and leave her lying there naked for the world to see. Yet, watching her dirty little lips part around my husband’s giant shaft, felt like a better punishment than anything; even better, it felt like a reward for me, at the very same time. I couldn’t stop my hands from restlessly sliding down my body, trying to sneak into my clothes so that I could touch myself. Watching the look on James’ eyes go from enjoyment to hunger almost drove me mad with lust. I watched as his big, strong hands came down and ran through Kelsey’s hair, guiding her head farther down on his giant staff. She gulped and gagged, before pulling back.

                  “It’s so big,” she gasped, wiping saliva from her lips.

                  “Come on,” James said, insisting she go down for another swallow. Kelsey braced her hands on James’ thighs, and I watched, biting my lip, as I rubbed my mound through my clothes. “Fuck her dirty little mouth,” I whispered to myself. And suddenly, before I knew it, I was saying out aloud, as if demanding it. Kelsey continued sucking, before gagging, again, and pulling back up. “What’s wrong, sweetie? You can’t handle him? That’s a shame, but that’s what you wanted,” I said, in a fake tone of overly-dramatic sympathy.

                  As Kelsey turned back to eye me, James stood, and grabbed the petite college girl. He spun her around and threw her against the back of the sofa, until she lay on her back. James grabbed her ankles and spread them, pushing her legs up. Kelsey whimpered with delight as her ankles pushed back toward her ears, and James brought his mouth down on her cherry-red pussy. I watched with utter lust as her wet, ripe little pussy spread open like a flower covered in morning dew. Her folds had been tucked so delicate and tight into her outer lips, that I almost wondered if James would elicit a response. But my husband quickly found her hidden clit and brushed it with his tongue. My eyes flared with enjoyment as Kelsey cried out into the living room, her legs shaking and her eyes tight.

                  “Mm,” I moaned. I pushed my hand inside my clothes and rubbed my sex, almost as if I’d been watching a dirty porn movie. I couldn’t believe what I’d been doing, nor could I believe what I’d allowed my husband to do with the slutty girl next door. But, I couldn’t help it. Kelsey had weaseled her way into my mind in the week that we’d known her. She was getting what she wanted, all right. But little had she expected that it became the very thing I wanted, too!

                  “No mercy,” I said, watching as the girl squirmed and balled her fists. Kelsey huffed and cried with blissful abandon. “Make that spoiled little bitch cum, already,” I hissed. “Show her what she so clumsily got herself into,” I laughed.

                  Kelsey’s tart pink pussy throbbed rose-red beneath James’ mouth, and her entire body shook as she cried out, guttural and struggled. “Oh…” she moaned. Through impossibly tight eyes, her entire frame trembled beneath James’ mouth, as he massaged her breasts. “That’s it,” I taunted. “You were going to spin him around your finger but you already came; how clumsy of you, silly girl,” I chided.

                  I watched as James reached down and grabbed his cock. He spit down in his hand, slid it over his shaft and his head, and brought it against the tight, wet pussy. Kelsey’s lips parted and she moaned with anticipation as James’ chest heaved. “You ready?” James whispered to the girl. Kelsey only nodded with a hint of concern and curiosity in her eyes.

                  “She’s not ready,” I laughed. I just about fell out of the loveseat touching myself, when Kelsey cried out at the top of her lungs, as James massive cock sank inside her. “That’s it; stretch her open. It’s the only way, Kelsey,” I laughed.

                  James thrust his cock deeper into the red-headed college girl, letting his shaft sit balls-deep inside the smooth pussy-lips that hugged it. He sighed with pleasure and pulled back, before working into a rhythm. Kelsey could only grab the sofa-cushions in her fists and tighten her eyes as James massive cock plunged in and out of her undoubtedly tight pussy. It became obvious that she’d not had a man like my husband, before. Those college boys with their five inch willies had nothing on my husband’s pink monster, that’s for sure. And it showed with every wail of delight as Kelsey became more and more cock-drunk with every thrust. By the end, she was pathetically clinging to my husband, no doubt addicted to the sensation of being so stuffed and so full in her warm depths.

                  I bit my lip hard as I rubbed myself to climax. It became the angriest orgasm of my life, watching the college girl’s legs curl around my husband’s back. And yet, it proved the strongest orgasm of my life, too. I wanted it to go on and on, but I knew it had to end sometime. The only question that remained, as I huffed and felt the powerful grip of climax unclenching from my body, was how it would end.

                  I secretly wanted my husband to pull out and ejaculate all over Kelsey’s face, just like they apparently did in porn movies. I wanted him to defile her and leave her with a big mess to clean up; that would show her. I didn’t think she deserved enough to swallow my man’s seed, after all. But as I watched on, I saw James growing more and more strained with lust, and Kelsey only held him in with her legs. “Don’t stop, no matter what,” she whispered, through bated breath.

                  “I’m going to cum,” James growled. “Do it,” Kelsey moaned, locking my husband in her legs.

                  Before I knew it, James began to groan. He broke the endless moaning and huffing, with his visceral, wall-shaking growl of euphoria. I could see all the way from my seat, his shaft throbbing as it sank deep inside Kelsey’s pussy. I felt a fire inside my skin, knowing that my husband’s virile seed had just been pumped into that dirty little tramp. I couldn’t believe it. I wanted to protest it, and now I really wanted her head. But I couldn’t do anything but watch, transfixed, as my husband potentially impregnated another woman before my very eyes. The sheer, exhausted bliss that rattled his body left me addicted and craving for more.

                  James pulled out of Kelsey and I watched as white overflowed her womb. I swallowed and shook my head. She’d gotten what she wanted, after all, and I gave it to her. I gave it to my husband, too. Suddenly, I felt like the cuckold. I felt like the submissive, handing my man over to a more attractive, more deserving woman. And the only thing I could do was masturbate to the fact.

                  “How was it?” James asked, quiet and careful. Kelsey nodded, looking into his eyes, and smiled. I wanted to ask if she had been on birth control, but I didn’t want to interrupt them. Instead, I brushed my clothes down, adjusted myself, and started out of the living room. I didn’t know what to do, to be perfectly honest. It seemed that Kelsey had won.

                  Of course, the way my body felt, she hadn’t been the only one. I could barely walk, as my legs felt so weak from the pleasure. My own orgasm had shaken me to my core, and I wondered just how I would ever return to my normal life, again. As I headed back home, I found myself already replaying the event in my mind, and growing wet from it. I suddenly realized that James and I hadn’t taken care of our Kelsey problem, at all; rather we’d just created it.

                  Kelsey would be over at our house every afternoon, getting pumped full of my husband’s cum. Who knew how long it would go on; that was, if she didn’t get pregnant from my husband, first. I imagined her slender legs wrapped around his big, strong back, with her breathy little moans and cries echoing throughout my hallways as I tried to work in my office.

                  I balled my fists, and yet, I smiled. Because, a lifestyle that had seemed so wrong and so unthinkable to a woman like me, had suddenly stumbled right into my lap, not unlike how Kelsey had stumbled into my husband’s. It turned out that Kelsey had, in fact, managed to get what wasn’t hers. And now, James was hers. I was merely the chaperone.

                  The thought of it left me more jealous than ever.

                  And yet, again, I could only smile.
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                  “I can’t believe she broke up with me.  She broke up with me,” he said.  Heath was my best friend, and I hated seeing him so upset.  To tell the truth, I’d always had a little crush on him.  I wanted his happiness more than anything, but I couldn’t deny the happiness I felt that he and Robin had finally called it quits.  I only hoped he’d get over her sooner rather than later.

                  “What can you do?  Relationships are hard.  This happens sometimes.”  I sat my small, curvy body next to his thick one on the sofa.  He wrapped his muscular arm around me and I snuggled into his chest.  I desperately wanted him to see me as more than just a friend.  I inhaled his woodsy cologne and longed to tear his shirt from his thick chest and replace it with my lips.

                  “She was so hot, though,” he said with a scowl.  I pulled away from his body and exhaled my frustration.  I folded my arms across my chest and leaned back with a frown.

                  “Are you only upset because she was attractive?  There’s more to girls than their looks, you know.”

                  “Not to Robin,” he said.  “She oozed sex and I had the envy of every guy in the room when I was with her.”

                  I scoffed and stood up.  I stomped toward my room and slammed the door.  Sometimes it was rough rooming with Heath.  I wanted to have sex with him at every opportunity and instead I had to watch him bring girl after girl home.  Until he met Robin.  The two of them stuck it out for almost a year.  I got used to hearing the sound of Robin’s moans as my crush fucked her in the other room.

                  Curiosity eventually got the better of me.  A few times I snuck out of my room and pressed my ear to Heath’s door while listening to them fuck.  Once, they left the door cracked as if they wanted me to find them.  As much as I hated seeing the love of my life fuck another girl, my body loved it.  I took those images with me to bed each night and touched my wet pussy while remembering them.

                  I often thought about the way Heath’s large, thick cock slid in and out of Robin’s tight pussy.  Her full breasts swayed as he pounded against her hips.  She would grip the headboard for support and arch her back.  They fucked in every position possible, coming multiple times each night.  I longed for the day when Heath would realize I was meant for him and fuck me like that.  I wondered if that day would ever come.

                  There was a knock at the door.  “Sorry if I upset you,” said Heath from the other side.  “I didn’t mean what I said.  There is definitely more to some girls.  Just not usually the ones I date.”  I could hear him lean his forehead against the door while he waited for my reply.

                  “I knew what you meant,” I said.

                  After a moment of silence, I cracked the door open.  “Maybe we should get back at her somehow,” I said while looking at the floor.  My fingers tapped against the frame while I waited for his response.

                  “What did you have in mind?” he asked, leaning closer in.

                  My eyes lifted to his.  I took in their deep blue with gold flecks.  I inhaled it like he was air.  “We could…make her jealous,” I said.  As the words left my lips, regret washed over me.  How could I think that was a good idea?  But when he smiled, my inner critic silenced.

                  “That’s an excellent idea,” he said.  “I know where she’ll be tomorrow night.  Every Friday she goes to the same boring club.  I told you there wasn’t that much to her.”

                  I chuckled and bit my lip.  “I guess you’re right.  So, it’s a date?”

                  He smiled again and said, “It’s a date.”  He leaned forward and kissed my forehead.  While I enjoyed feeling his lips pressed to my skin, a kiss on the forehead made me feel like his relative rather than someone he could be romantic toward.

                  We said goodnight and I closed the door.  Still, I thought.  Tomorrow night, he’ll have to at least pretend to be mine.
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                  My heart raced with excitement the following morning.  I was surprised to have gotten any sleep at all.  I hopped out of bed and made breakfast, waiting anxiously for Heath to show up before classes.  When I didn’t hear him shuffling around, I went to check on him.  He was nowhere to be found inside the apartment.

                  “I guess he left early,” I thought to myself.  I finished my cereal and poured some coffee into a portable cup.  I grabbed my bag and drove to campus.  My mind couldn’t focus all day, no matter how hard I tried.  I was excited about our plan, but I also couldn’t stop thinking about why he had left early.  He never did that.  I told myself he must’ve had a test or something.

                  When the afternoon finally came, I rushed home, hoping to see him there, but I only found myself alone again.  I waited for a few hours before he finally showed up.

                  “Hey,” I said when he walked through the door.

                  “Kylie.  Hey.”

                  “Where have you been?  I always see you for breakfast.”  I smiled weakly, trying desperately to hide my disappointment.

                  “Oh. I don’t know.  I guess I felt a little weird about our plan.  I’ve been thinking it over, but I don’t know if it’s such a good idea.”

                  I pushed myself up from the sofa and folded my arms across my chest.  He froze in place by the front door.  “Why?  You seemed to like it last night.”

                  “I don’t know,” he said.  His eyes searched the walls and the ceiling for a good explanation.  They finally landed on me.  “Do you think it’s the right thing to do?”

                  “That’s not what concerns you,” I said, finally figuring out what the fear in his eyes was for.  “You don’t want to do it with me.”

                  He coughed and looked away.  “That’s not it.  But, I mean, you are like a sister to me.”

                  “Why?  I never asked to be your family. We’re friends,” I said, stomping toward the kitchen.  “And this is just a prank.  It doesn’t mean anything.”

                  He followed me into the kitchen, but kept his distance.  “Are you sure it won’t to you?  I know you’ve watched me before with Robin.”

                  My eyes bulged out of my head and I nearly spit out my second cup of coffee.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

                  “Come on,” he said, stepping closer and leaning his back against the kitchen counter.  “Who do you think left the door cracked?”

                  “You wanted me to watch?”

                  “Ha! So you admit it,” he teased.  I hid my face and stared at the wall.  My body shook with embarrassment and anger.  My fists clenched and my nails dug into my palms.

                  I took a deep breath and turned to face him.  “Don’t shift it to me.  You cracked the door for me.  You wanted me there.  Or at least hoped I’d be.  Maybe it’s not my attachment you’re worried about.  You think of me like a sister, do you?  But who would leave the door open for their sister like that?”

                  “Hey,” he said.  “This is getting weird.”  He turned and left the kitchen, but before he could reach his room he spun back around.  “Fuck it,” he said. “Let’s do this thing tonight.  I’ll prove to you I don’t have feelings for you.”

                  “Yeah, great,” I said, feeling my heart drop to the floor.

                  “Unless you’re afraid.”

                  “No,” I said.  “I’m not.  I’ll be ready in about an hour.  Will you?”

                  “Let’s meet in the living room then.  One hour.”  Heath went to his room and I went to mine.  My heart pounded in my chest and adrenaline raced through my body.  I immediately dug through the dresses in my closet. I had to pick something unforgettable.  I had to make him want me.  It was about more than just my wishful thinking, now. It was about my dignity and crushing his pride.

                  I picked out an outfit that would make him suffer to see me in.  I put on a tight red dress and tall black heels.  For added measure, I wore lacey black lingerie underneath.  Before our conversation in the kitchen, I probably wouldn’t have, but I couldn’t help feel like there was something more between us than wishful thinking.  Since I was in the business of proving him wrong, I had to be prepared to go all the way.

                  I curled my blond hair so it fell in soft waves around my shoulders.  I pressed deep red lipstick to my lips and added gloss.  I added winged liner to my lids, along with mascara and neutral eye shadow.  The focus was my lips in order to draw him in.

                  When I was finished, I left the room to find him already sitting on the sofa.  I could faintly smell his spicy cologne and it made my knees weak.  I wondered if he had put that on for me or for her.  I cleared my throat behind him and when he turned around, my stomach flipped.  He wore a light blue button up and it made his eyes sparkle.  His soft brown hair hung just over his eyes and his smile made my legs quiver.

                  “Wow,” he said, choking down a lump in his throat. His eyes looked me up and down and then he pulled it away in order to collect himself.  “Ready to go?”

                  “I am if you are,” I said teasingly.  He got up from the sofa and we walked toward the door.  I slid my purse strap on my shoulder and felt a jolt of electricity when he pressed his hand to the small of my back.  It was something he’d never done with me before and it felt like a real date.

                  My head spun all the way to his car, but I tried to keep everything under control.  The last thing I needed was to fall harder for him than ever.  Not tonight.  Not when I had my dignity to uphold.

                  I slid into the passenger seat and he started the car.  Neither of us spoke a word the entire drive over to the club.  When we stepped out, I could hear music booming from inside.  “She’ll be dancing in the middle,” said Heath.  “She does the same thing every time.”

                  I felt his hand on my back again and a chill crept across my skin.  I smiled and bit my lip, hiding my expression by a wall of my own hair.  We entered the busy club filled by blue and purple lights.  Once we made it toward the middle of the crowd, Heath spun me around and gripped my hips in his hands.

                  My body tingled, alternating between hot and cold.  “She’s just behind you,” he said, his gaze focused intently on his ex.  “If she sees us, I’m going to kiss you.”

                  I nodded, speechless at the thought.  I slid my arms around his neck and moaned when he slid his leg gently between my thighs.  I felt my dress inch up slowly, letting the smoky air caress my skin.

                  I wanted Heath to look at me instead of her, but his eyes never left Robin’s body.  I watched him closely, but I still wasn’t prepared for his kiss.  He pressed his lips into mine and I felt like I was melting into him.

                  “Who’s this?” asked Robin with a smile that I wasn’t expecting.  Heath broke our kiss and scowled at her.

                  “You dumped me, remember?  I’m allowed to date whoever I want.”

                  “Oh my god!  Kylie?  Is that you?  I hardly recognized you with all the makeup.”  She wrapped her arms around me and brought me in for a hug.  She had never been this friendly before and I couldn’t help but wonder what her agenda was.

                  She released me and turned to him.  “Heath, did you really bring your roommate here to make me jealous?  That’s cute, but it’s not going to work.”

                  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he argued.  “I’ve been in love with Kylie for years now.  I just didn’t realize it until we broke up.”

                  “Is that so?” she asked, folding her arms across her chest.  “Go ahead, then.  Kiss her again,” she said.  My eyes widened and my chest tightened.

                  “Fine,” he said, looking at me hesitantly, “I will.”  He slid a hand by my neck and pressed his lips to mine.  I softened my jaw and felt his tongue slide into my mouth.  The kiss was different this time.  Robin wasn’t just watching, but she had directed us.  A wet pool spilled between my thighs and my head whirled with thoughts of where this night would go now that Robin was a part of it.

                  Heath pulled back and stuck out his tongue at her.  “See?”

                  “I don’t know,” Robin said.  “I’m still not convinced.  Come with me.”  She grabbed my hand and dragged me through the crowd.  Heath chased after with his brows furrowed in confusion.

                  “Where are we going?”

                  “You’ll see,” she said, turning back to me and smiling with green eyes that sparkled under the blue lights.

                  We reached a door in the back which she pushed open.  I saw that it was an office.  A handsome, middle-aged man sat at a computer filing away.  “Dad, I need this room,” she said.

                  “This is your dad?” I asked, only just seeing the resemblance.  I quickly realized that Robin didn’t just boss around people her age.  Her dad smiled weakly and left the room at her command.

                  “I always get what I want,” she said with a smile.  She pulled Heath into the room and locked the door behind us.  “Now, kiss her again.”

                  “This is ridiculous,” Heath said.  I wondered if he really didn’t want to kiss me, or if he just didn’t want to kiss me in front of her.  To my surprise, Robin didn’t have to ask twice.  He walked up and kissed me more passionately than before, like he was releasing something he had been holding back.

                  His arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me into him.  For the first time, I felt his cock throbbing against my stomach.  Robin laughed.  She was clearly enjoying the show.  She pressed her palms to the desk and hoisted herself up.

                  “Now I want Kylie to suck your cock,” she said with an expression that told me she was pleased with herself.

                  Heath didn’t argue.  He pulled back and his eyes swept across my face.  His gaze was warm, almost loving.  I rested my hands on his pants and slowly unfastened them.  Then, unprovoked, he rested his hand on my collarbone.  He gazed at my breasts, tempting himself to lower his hand further, but he didn’t.  He dropped it back down to his side and watched me lower to my knees.

                  “Oh my god,” said Robin. “This is good.  How far are you two willing to go for this little charade?”

                  “Shut up, Robin,” Heath said with a new fire in his eyes.  My body vibrated with excitement.  The two of them bickering while Robin commanded me to do things to Heath’s body turned me on so much I thought I might explode.  I dropped Heath’s pants and briefs to the floor.  His cock was long and thick, but I’d seen it before.  This was the closest I’d ever been to it.

                  I wrapped my hand around the base of him and dragged my tongue along his underside.  I watched him watch me.  Robin may as well not have been there except for her occasional remarks.

                  “That’s it,” she said.  “Take him into your tiny little mouth.”  I started to think less that she wanted to prove a point and more that she was enjoying herself.  “Suck him in deep, sweetie,” she said from her little seat.

                  I parted my lips and wrapped them around the head of Heath’s cock. His head fell back, exposing his neck and Adam’s apple.  It shifted as he groaned.  My body filled with excitement and I sucked him back further along my tongue.  His tip hit the back of my throat and he snapped his head back down to watch me gag a little on it.

                  His fingers slid into my hair and he thrust his hips back and forth.  He pushed his cock in and out of me.  His eyes changed.  They were focused and determined.  His thumb brushed against my cheek as he watched his cock stretch my mouth.

                  Robin hopped off the desk and pressed the palm of her hand against the back of my head.  She pushed me further down, until I was swallowing Heath’s cock.  He pulled out of me gently and said, “That’s enough Robin.”

                  “I don’t mind,” I told him.

                  “Of course you don’t,” said Robin.  “After all, you’re his girlfriend.  And I sucked him in way deeper than you.”

                  “Robin, this is insane.  Let us go.”

                  “No,” she said, her eyes shooting daggers through him.  “Not until you prove your devotion to her.  I want to see you fuck her, now.”

                  “I can’t,” he said, almost letting the whole plan fall short.

                  “Oh?  Were you not planning to fuck her later?” asked Robin, thinking she had him.

                  Heath looked at me pleadingly.  His eyes seemed to say what do we do?  I decided to take charge.  I stood up and unzipped my dress, letting it fall to the floor.  Robin and Heath gazed at my body, clad in black lingerie, with wide open mouths.

                  I stepped into Heath and wrapped my arms around his neck.  I kissed him hard and pressed my breasts to his chest.  His hands found their way to my waist.  They traveled upward until they cupped my breasts.  I moaned through our kiss and pushed myself against him.

                  I slid my tongue into his mouth while one of his hands dropped to my abdomen.  It found my soaking wet panties and slid inside.  One of Heath’s fingers gently dipped into my pussy.  I broke our kiss to moan which ignited a new fire inside of Heath.

                  He removed his finger and pushed me against the wall.  He reached behind me and unfastened my bra.  It slid to the floor and he took my nipples into his mouth one at a time.  I gripped his head while he sucked and playfully licked them.  I moaned while staring at Robin.  Her cheeks were flushed and she shifted uncomfortably.  It was clear to me she wasn’t jealous, but turned on watching us.  I smiled at the thought that we shared that in common.

                  Heath slid his hands inside my black panties, cupping them around my ass.  He pulled my panties to the floor and kissed his way back up my legs.  He propped one of my legs on his shoulder and flattened his tongue against my wet pussy.  I rocked my hips back and forth over it, feeling like I could come at any moment.

                  I looked down at him and felt my heart flutter at the sight of his eyes staring back at me.  I gripped his short hair in my fingers and pressed him into me.  His tongue slid inside of me and circled my clit.  I let out a loud roar which caught Robin’s attention.  She hurried over and covered my mouth with her hand.  “Can’t have the whole club hear you,” she whispered.

                  She lingered by my neck until she pressed her lips to my skin.  Heath sent warm waves through me while Robin’s kiss sent a cold, electric chill down my spine.  The two combined made an orgasm erupt through me.  I clung to Robin for support as her ex-boyfriend ate me out.

                  I lay my head on Robin’s shoulder while I caught my breath.  Heath pulled his face away from my pussy and stood up with his hard cock.  As if he didn’t care that Robin was right next to me, he slid his body between my legs.  He hoisted them up and wrapped them around his waist. His hands held my ass to keep me from slipping.  I was pinned against the wall by both Robin and Heath.  I hoped they would devour every inch of me.

                  Heath’s long, thick cock slid inside me.  He was bigger than I thought and I felt my pussy stretching to accommodate him.  I kept my arms around Robin to keep from falling.  She lowered her head to my breast and sucked a nipple between her lips.  I felt her tongue lap against it, occasionally exchanging flicks for circles.

                  My head was dizzy.  Heath pumped in and out of me like he had lost all control.  His cock pounded my wet pussy harder and faster.  My back slammed against the wall, but the force made my body hot and tingly.

                  I slid a hand down to my clit and massaged it while Heath fucked me.  Robin pulled her head up from my chest and pressed her lips to mine.  She tasted luxuriously sweet like gourmet honey.  I inhaled her lavender scented skin and felt the head of Heath’s cock digging deep into my stomach.

                  He roared like a tiger and his cock expanded inside me.  I felt his hot, sticky load shoot deep into me while Robin kept her lips pressed to mine.  I moaned through our kiss.  My pussy walls pulsed around Heath’s girth.  Wave after wave of electric ecstasy pulsed through me.

                  By the time Heath had come down, I was completely spent.  He withdrew and lowered my legs to the floor.  Robin broke our kiss and ran her hand between my legs.  “Hmm, looks like he really did come,” she said.

                  “Are you serious?” asked Heath.  “You think I could fake that?”

                  “I’ll need to check to be sure,” she said.  I watched Robin lower to her knees and extend her tongue.  I stared at Heath who looked concerned and confused.  Robin wrapped her lips around my mound and slid her tongue inside me.  I hunched forward, ready to collapse, when Heath caught my arms.  He helped me keep my back to the wall while Robin cleaned me of his load.

                  She pulled her head back and wiped her mouth.  “If that isn’t a familiar taste,” she said with a smile.  She turned to Heath.  “I guess I could see why you’re with her.  If she lets you fuck her like that,” she said.  “I’ll let you two get back to your date.”

                  She turned back to me and pressed her lips to my ear.  “You’re welcome,” she whispered.  When she pulled away, I saw a glint in her eye that told me she knew my feelings for him all along.  She kissed me one last time and then left the office.

                  Heath and I dressed ourselves in silence before feeling comfortable enough to talk about what had happened.

                  “I’m so sorry about all of that,” Heath said with a frown.

                  “Don’t be,” I said, shrugging it off.  “It was fun.  Besides, it was all part of the plan.”

                  “Fucking wasn’t,” he said, rubbing his neck nervously.  “But if I’m honest, it was the best sex of my life.”

                  My eyes widened in surprise and then we both broke out in laughter.  Mid-laugh, Heath stepped into me, wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed me hard.  He pulled back and swept his eyes across my face.  “I have always loved you,” he said.  “I just didn’t want to ruin what we had.”

                  “Which is why you dated all the wrong girls?” I asked teasingly.

                  He smiled.  “I’m just glad you feel the same way about me.”

                  “I never said that,” I joked.

                  “You didn’t have to,” he said, and then kissed me again.

                  That night wasn’t the last time we saw Robin, but it was the last time she directed us.  From then on, my relationship with Heath was purely romantic.  While Robin never made it back to our bedroom, we did invite a few new girls in for some fun.

                  However, I will always be indebted to Robin for helping bring Heath and I together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Classmates

        

      

    
    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

      

    
    
                  Maybe it was a mistake to sign up for the same classes as my college boyfriend, Trevor.  It seemed like a good idea the time.  We were still a new couple and excited about spending as much time together as possible.  He was taking intro to psych and I needed another elective.  It sounded interesting.  It mostly sounded easy, giving us more time to fool around instead of study.  But if I had known we’d meet a girl like Daphne there, I would’ve thought twice about signing up.

                  Of course, there was no way of knowing Daphne’s intentions just by looking at her.  She seemed innocent enough despite a modest nose ring and a lotus tattoo on her wrist.  Her dark, straight hair framed her face as she typed even as rare of an occurrence as it was.

                  Trevor and I entered our first lecture early.  Daphne slipped in to class five minutes late.  The only available seat was on the other side of Trevor.  I wasn’t worried at first.  She was pretty, but she didn’t seem like his type.  I would soon learn that Daphne was everyone’s type.  She had a modest, simple look but no one found her irresistible.  Not even me.

                  The first few classes were usual.  She asked us to repeat a few things and made some jokes, mostly keeping to herself.  It was after that I noticed her eyes wandering to Trevor and me.  Once, I caught her looking at Trevor while biting her lower lip and shifting in her seat.  I could’ve sworn she was rocking her hips against the cushion beneath her, but I didn’t want to stare and make it obvious I was watching her.  I remember thinking she was strange but intriguing.  She seemed fearless.  Her meek, quiet appearance was a façade and I saw it chipping away the longer I knew her.

                  One day, Trevor skipped class due to a hangover from the night before.  I told him I’d take diligent notes and pass them on.  I sat in a different area of the lecture hall than usual and Daphne followed.  She squeezed her tight, round ass into the seat next to me and smiled.  “You moved.”

                  “Just felt like changing it up since Trevor isn’t here,” I told her.  She looked concerned until I told her it was just a hangover.

                  “Oh, you guys are party animals, are you?”  She placed her hand on my thigh as she asked this and I trembled beneath her touch.  She pushed her hair out of her face with one hand, her blue eyes sparkling toward me.

                  “Sometimes,” I said through a tight, hesitant throat.

                  “Well, I was going to ask you guys if you wanted to form a study group for the test coming up.  I know it could help me out a little.”

                  “Who else will be there?” I asked.

                  “Oh.  I figured it’d just be the three of us.”

                  I had my suspicions about her invitation, but it was difficult to tell her no.  I nodded in agreement and her white teeth glistened at me.  “Great.  How about tomorrow night?”  I nodded again and she finally turned her attention to her laptop.

                  ---

                  “Don’t you think it’s a little weird?” I asked Trevor when I made it back home.

                  “Geez, Ashley.  What’s weird about a study group?”  He looked like he was feeling better.  He sat on his couch playing video games passively.  “Sounds good to me.  I think she takes more notes than we do.”

                  “Didn’t you see the way she has been looking at you, though?”

                  He paused his game and set down the controller.  He stood up and walked toward me, brushing my hair out of my face.  “Is that what this is about?  Are you worried I’m attracted to her?”

                  “Are you?”

                  He said no quickly but he had to swallow a lump in his throat to do it.  My heart sank.  I wasn’t supposed to know these things.  And yet, my legs quivered at the thought of it.  My head felt dizzy with confusion as I tried to sort out the new thoughts racing through my mind.

                  “Fine.  We’ll do a study group then.  I already agreed anyway.”

                  “That’s my girl,” he said, kissing my forehead.  He embraced me in a loving hug and then returned to his video game.  I sat beside him on the sofa and watched him play while I considered the position I was putting our relationship in.

                  For the next few hours, I couldn’t stop picturing Daphne making a move on Trevor.  Would he tell her to back off?  Would he cheat on me with her and not tell me about it?  I thought of them kissing and Daphne wrapping her slender arms around his neck.  His tongue would slide down her throat and his hands would rest on her waist.

                  I knew it was wrong to want it, but nothing turned me on more.
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                  It was the night of our agreed study group.  Trevor and I had our books spread across the coffee table and awaited Daphne’s arrival.  Trevor made normal conversation and I tried my best to entertain him.  In the back of my mind, though, I couldn’t stop thinking about my new conflicting fantasies.  The only thing that comforted me was the idea that Trevor didn’t find her attractive.  If that was true, then I wouldn’t have to confront my new ideas as anything more than fantasy.

                  There was a knock on the door and Trevor stood up quickly to answer it.  I started overanalyzing every movement he made.  Why was he so quick to open the door?  Why was he trying to avoid talking about Daphne in all of our conversations?  I released a long exhale and told myself I was being crazy.  Trevor pulled the door back and Daphne walked in, looking sexier than ever.

                  She wore tight jeans and a sweater that hugged her curves perfectly.  It tapered in at her waist, accentuating her full, perky breasts.  Her hair was so silky it reflected the hall light, creating streaks of red in her dark locks.  She smiled brightly and stepped in.

                  “Hey, Ashley,” she said with a wave, scrunching up her nose as she grinned.  I waved back, wary of her enthusiasm.  She slid in next to me on the sofa. Her thigh pressed against mine and sent a chill down my back.  Trevor sat in the chair on the other side of Daphne.  He leaned back so that his legs spread as he lounged.  All I could do was think of how perfect that position would be for Ashley to give him head.

                  I picked up a book as if to call her bluff, but to my surprise, she pulled hers out too.  She actually seemed interested in studying.  Trevor frowned with disappointment and I wondered what he thought would happen tonight instead.  He followed suit and picked up a text book.  We started flipping through chapters and scrolling through our notes.

                  Ashley had far more information than we did.  I felt like we wouldn’t be helpful to her at all.  I wondered why she wanted to study with us.  She saw us repeatedly joke around and not pay as much attention as we should have.  It was as if Ashley came over just to be near us.

                  Trevor excused himself to the bathroom, leaving Ashley and I alone for a few minutes.  She turned to me and started asking personal questions.  How long had Trevor and I been together?  What was our favorite thing about each other?  She commented that we were lucky to have such a solid relationship .

                  “Have you ever thought about having an open relationship?” she asked with a hint of nervousness in her tone.

                  “Never.”  I looked away and focused on the book in front of me.  The words on the page blurred and I felt a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.

                  “Really?  I just got that vibe from the two of you.”  She placed her hand on my thigh like she’d done a few days before.  I knew I should pull away, but all I could do was look up at her with a longing expression.  She smiled, as if she could read my mind.  Her hand brushed my cheek and she leaned forward, pressing her warm lips to mine.

                  I melted in her kiss.  I felt as if I would slip to the floor if her lips weren’t keeping me upright.  Her lips parted and so did mine.  Her tongue rolled into my mouth, tickling my tongue.  We danced through our kiss, our tongues swirling and exploring.

                  Her hand moved up my thigh and turned inward.  She inched up my jeans until she was running her fingertips along my pussy.  I shifted and then slid my legs apart.  She smiled mid-kiss and brought her other hand to my breast.  My t-shirt and bra were thin allowing her touch to send a shockwave of euphoria through me.

                  The bathroom door opened and Trevor stumbled upon us.  We broke our kiss quickly, but he had caught us.  “Woah.  Were you doing what I think you were doing?”

                  “That depends,” said Daphne, “what do you think we were doing?”

                  I suddenly had a fit of giggles at her response.  I couldn’t control my laughter.  She smiled and laughed with me, leaving Trevor in the dark.  “What’s so funny?” he asked.

                  “I don’t know,” I said in a high pitched voice, trying to control myself.

                  “I was just talking to your sexy girlfriend about open relationships.  I thought I’d give her a taste of what it could be like.”  Daphne was serious and Trevor raised his eyebrow in impressed astonishment.

                  “So you were kissing?”

                  I nodded and blushed.  What was wrong with me?  This whole time I’d been worried about Daphne and now I was making out with her?  I shifted my legs and felt a wet pool spilling into my soft, cotton panties.  My pussy ached and throbbed with the desire to be touched again by Daphne’s soft hands.

                  “That’s really hot,” said Trevor.  “Want to do it again?”

                  “No,” said Daphne, “but I’ll do you one better.”

                  “Oh yeah?  And what’s that?”

                  “I’ll suck your cock while your girlfriend watches.”  Trevor and I stared at her in shock.  Did she really just say that?  And if she did…did she mean it?

                  “I don’t care,” I said, waving my hand as if to wave the idea away.

                  “Oh really?” asked Daphne.  “Let’s just see about that.”  She propelled herself from the sofa and walked toward Trevor.  She pulled him to the chair he’d been sitting in and pushed him down.  He looked up at her sexy curves and bit his lower lip.  I felt strange watching him watch her.  She slowly lifted her sweater up her torso and over her head, showcasing a beautiful black lace bra.  It was a low-cut push up that gave her irresistible cleavage.  Trevor reached his hands for her breasts and cupped them.

                  She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, sliding it down her arms and to the floor.  Her rosy pink nipples stood erect, begging to be played with.  She straddled Trevor’s lap.  He ran his hands up her sides, around her ribcage and gripped her breasts from the underside.  He leaned forward and wrapped his lips around her nipple, sucking tenderly.

                  Waved of heat rolled through me, setting my body ablaze.  I couldn’t get comfortable.  This didn’t feel like something I should be watching, and yet I couldn’t look away.  My boyfriend was caressing another woman, a sexy woman, and I was wet while I witnessed them.

                  Trevor flicked his tongue across the hardened tip of Daphne’s nipple while his hands explored her back and hips.  He dipped his fingers into the back of her tight jeans and she started to rock her hips over him.  I exhaled and clasped my hands in my lap, digging my fingernails into my palms.  I didn’t know what to do beside sit in my awkward desire.

                  She turned back to me, peering at me over her soft, milky shoulder.  “I know you want to watch me suck your boyfriend,” she said.  “I bet you’re already wet thinking of it.”  Trevor seemed in a daze.  He didn’t even look at me, lost in Daphne’s breasts.

                  I shrugged. I didn’t want to admit that watching them made me wet.  I didn’t want either of them to know I was enjoying myself.  But Daphne wasn’t going to let that slide.  “Come over here and show me your panties,” she commanded.

                  I was amazed at how quickly she’d transformed from a sweet demeanor to a demanding one.  Her voice was low and her tone serious.  I was afraid not to follow orders, but I was also curious to see what she’d do if she knew how wet I was.  I hoped she’d run her fingers along my pussy again.  Even for just a moment.

                  I stood up and walked over unfastening my jeans once I was next to them.  I slid them down my hips and wiggled out of them.  She touched the wet fabric of my panties, pushing it in slightly between the folds of my pussy.  I cooed as she touched me and a smirk crossed her face.  “Look how wet your girlfriend is,” she told Trevor.  “She wants to see me fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

                  Her words made me shiver.  She told me to kneel onto the floor and watch her give Trevor the best head of his life.  “He won’t be able to think of anyone else but me.  From now on, when you fuck him or give him head, he’ll be thinking of me the whole time.”  I nodded and swallowed my protest.  Did I really want to let her have him like this?

                  But I couldn’t resist the curiosity and desire to watch.  Trevor had turned into a sexual object.  He was a toy Daphne and I were playing with and it made me uneasy in a stimulating way.  She stood up and removed her jeans.  She wore a matching black lace thong that perfectly framed her firm ass.  Trevor leaned forward and ran his hands up her thighs, cupping her ass.  He kissed the triangle of black fabric where her mound was.  It looked as if he was worshipping her already and she’d hardly done anything.  It was as if Daphne had a strange spell on him, and I questioned if it was on me too.

                  She ran a hand through his hair and leaned him back against the chair.  I couldn’t tell if she enjoyed his lips being on her mound or not.  She seemed almost indifferent, only eager to surpass my skills in the bedroom.  She bent over him and unfastened his pants, sliding them down as he lifted his hips.  Trevor removed his t-shirt, showcasing his tight abs and chest.

                  Daphne kneeled between his legs and ran a hand over his briefs where his hard cock lay.  Her fingers traveled to his abs, dancing along the ridges and sending chills over his entire body.  I gripped the side of the chair in my hands, perching myself over the arm of it to watch Daphne’s movements closely.  My cheeks were flushed with heat and my panties became wetter.

                  Daphne hooked her fingers on the waistband of his briefs and tugged them down.  His hard cock fell out and landed against his abs.  She ran her palm along the underside and pulled it toward her.  She licked her lips and then swirled her tongue along the ridges of his cock.  With my torso hidden by the chair, I slid my hand inside my panties until my fingers found my hardened clit.

                  Waves of heat flooded through me as I touched myself.  Trevor seemed like a tool of instruction, and Daphne was my teacher.  The tip of her tongue moved in zigzag patterns and figure eights as she teased him.  Finally, she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, making Trevor arch his back and groan.  His eyes rolled into the back of his head and he faced the ceiling, unable to believe the pleasure he was receiving from another woman.

                  I slid a finger inside my slick wet pussy, wishing it was Daphne’s finger instead.  She sucked her cheeks in, drawing Trevor’s cock back along her tongue until it touched her throat.  She didn’t choke or gag, just held it there.  Her jaw shifted back and forth as she did something with her tongue.  It was concealed, and I was disappointed I wouldn’t be able to learn how she was pleasing him.

                  Maybe she was right.  Maybe he’d only think of her after this.  Without me knowing every move of hers, I wouldn’t be able to replicate the experience.  Her hand reached for his balls, cupping them gently and rolling them in her fingers.  Her middle finger stretched behind his balls until it touched his ass.  This made him twitch and thrust his hips forward, burying his cock deeper in her throat.  She looked like she was swallowing him for a moment.  Then she pulled him out slowly and gently, only to run her tongue along his shaft again.

                  “I want you to put your mouth on him,” she said, holding his cock toward me.  “I want him to feel the difference.  To feel how much better I am at pleasing him.”

                  I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around his head.  He moaned but it was subdued.  I bobbed my head up and down quickly like I normally would, and he started to thrust against me.  I thought maybe I had something on her. Maybe it wouldn’t be like she had said.

                  But when she pulled his cock from my mouth and swallowed it again, his groans were louder and more tortured.  He clearly enjoyed her mouth the most.

                  She lifted off of him and leaned over to kiss me.  “I’m not trying to hurt you,” she said, peeking down at the hand that had slid inside my panties.  “I’m only trying to please you.”  I kissed her hard, a reassurance that I was enjoying myself.

                  She stood up and faced her pelvis toward me.  “Why don’t you take them off?”  I reached for her black panties and pulled.  Her pussy was neatly trimmed with tiny dark hairs covering the mound above her clit.  I ran my fingers through them and she sighed.  I smiled at the thought that I could please her more than Trevor.  I decided to do what he had done and kiss the soft mound.  When I did, she shivered.  She ran a hand through my hair and her jaw fell open.  Trevor was watching us intently, his cock throbbing at the sight.

                  I stretched my tongue down until it found her clit.  I circled the tip and flicked back and forth across it.  Then I flattened my tongue and stretched it down to her wet slit.

                  “Oh,” she moaned, hunching over at her waist.  Her legs quivered and she looked as if she could hardly stand.  Pleased with her reaction, I pulled away, torturing her the way she was torturing me.  She frowned at me and then smiled devilishly.  As if to punish me for teasing her, she straddled Trevor’s lap and slid the tip of his cock inside her pussy.

                  He gripped her hips and groaned.  She slid it in an inch further, teasing him the way I’d teased her.  She stared at me the entire time she sank over his cock.  She was fucking him for me, to punish and please me at the same time.  I fingered my pussy as I watched, appalled that I was letting Trevor actually slide into another woman’s wet slit.

                  Once he was completely inside of her, filling her to the brim, she began rocking her hips over him.  Trevor watched in awe as this sexy girl rode his cock.  I slid a hand up Daphne’s side and around to her breast.  She quickly forgot about her grudge and leaned her head back to release a moan.  I sat up on my knees and took her nipple into my mouth.  It was strange and exciting to be pleasing another woman like I wanted to be pleased.

                  I slid my fingers in and out of my slit, stopping only to circle my clit as she fucked him.  I sucked on her nipple as she rotated her hips.  I pulled back when lifted a few inches up and slammed back down.  She did this back and forth a few times, giving me the perfect view of Trevor’s cock sliding in and out of her.  I moved behind her so I could see it better.

                  I leaned forward and spread Daphne’s ass cheeks.  I ran my tongue along her tight little ass as she fucked my boyfriend.  She moaned as she ground her clit against his pelvis.  I slid my tongue inside her hole and felt it clench around me.  She let out a loud scream.  “I’m going to come!”

                  Her body quaked above Trevor’s.  He played with her breasts as I licked her ass.  She grinded her hips against him and when I pulled back, I could see her pussy throbbing around his cock.  I moved my mouth down and sucked Trevor’s balls into my mouth.

                  Trevor dug his fingers into Daphne’s hips and pulled her up and down while he pounded her.  He became wildly strong and unpredictable.  He’d never been so rough with me, but she seemed to like it.  I swirled my tongue along his balls and stretched my finger toward his asshole.  He groaned and pounded again and again.  Then his legs shook and he hunched toward Daphne, holding her stomach to his face as he came.

                  I saw streams of hot, white ropes spill back down his cock, escaping Daphne’s pussy.  As they dripped toward me, I moved my mouth up to catch them on my tongue.  I could taste Daphne’s sweet flavor mixed in with Trevor’s, creating an addictive sexual recipe.  I lapped up every stray drop, hooked on the taste and wanting more.

                  Fortunately for me, that’s exactly what Daphne had in mind.  She climbed off Trevor’s lap and leaned back on the sofa with her legs spread.  She curled her finger to invite me over and I crawled to her.  I slid my face between her legs and my tongue inside her slit.  As I explored the throbbing walls of her pussy, I massaged my clit.  She reached her hands down and played with my breasts to help me come.

                  I felt a warm chill spread from my pelvis outward.  My body trembled similarly to when I lost my virginity.  It was new and the sensations heightened.  I teased my clit until the waves stopped rolling.  Until the jolts of electricity became weaker.  Then I pulled my head back and stared at the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

                  The three of us dressed without talking about what had happened.  We attempted to get back to our studies several times, but we were all still distracted by the events of the night.  That’s when Daphne finally gave up and turned to me.

                  “I’m surprised by you,” she said with wide eyes and a soft expression.  “No girl has ever made me come before.”

                  “Well,” I said teasingly, “you did have my boyfriend’s cock in you at the same time.”

                  “Yes, but…when you slid your tongue down over my clit…I knew I could’ve come just from that.”  I blushed and gave her a kiss.

                  “So…is this going to be a regular thing?” Trevor asked, interrupting our moment.  Daphne and I pulled back and stared into each other’s eyes.

                  “Yes,” we said simultaneously.  Daphne wove her fingers into mine and smiled.
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                  Serena’s caramel eyes peered over the top of her sunglasses at me, burning me up from the inside.  “Emily.  Truth, or Dare?” she asked with a smile that curled into her cheeks.

                  A game like Truth or Dare was dangerous around a girl like Serena.  She was a whirlwind of chaos, looking for the next thing to stir up.  She was my best friend, but our friendship didn’t exactly form naturally.  She’d always been a bit of a bully, until one day she decided she wanted me on her side.

                  I could never say no to her.  She was not only beautiful with her long, dark locks.  She was also intoxicating.  I loved watching her toy with things and get away with it.  She always ran around, breaking girls’ hearts by cheating with their boyfriends.  She also fucked the girls some of the time just to mess them up even more.

                  But she never touched Jake.  Of course, we’d never played a game of Truth or Dare before either.  I shook in my seat as she glared at me, knowing what was probably to come and knowing that I couldn’t stop it.  Nobody could stop Serena.  Nobody wanted to, despite knowing she was about to change their lives forever.

                  Years back, Serena had worked her way into my life in an interesting way.  From the moment she saw me in our senior year of high school, her gaze narrowed in on me.  It was as if she knew I was tender and to that effect weak in her eyes.  She was like a tiger ready to pounce on her prey.

                  She teased me light-heartedly, but she wasn’t exactly friendly at first.  She thought I was too much of a nerd and too shy.  Eventually, as if my silence and kindness confused her, she started to invite me places.  We went to movies and parties together.  I witnessed firsthand how mischievous she could be.  Somehow, she always got away with it.  Even as tears would stream down the other girls’ cheeks.

                  I knew, though, that if Serena ever tried anything with Jake, I wouldn’t be one to cry.  I wondered why she hadn’t by now.  I’d been with Jake a year and a half.  She resisted him so much I started to wonder if something was wrong with him.  I started to want her to go after him as if to validate my decision in dating him.

                  I knew I was fucked up.  I knew our relationship was fucked up.  But I couldn’t help how I felt.  For the past six months, I’d been waiting anxiously for the moment when he’d confess his sins to me.  The moment he’d tell me that he slept with my best friend.

                  But that wouldn’t be Serena’s style – not with me.  Like I said, I was her witness.  It only made sense for me to be there when she took him.  And what time could be better than during a game of Truth or Dare?

                  I know I shouldn’t have picked truth.  Not in front of Jake.  Jake sat next to me looking only mildly interested.  His dark hair fell into his eyes and his eyes wandered to the sky.  We sat in Serena’s backyard while her parents were out of town.  The sun was setting, casting a pink glow over us.  Her caramel eyes turned to honey, but that wouldn’t be enough to make her sweet.

                  “Truth,” I said, knowing what was to come.  I couldn’t pick dare.  Not yet.  Not now.  “Truth,” I repeated as Serena leaned back and folded her arms across her chest.  Her black tank top was low enough that her cleavage spilled out.  I wanted to run my hands up her slender, yet curvy body and take her lips in mine.  I shouldn’t have picked truth, but I couldn’t have picked dare.

                  “Have you ever kissed a girl?” she asked, raising her brow and smiling.  Jake perked up instantly.  His eyes burned into me, expecting me to say no, but hoping I’d say yes.

                  My cheeks burned hot and I imagined they were as pink as the sunset behind me.  “Yes,” I replied.  My response lowered Jake’s jaw and his eyes stretched to a similar diameter.

                  “What? When?” he asked.  His dark eyes pierced through me, trying to search my chest for all the secrets I’d hidden there.

                  I looked to Serena.  “I don’t have to answer that, right?  That’s not part of the game?”

                  “No.  You don’t,” she replied.  She frowned for a moment and then smiled when she noticed how much agony it caused Jake.

                  “What do you mean?  I think I should know about this,” Jake said, resting his hand on my bare thigh.  My denim shorts were riding up my legs and my skin was sticking to the lawn chair.  I felt a chill from his touch and my stomach flipped.  Serena watched us closely, taking us in like she was playing a game of chess and mulling over her next move.

                  “We’ll talk about it later,” I whispered to him, knowing full well I wasn’t going to divulge my secret.  I wasn’t going to tell him that I’d made out with my best friend before and probably would again.  I would do anything Serena asked me to, including giving her my man.  I was just waiting for the right moment.  I was waiting for her to take him.

                  What was she waiting for?

                  “Jake,” I started, “Truth or Dare?”

                  He folded his arms across his chest and leaned back.  He laughed in a cocky tone and smiled while returning his gaze to the sky.  “Dare,” he said confidently.

                  I turned to Serena and met her gaze.  She knew exactly what I’d dare him to do.  It’s probably why she picked the game in the first place.  But why did I agree?  Did I really want this?  Did I really want to give her everything?

                  “I dare you to…” I drew out my reply.  I wanted to make Jake shake with anticipation.  The longer I waited to say my dare, the more his confidence broke down.  His shoulders sagged.  His breath hitched.  His eyes returned to me.

                  “Well?” he asked, his eyes nervous and round.

                  “To kiss Serena.”  His eyes blinked as if he’d misheard me.  He rubbed his ears to make sure they weren’t clogged.  I smiled, but my heart was beating rapidly.  Would he do it?  Would it go farther than just a kiss?

                  “What?  Are you sure?” he asked, his hand gripping my thigh tightly.  He wanted to kiss her.  He grabbed me like a man who was controlling his erection.  My inner thighs throbbed and pulsed at the thought.  He wanted her.

                  “Yes,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.  He waited a few minutes.  He thought I might change my mind.  But I wasn’t going to change my mind, even though I knew I should.

                  The last thing I was supposed to do was share my boyfriend with another woman.  I definitely wasn’t supposed to want it.  And if I did want it, I shouldn’t let it be with Serena – a girl who gets whatever she wants.  I should be sharing him with a good girl, a nice girl.  Someone who wasn’t looking for chaos.  Someone who wasn’t a regular home wrecker.

                  My silence finally calmed him.  He turned to Serena and stood up from his chair.  She was only a foot away from him, but he walked over.  He bent at his waist until his nose touched the tip of hers.  She leaned her head back and gasped.  Her hand ran up his thigh, dipping just under the hem of his shorts.  That wasn’t part of the dare, but I wasn’t about to stop her.

                  Jake leaned down the extra inch until their lips touched.  Then they parted.  Their tongues extended for me to see as they swirled and danced around each other.  A cool summer breeze blew past, enhancing the chills that crawled over my skin.

                  She moaned and he huffed.  He gripped the side of her neck in one hand.  He threatened to lower it to her collarbone, and maybe even further.  But she pushed him away.  My pussy burned with the heat of denial.  I needed to see them together.  He wanted to be with her.  Why wasn’t she letting it happen?

                  “Dare’s over,” she said, looking toward the ground and dropping her hands to her side.  Jake stood up, and I noticed the erection in his pants.  He tried to keep himself hunched over a little as he moved back to his chair, but it was too late.  I knew she turned him on and I knew he wanted her.

                  He looked defeated in his seat.  His arms were folded and a pout lingered on his lips.  He even forgot that it was his turn to ask someone truth or dare.  I gently kicked his foot so he’d snap out of it.  His gaze met mine and I saw the hurt in his eyes.  I didn’t know what he had expected.  I only dared him to kiss her.

                  “It’s your turn,” I reminded him, sitting forward on the edge of my seat, feeling my wet pussy press into my panties.  My clit throbbed and tingled.  Who would he pick?  And what would happen next?

                  Jake’s eyes lit up and he smiled.  He had an idea, and I had an idea of what it was.  The only question that remained was who he’d dare.  And if he picked Serena, would she choose truth just to tease us?

                  “Serena,” he said finally, making my breath catch in response.  “Truth or Dare?”

                  Serena’s eyes burned into my abdomen and then traveled up to my face.  My cheeks tingled.  My nipples hardened against my bra.  It was thin and I wondered if she could see.  I wondered if she knew what she did to me.

                  “Truth,” she said like a snake.  She knew what we wanted, but she refused to give it to us.  She had to have seen Jake’s hard cock as they kissed.  She knew from experience that my panties were soaked by now.  She knew me too well, and it was going to cost us.

                  Jake sighed with disappointment until an idea flickered behind his eyes.  “Have you ever kissed my girlfriend?” he asked.

                  Serena pushed out her lower lip and arched her brows.  She was impressed.  She was surprised.  Jake had pinned her up and used her for his own gain.  Now all he needed was the answer.

                  “Yes,” she replied after a few teasing seconds of silence.  “More than once.”  A smile spread into her cheeks and Jake turned to me.

                  “Fuck.  When?” he asked me.  I couldn’t help but laugh.  I couldn’t tell him.  That was up to Serena.  Everything was up to Serena.  She controlled me in a way that I liked.  I wanted to keep her secrets and take them to the grave.  They were hers to unleash, not mine.

                  I shrugged and Jake scoffed.  Serena didn’t laugh but she flashed a muted smile. Her eyes sparkled as if her laughter was hidden behind her irises.  Now it was her turn to choose.

                  “Jake,” she said, leaning forward and letting her cleavage spill out from the top of her shirt.  “Truth or Dare?”

                  He leaned toward her until their faces were a few inches apart.  He was wising up to Serena’s game.  He was learning the rules and learning the stakes.  He took his time.  He used silence as a weapon to tease and torture.  He waited nearly a whole minute before he spoke again.

                  My back tensed and my throat tightened.  He finally responded with, “Dare.”  He was hoping to get to kiss her again, or more.  Now that he knew I was so close with Serena, he wanted to push his limits.

                  Serena brought her gaze to me and winked.  As she answered Jake, she stared at me.  “I dare you to lick my pussy,” she said.

                  That wasn’t what Jake had expected, but he was eager for more action.  My legs quivered beside each other, sending a rumble through my pussy.  I could feel a wet pool building between my thighs and I struggled to keep my hand away from my shorts.

                  Jake slowly dropped to his knees while Serena stood.  She raised her arms above her head as if she was helpless.  Jake took the cue to reach up for her shorts and slowly unfasten them.  He turned back to me with puppy dog eyes, asking for redemption.

                  “Rules are rules,” I said to ease his discomfort.  He knew this would be the beginning of the end.  Our relationship would never be the same again.  I’d see him please another woman and I’d have the image burned into my memory forever.

                  What he didn’t realize was how badly I wanted it.  I wanted to think of Serena’s sweet cunt on his lips every time I kissed him.  I wanted to imagine her pussy on his tongue while he tasted me.  I wanted him to smell half like him and half like her.  When I made love to Jake, I really wanted to be making love to Serena.

                  He slipped the button through its hole and tugged the zipper down.  A pair of black lace panties was revealed inch by inch.  He slid his fingers into the waist of her shorts and pulled them over her slender hips.  She bent forward to help him ease them off her, letting her breasts dangle above the top of his head.

                  I bit my nails as I watched.  I curled my knees up to my chin even though my pussy was on fire.  Would this be it?  Would they go beyond the simple dare?  I needed it to be more than a game.  I needed to know how much they wanted each other.

                  She stepped out of her shorts and Jake’s hands grazed her thighs.  He ran a finger along her wet panties, pushing them into her slit.  She brought his hand away.  “No touching,” she said.  “The dare was to lick me.”

                  Hearing her demands made me shiver.  When I made love to Jake, he was in control.  But no one could control Serena.  Everyone was at Serena’s mercy.

                  Jake tugged on Serena’s black panties until they slid down to her knees.  He licked his lips at the sight of her trimmed pussy.  She stepped out of her panties and returned to her seat.  She didn’t even spread her legs for him.

                  He moved toward her and pressed on her inner thighs until they parted.  Her pussy glistened with wet arousal.  I wanted to be the one to taste her.  I was jealous in all the wrong ways.

                  Jake slid his head between her thighs and stretched out his tongue.  He dragged it along her slit until her folds parted.  He landed on her clit and circled it.  Serena slid her fingers through his hair and held him in place.  She rocked her hips against him, controlling the situation once more.  His tongue slid inside her and withdrew.  He wrapped his mouth around the whole of her mound and sucked in.

                  Serena cried out, but she didn’t allow herself to come.  Not yet.  She was saving herself, and I thought I knew why.  She pulled his head back and told him, “Dare’s over.”

                  His cock was raging in his pants and his face turned bright red.  He was angry and desperate.  He moved back to his seat like he was in pain.  He jerked until he fell backward into it.  He didn’t even try to hide his erection, and Serena didn’t bother looking at it.

                  She also didn’t bother putting her panties back on.

                  “Jake, you’re turn,” she said.  His eyes lit up and his back straightened.

                  “Serena, truth or dare?”

                  “Dare,” she said playfully.  She was getting her way and it excited her.

                  “I dare you to let me fuck you,” he said.  The reservation was gone.  It was replaced by anger.  He didn’t like being denied.  He didn’t like being teased.  Now he had to have her, and I wanted to watch him take her.

                  “Ah, ah,” said Serena, waving her finger like a mom.  “You have to dare me to do something, not let something happen.”

                  He thought for a moment.  He tried to think past his fury, but his anger clouded his thoughts.  He missed his opportunity.  “I dare you to lick my girlfriend’s pussy.”

                  My eyes widened.  I had kissed Serena before, but I’d never been with her like that.  Jake was thinking of his fantasies.  So much so, he missed a perfectly good opportunity.

                  Serena stood up and walked toward me.  She turned her face to Jake as he watched her bend over, revealing her pussy from between her legs.  “You could’ve dared me to ride your cock,” she teased.

                  “Fuck!” he cried in disappointment.  “Can I change my dare?”

                  “No,” she said.

                  “Rules are rules,” I added.  Serena turned her face to me and planted a soft kiss on my lips.  My body turned white hot.  She kissed my neck and down to my collarbone.  She licked along the neckline of my shirt.

                  “Stand up,” she said.  I rose to my feet.  She kissed me as she unfastened my shorts and slid my panties down with them.  She gently pressed my shoulders, easing me back into my chair.  She lowered herself to her knees, but leaned over my torso.  She wrapped her lips around my nipples which poked out through my shirt.  I moaned and pushed my chest into her.  My eyelids fluttered and between beats I could see Jake watching with intensity.

                  Serena spread my thighs wide open and dragged her tongue along my wet pussy.  I quivered and moaned.  I’d always wanted Serena this way, but I could never have her.  Now, she was bound by her own rules.  Her tongue was soft and small, unlike Jake’s.  She was gently and skilled.  It slid in and out of me.  It circled my clit.  She dragged it in patterns that drove me crazy.  A fire grew inside my belly.  I reached for her hair and gripped it in my fingers while I moaned.

                  My body shook on the chair until I almost fell over.  She gripped my hips to keep me steady.  My pussy walls pulsed around her until the fire became a throbbing ache.  She pulled her head back and smiled.

                  “Emily.  Truth or Dare?”

                  The setup was perfect.  “Dare,” I replied.  I knew what was coming next.  I could see it in her eyes.  And I knew what I would follow it with.

                  “I dare you to suck your boyfriend’s cock in front of me.  I dare you to get it ready for me.”  Jake didn’t understand what she meant, but he was happy to see some action.  I knew what my duty was next.  I would get him warmed up and then ask one final round of Truth or Dare to Serena.  She would pick dare and I would finally get my wish.

                  I dropped to my knees and poked my ass out so that Serena could see my wet, throbbing pussy.  Jake leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. I unfastened his jeans and tugged them down with his briefs.  He lifted his hips to give me better access.

                  His long, thick cock fell out and threatened pain.  I was used to it, but I wondered if Serena could handle it?  I hoped she couldn’t.  I hoped it would be a cock she’d never forget.

                  I wrapped my hand around the base and parted my lips.  Jake’s eyes fixated on mine.  I stretched out my tongue and circled the head.  He flinched and groaned.  Serena stood behind me and laced her fingers into my hair.

                  “That’s it,” she whispered.  “Good girl.”

                  My pussy was ready to go again.  Her words made it come alive.  I wrapped my lips around Jake’s head and sucked it in until it hit the back of my throat.  Serena pushed gently on the back of my head, forcing him farther than he’s ever been.

                  “Fuck,” he groaned at the sight and the depth.  Serena pulled my hair until my head lifted back.  Then she pushed on my skull again, forcing his cock deeper down my throat.  “Fuck!” cried Jake again.

                  Serena continued moving my head up and down, encouraging me to take him deeper and faster than I was used to.  Jake hunched over, his abs clenching.  He cried one last final fuck and threatened to come.

                  Serena pulled me off so fast it made his head spin.  “What the hell?” he asked.

                  “It’s not time for you to come yet,” she said with a teasing smile.

                  “When the hell is it?”

                  “Be patient,” she said.  “We’ll all get what we want soon.”

                  I stood up and removed Serena’s top.  I peeled it slowly from her skin. I reached behind her and unfastened her bra, sliding it down her arms.  I was preparing her, just like I had prepared Jake’s cock for her.  “Serena,” I said.  “Truth or Dare?”

                  “That’s a good girl,” she said, petting my hair and smiling.  “Dare,” she said with eyes that glowed against the newly darkened sky.

                  “I dare you to fuck my boyfriend while I watch,” I said, feeling my throat close in on itself as I said it.  It wasn’t what a good girlfriend would ask for.  It wasn’t what a proper lady would want.

                  But Serena had made me something else, and the rules other people followed didn’t matter.  Only Serena’s rules mattered.

                  “Are you sure?” Jake asked with wide, concerned eyes.

                  “Rules are rules,” I said.  “I can’t take it back even if I wanted to.”  Hearing myself admit that made my pussy tremble.

                  I watched as Serena moved toward my boyfriend.  He removed his t-shirt and threw it on the ground.  His thick muscles flexed eagerly for her.  She straddled his lap and pressed her hands against his bare chest.  He gripped her wrists to keep her there.

                  The tip of his cock stretched toward her wet pussy.  She lowered her hips gently over him.  He sank deeper into her.  Each new inch that slid inside brought a new and deeper moan.  By the end of it he growled like a wild animal. His hands moved to her hips.  He brought them up and down, slamming into her hard – making her pay for teasing him.

                  Her breasts bounced and swayed as he fucked her.  My stomach twisted into a knot as I watched his cock slide deep inside another woman.  Over and over.  Harder and deeper.  The fire in his eyes was new and determined.  He had to have her.  He had to dominate her and punish her for toying with him.

                  I would never be able to get her scent off of him.  She would always be in the bedroom with us from then on.  Her hips made a smacking sound against his as his cock stretched further into her.  She rocked them against his body, his balls shifting up against her round ass.

                  He leaned up and took her nipple into his teeth.  He bit hard, but she liked it.  She let out a wild moan and I knew she would come.  She would stain his cock for me.

                  Her body quivered and his abs flexed. They moaned and groaned together until they were out of breath.  When she climbed off him, his come dripped out of her pussy, trailing down her thighs.

                  I walked toward her, scooped his come off her skin and brought my fingers to my lips.  I could taste her pussy in it.  I knew I would taste it forever.

                  Jake was delirious in his chair.  His head must’ve been spinning.  Serena slowly dressed herself and gave me a soft kiss.  “Well,” she said.  “I guess that’s it for our little game.”

                  She had won.  She had no need to keep playing.  She walked inside, leaving Jake and I alone.  “What the hell just happened?” he asked me, hoping I would forgive him for cheating.

                  I watched the door that Serena had just walked through.  “You just came inside my best friend,” I replied.

                  Something told me it wouldn’t be the last time.  At least I hoped it wouldn’t be.
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