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      The bar was humming with the soft chatter of well-dressed patrons and the gentle clinking of glasses. I wiped the counter down absentmindedly, lost in the monotony of mixing drinks for people who seemed to have everything. The evening was routine, predictable until she walked in.

      I looked up and my breath caught in my throat. Helen entered like she owned the room, her presence commanding attention with an understated elegance that was both intimidating and mesmerizing. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her eyes—an almost impossible shade of blue—seemed to see right through me as they locked onto mine.

      “Hello,” she said, her voice smooth like velvet as she approached the bar. “What do you recommend?”

      I fumbled with the cocktail shaker in my hand, feeling an unfamiliar heat rise to my cheeks. “Uh, depends on what you like,” I stammered, trying desperately to keep my composure.

      She smiled, and it was like sunlight breaking through clouds. “Surprise me.”

      I nodded, praying my hands wouldn’t betray how nervous I felt. As I started preparing a drink that matched neither her elegance nor mystery—a simple gin and tonic—I could feel her eyes on me.

      “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before,” I said, attempting casual conversation while keeping my voice steady.

      Helen leaned against the bar with an easy grace. “I don’t usually come to places like these. But tonight felt…different.”

      “Oh? What’s special about tonight?” I asked, trying not to sound too curious while placing the finished drink in front of her.

      She picked up the glass and took a sip, her gaze never leaving mine as she savored it. “I suppose I just wanted a change of scenery,” she replied cryptically.

      I swallowed hard, feeling a strange mix of envy at how effortlessly captivating she was and a new sensation—a pull that both scared and thrilled me. “Well, we’re glad to have you,” I said, my voice softer than intended.

      Helen chuckled softly. “Glad to be here,” she said before pausing thoughtfully. “What about you? How does someone like you end up working here?”

      “Someone like me?” I echoed, unsure whether to be flattered or defensive.

      “You seem…” She hesitated as if searching for the right words. “Like you belong somewhere more interesting.”

      I laughed nervously, surprised by the compliment masked within her observation. “Yeah? Well, what makes you think bartending isn’t interesting?”

      Her laughter joined mine—light and infectious—and for a moment, it felt like just the two of us were in on a secret no one else knew. “Touché,” she conceded.

      The conversation flowed from there with an ease that surprised me. Each word exchanged was a step deeper into territory I had never ventured before—territory where this woman captivated not just my attention but something deeper within me.

      “You know,” she murmured, “you’re quite enchanting when you smile.”

      Her words sent a shiver down my spine. For reasons I couldn't entirely explain or understand at that moment, all I could do was return her smile.

      That’s when an equally handsome man walked in. It took me a few minutes to realize who he was. Samuel Astor. He ran the biggest law firm in the country and he was a billionaire.

      I watched eagerly as he approached the bar, sliding in beside my new friend, Helen. He kissed her temple and touched her lower back. “Hello, darling,” he said.

      Helen introduced us and I nearly fainted. She was married to him? And was I really meeting the famous billionaire? He reached a hand over the bar with a smile and I placed my shaky hand in his. “It’s nice to meet you, Julie. If my wife likes you, then I like you too.”

      “I like her too,” I croaked.

      He held my hand for a moment, studying me. I wondered if Helen would be upset by how long he was touching me for, but she didn’t seem to be. She seemed to be…intrigued instead.

      He finally let go of my hand and glanced at the bar as if studying the wood grain. “When do you get off work, Julie?”

      I swallowed. Why? Did they want to hunt me for sport or something? “Um, around three in the morning,” I said. It was only ten.

      Samuel glanced at his watch then tapped it while looking at his wife. “I’m going to get back to work, darling. But I’ll be waiting for you two at home.”

      My eyes widened. What? He wanted me to go home with his wife? They hadn’t even asked me…and yet, I knew if they had I’d jump at the opportunity.

      Helen turned towards me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and a challenge. “What do you say, Julie? Care for a change of scenery after your shift?”

      I hesitated, my mind racing through possibilities. What exactly were they proposing? Yet despite the uncertainty, a thrill surged through me—a chance to step into a world I had never dared imagine.

      “I—I’m not sure,” I admitted, trying to mask my growing excitement with caution.

      Helen’s laugh was a soft melody that wrapped around me, soothing yet enticing. “No pressure,” she said. “Just an offer if you’re curious.”

      Curious was an understatement. I’d spent years behind this bar, watching life unfold from the sidelines, and now I was being invited into the center of an intriguing mystery. I nodded slowly, finding my voice. “I might be curious.”

      She finished her drink and gave Samuel a brief goodbye kiss on the cheek before he departed, leaving behind an air of unfulfilled secrets. Helen settled back into her seat with a relaxed grace, and we continued talking as if nothing had changed.

      But everything felt different now—as if potential hovered in the air between us like a palpable entity.

      The hours slipped by faster than usual, filled with conversation that danced between personal confessions and light-hearted banter. Helen had an uncanny ability to draw out stories from me that I’d never shared with anyone else—the ones about childhood dreams and hidden ambitions.

      As closing time approached, the bar quieted down until it was just Helen and me left amid the soft hum of night settling over us.

      Suddenly, Helen moaned. “This is my favorite song,” she said, pointing to the speakers in the ceiling. She reached across the bar for my hands. “Come on, dance with me.”

      I glanced around nervously, expecting Mark, my boss, to reprimand us. But to my surprise, he was leaning against the back wall, arms crossed with a knowing grin. “Don’t disappoint the customers, Julie,” he called out with a wink.

      Helen’s grip on my hands was gentle yet insistent. I swallowed my apprehension and let her guide me from behind the bar to the open space near the center of the room. The music was slow and soulful, a perfect backdrop for this unexpected moment.

      I felt self-conscious for a heartbeat. Here I was in my work uniform, dancing with Helen—effortlessly stunning in a simple yet elegant outfit that managed to steal attention without even trying. But her presence seemed to erase all my awkwardness. She pulled me closer with ease, her body swaying rhythmically as if she was part of the melody itself.

      “See? Not so bad,” Helen said softly, her voice almost drowned by the music.

      I nodded, feeling the warmth of her touch seep through my skin. “You’re right,” I confessed. “It’s nice.”

      We moved together, our steps unhurried and languid as if time no longer mattered. Around us, the world faded into a blur—the clinking of glasses behind the bar, the distant sound of traffic outside—all replaced by the thrum of music and the hypnotic connection between us.

      “So why bartending?” Helen asked after a moment, her eyes locked onto mine.

      I shrugged slightly. “It pays the bills and I get to meet interesting people,” I replied honestly. “Though no one quite like you.”

      She laughed again, that enchanting sound that sent shivers down my spine. “I’m flattered.”

      Her hand slid from mine and rested lightly on my waist. I could feel a flush creeping up my neck but found myself unable to break away from those captivating eyes.

      “And you?” I countered, curiosity bubbling up despite myself. “Why spend your evening here?”

      Helen tilted her head slightly as if considering how much to reveal. “Sometimes it's nice just being Helen,” she said eventually. “Not ‘Mrs. Billionaire’ or anything else people want to label me.”

      There was something raw in her tone that made my heart ache—an undercurrent of vulnerability beneath her poised exterior.

      “I get that,” I murmured finally.

      As we continued to dance beneath the dim lights, I sensed barriers dissolving between us—each step forward taking me deeper into an unexpected kinship that neither of us had planned but perhaps both craved in some inexplicable way.

      The song drew to its close but neither of us moved away immediately; instead choosing to linger in this fleeting pocket of quiet intimacy.

      Eventually, I pulled back from Helen and helped Mark close down the bar. Helen waited for me outside, and when I met her, she smiled.

      Taking my hand, she led me into a black sedan that was waiting for her on the side of the road. We both slid into the passenger seat, and it felt odd to still be in my uniform.

      While the car headed back to Sam and Helen’s place, Helen placed her hand on my bare knee, resting just under my black work skirt. “Tell me, Julie. You’re not a virgin, are you?”

      My breath hitched. Why was she asking me that? I glanced at the driver before replying, “No, I’m not.”

      “And have you ever slept with a woman?”

      “No.” My heart was racing.

      “So no threesomes?”

      I shook my head.

      Her hand slid further up my thigh, making me clench them. My panties were drenched both from the conversation and from her touch. “Have you ever been curious?”

      “Not before you.” The words slipped out before I even knew what they meant.

      Helen smiled and then removed her hand from my thigh. My legs ached from the emptiness.

      Once we were inside their penthouse, I surveyed the lavish surroundings.

      It was everything I imagined and more—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city lights, sleek modern furnishings that probably cost more than my entire apartment, and an air of opulence that was hard to ignore.

      Helen gestured toward a hallway as she kicked off her heels. "Come on, let’s get you out of that uniform."

      I hesitated, nerves twisting in my stomach, but the promise of something new and thrilling pulled me forward. The plush carpet felt foreign under my feet as I followed her down the corridor.

      The bedroom was no less impressive. A massive king-sized bed dominated the room, dressed in soft, silken sheets that shimmered under the dimmed lights. On it lay a delicate set of lace lingerie and a stunning black dress, perfectly arranged as if waiting specifically for this moment.

      Helen disappeared into an adjoining room and I heard the gentle rush of water as she turned on the shower. She returned to find me standing awkwardly by the bed.

      “Here,” she said softly, stepping closer. Her fingers brushed against mine as she reached for my shirt buttons, slowly undoing them one by one. Her touch was electric; every graze of her skin against mine sent shivers up my spine.

      I swallowed hard but didn’t stop her as she worked her way down. The shirt slipped from my shoulders and Helen caught it deftly before it could fall to the floor.

      “You okay?” she asked, genuine concern flickering in her eyes.

      “Yeah,” I breathed out, surprised by how much I meant it.

      Helen smiled—a small, reassuring curve of her lips—as she moved to unzip my skirt. It pooled around my ankles and her gaze followed it momentarily before rising back to meet mine.

      I unclasped my bra and stepped out of my panties. Helen exhaled and said, “Beautiful.” My nipples were hard and my pussy was dripping wet. I had an inkling as to why I was there, but I couldn’t be certain.

      She mirrored my actions with her own clothes until both of us stood nearly bare before each other. Her breasts were fuller than mine, her nipples just as hard. Her pussy had neatly trimmed hair and her hips were deliciously wide.

      Taking my hand once more, Helen led me into the bathroom where steam curled invitingly from behind a frosted glass door. She stepped inside first, pulling me gently along with her.

      Warm water cascaded over us as we stood beneath the showerhead.

      Standing behind me, Helen’s hands found their way to my waist. “Still curious?” she whispered into my ear.

      “More than ever,” I replied truthfully, feeling the anticipation thrum through every cell in my body.

      Her hands began to lower until her fingers dipped into the space between my thighs. I shuddered, feeling her breasts heaving against my back. She played with my clit until my whole body was on fire.

      Then, she placed my hands on the far side of the shower, leaning against the wall. She pulled my hips back so I was bent over and she dropped to her knees. Water fell over her head and my lower back, and that’s when I felt her tongue glide over my pussy between my thighs.

      “Fuck,” I hissed.

      I could barely hold myself upright, my knees threatening to give out beneath the slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue. Each lap sent a wave of pleasure rippling through me, and I gripped the cool tiles for support, the water cascading around us like a cocoon of warmth.

      “Is this what you wanted?” Helen’s voice was muffled against my skin, her breath hot and thrilling.

      “Yes,” I gasped, the word slipping from my lips before I even realized I’d spoken.

      She chuckled softly, the vibration sending another jolt of sensation straight to my core. Her hands held me firmly in place, fingers digging gently into my hips as she continued her exquisite torture. I felt her tongue explore every inch of me, circling my clit with a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart.

      Time seemed to dissolve in the steam-filled air, every second stretching into an eternity of pleasure. Each flick and swirl was precise, calculated to drive me closer and closer to that precipice of release. My breath became ragged as I fought to hold on just a little longer, savoring every delicious moment.

      Helen pulled back slightly, her absence both a relief and an agony. “You’re close,” she murmured teasingly, leaving a trail of kisses along my inner thighs.

      I whimpered in response, straining toward her touch like a flower seeking sunlight. “Please,” I begged softly, desperation threading through my voice.

      With renewed focus, Helen returned to her task, tongue dancing over me with an intensity that left no room for thought—only feeling. She brought one hand up to join her mouth, sliding two fingers inside me with ease. The combination was intoxicating; each stroke brought me higher until there was nowhere left to go but over the edge.

      And then it happened—an eruption of pure ecstasy that shattered through me like a storm. My entire body tensed before unraveling in a cascade of tremors that left me gasping for breath. Helen didn’t stop until the last waves of pleasure ebbed away, leaving me trembling and blissfully spent.

      Helen stood and spun me around to face her. Then she began covering my tender, swollen body with soap. She ran shampoo, then conditioner, through my hair until I was squeaky clean. “There,” she said. “Now you’re ready for my husband.”

      My breath hitched again. I realized now that I was merely an offering. She was preparing me to be with him. I’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of sharing a billionaire with his wife was intoxicating.

      She dried me off then led me back to the bedroom where she dressed me in the lingerie. She picked up the dress, but didn’t put it on me. Instead, she wore the dress, but with no panties or bra underneath. Our hair was still wet, but dry enough to not be dripping. She took my hand, and led me down the hall to another bedroom.

      That’s where we found Samuel waiting. He was shirtless, wearing only his dark slacks. His eyes were haunting as they swept over my body.

      “I like this one,” he told Helen. He motioned with his hand for me to step forward.

      Helen urged me toward him, but she hung back in the shadows on the edge of the room. Sam pulled me to him by my waist and claimed my mouth with his own.

      His hands roamed over my body, my nipples standing to attention. He cupped my breasts over my bra and slowly lowered the straps while kissing the nape of my neck. Chills spread all over my body. He tugged the bra down without unclasping it, until my breasts were free. He lowered his mouth to one of my nipples, sucking on it and making me gasp.

      I ran my fingers through his hair when he bit down. I whimpered and he followed the bite with a tender flick of his tongue, soothing.

      He moved to the other nipple while sliding his fingers inside my panties. He groaned around my nipple when he realized how wet I was.

      He lowered down, tugging my panties to the side rather than pulling them off. He licked the arousal from my folds, then stood back up.

      Cupping my cheek, he said, “I want you to go down on me while my wife watches. Would you like to do that?”

      I couldn’t speak. My throat was closing up with uncertainty. While Helen watched? This was all so unorthodox. But I nodded. My body was too curious and too excited by this strange couple to say no.

      I dropped to my knees and helped Sam unfasten his slacks. When he pulled out his cock, I gasped. It was so long and thick I realized I made a huge mistake. There was no way I’d be able to fit him into my mouth.

      When I heard Helen moaning behind us, I turned to find her sitting in a chair with her dress hiked up to her hips. Her pussy was exposed and she was fingering herself to the sight of us.

      The whole situation turned me on. I turned back to Sam’s cock and glanced up at him. He was smiling down at me, brushing the tip of his cock over my lips. “Open wide,” he said, keeping a hand on the back of my head as he pushed forward.

      I parted my lips and took him in, the heat of him filling my mouth. I had to resist the urge to pull back as my jaw stretched wide to accommodate him. The musky scent enveloped me, and I breathed through my nose, trying to relax into it.

      Sam let out a low groan, his fingers tangling in my hair as he guided me, urging me to take more of him. I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock for support and began moving my mouth over him, slowly at first, getting used to the weight and length.

      Helen's moans grew louder behind me, each sound sending a fresh wave of arousal through me. It was strange but intoxicating, knowing she was there, watching us with her own pleasure blooming.

      "That's it," Sam encouraged, his voice rough with desire. "You're doing so well."

      I swirled my tongue around the tip, tasting the slightly salty precum that leaked from him. His hips bucked involuntarily, and I took it as a sign that he liked what I was doing. I started bobbing my head faster, hollowing my cheeks with every pass.

      Helen's breathing was ragged now, matching the rhythm I set. "You're beautiful together," she murmured between gasps, her eyes half-lidded with lust.

      Sam's grip tightened on my hair as he thrust deeper into my mouth. I tried to suppress a gag reflex but settled into a steady pace that seemed to drive him wild. Feeling daring, I relaxed my throat further and let him push just a little deeper.

      "God, Julie," Sam groaned, his voice thick with impending release.

      I hummed around him in response, the vibrations drawing another guttural sound from his lips. He was close—I could tell by the way his muscles tensed under my touch.

      Helen let out a cry of climax behind us just as Sam lost control. His hips jerked forward one last time as he came into my mouth. The salty warmth filled me and I swallowed instinctively, not wanting to break the connection just yet.

      As Sam's breathing slowed and he gently pulled away, I sat back on my heels and glanced over at Helen. She looked utterly blissful and sated as she met my gaze with a soft smile.

      Sam reached down to help me stand, his touch tender now that the heat of passion had cooled slightly. "I’m going to fuck you now,” he warned, and I nodded. He cupped my face and bit my lower lip before adding, “That’s a good girl.”

      He cupped my ass then lifted me up to his waist where I wrapped my legs around him. Sam was unbelievably strong, and somehow still hard despite just having come. He guided his cock inside me, filling me to the hilt. He was completely bareback, but I couldn’t find it in me to care. I craved the feeling of his skin against mine, damn the consequences.

      My body deflated in his arms. He felt so huge and so good, I could barely keep upright. Sam kissed me again and again as he rocked his hips while standing.

      Behind us, Helen began to crawl to us, stopping right under my ass. She gripped Sam’s thighs and began to lick his balls while he fucked me. It all felt so surreal, so dirty, so wrong for Helen and so right for me.

      Our movements quickly fell into a rhythm. Sam’s powerful thrusts lifted me higher each time, causing a delicious friction that made my entire body hum with pleasure. Helen’s tongue traced patterns along his sensitive skin, her hands steadying both of us as she lavished attention on him.

      "More," I whimpered, clutching tighter around his neck. My voice was breathy, barely above a whisper, but Sam heard me, and his pace quickened in response.

      “You like that?” he asked, a wicked glint dancing in his eyes. His breath was hot against my ear, a stark contrast to the cool air around us. I could only nod, lost for words as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me.

      Beneath us, Helen’s moans echoed my own. She shifted slightly, pressing her face even closer to where we were joined. Her enthusiasm was palpable—every stroke of her tongue sent shivers up my spine and seemed to drive Sam deeper into me.

      I could feel the tension building again within me, an insistent pressure that demanded release. My fingers dug into Sam’s shoulders; he responded by adjusting his grip on me, angling himself for even deeper penetration.

      “Yes,” I gasped out finally, feeling the dam inside me about to break. “Just like that."

      Sam grunted in agreement as his pace turned frenzied. Each thrust now seemed to blur into the next until I could no longer distinguish where one ended and another began. The room around us disappeared; all that existed was the sensation of him driving into me and Helen’s eager caress below.

      "I’m close," Sam breathed heavily against my skin. His muscles bunched with each movement—a crescendo building alongside my own impending climax.

      Helen pulled back slightly, just enough to watch our faces as we teetered on the edge together. The sight of her watching us so intently pushed me over first; my world shattered into a million shards of ecstasy as I cried out, body arching against Sam’s in abandon.

      Seconds later, Sam followed suit with a roar that echoed through the room. The force of his release rocked through both of us, leaving him trembling and weak-kneed beneath me.

      Finally spent, Sam lowered me to the floor, keeping his arms around me so I stayed upright. Helen stood to kiss Sam gently before turning her gaze to meet mine with an expression that was nothing short of adoration.

      We stayed entwined like that for several moments longer—basking in shared warmth and satisfaction—before slowly easing apart and collapsing onto the mattress nearby.

      "I think we need a breather," Helen said.

      I nodded drowsily from where I lay tangled among them both. There was an intimacy now between us three—a silent understanding born from experiencing something wildly beautiful together—that would bind us long after this night ended.

      “You picked a good one, darling,” Sam told Helen. I blushed with pride. Sam met my gaze and tucked a wet strand of hair behind my ear. “I’m going to want to fuck this one for a while.”

      My mouth went dry or I would’ve told him I wanted that too. I barely knew this couple and yet I felt oddly close to them. They intrigued me and I wanted to know more about their world. With the way they were looking at me, I could tell they wanted to know more about me too. And they would, because I was about to give them everything.
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      The bar was crowded for a Friday night, the murmur of conversations blending with the low hum of indie rock from the speakers. Craig and I had managed to snag stools at the far end of the counter, away from the main throng of college students and after-work regulars. The dim lighting softened his features, making him look more relaxed than I'd seen in weeks. We both nursed our drinks—his whiskey neat, my gin and tonic—comfortable in the silence we shared.

      "I'll be right back," I said, touching his arm briefly before slipping off my stool.

      The bathroom was tucked away past a hallway lined with kitschy posters of rock legends. As I washed my hands, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror—the faint lines around my eyes, the flyaway hairs escaping from my bun. I took a deep breath and returned to the bar, feeling refreshed.

      But when I emerged from the hallway, I froze. There she was—a young blond woman leaning towards Craig, her red lips forming words that disappeared into the clamor of the bar. Her laughter rang like bells as she tossed her hair over her shoulder in a practiced motion.

      A strange sensation curled in my stomach. It wasn't jealousy that struck me first; no, it was something deeper, unexpected—arousal tinged with curiosity. I hesitated in the shadowy corner by the jukebox, half-hidden behind a pillar.

      Craig leaned forward slightly, not with interest but with that same polite attentiveness he showed everyone. He nodded as she spoke, his expression open yet uncommitted. The woman's hand grazed his forearm briefly before drawing back to caress her own drink.

      I watched them from my darkened perch, heart quickening in a way that surprised me. What was it about this scene? Perhaps it was the novelty of seeing Craig through someone else's eyes, recognizing how others might find him appealing—the soft rumble of his laughter, the crinkles at the corners of his eyes.

      She leaned closer, saying something that made Craig tilt his head back and chuckle—a warm sound that sent a ripple through the air between us. And there it was again—a spark ignited within me at seeing him like this: desired by another.

      Finally mustering courage—or maybe just curiosity—I stepped out of my hiding place and returned to his side. The woman's eyes flickered toward me briefly but lingered on Craig as if weighing her chances.

      "Theresa!" Craig greeted me warmly as if he hadn't noticed anything unusual about our separation. He turned to include both of us in the conversation. "This is Lily; she's new in town."

      "Nice to meet you," I said smoothly, extending a hand to Lily who shook it with a smile just shy of genuine.

      "I should get back to my friends," she said too brightly once she'd assessed our dynamic.

      As she slipped away into the crowd, Craig turned back to me with an amused glint in his eye. "Funny girl," he remarked lightly.

      "Seemed nice enough," I replied with forced nonchalance while something still buzzed beneath my skin—a secret thrill igniting parts of me I didn’t know existed. “Is it weird that it turned me on to see her flirting with you?”

      Craig’s eyes widened. When I glanced down, I noticed he was hard. “Really? I mean, yeah. That’s kind of weird. It’s kind of hot too.”

      I looked in her direction and watched her have fun with her friends. “I wonder if she’d keep flirting with you now that she knows you’re married.”

      Craig hesitated. “Did you want me to find out?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe.”

      Craig slid off the stool.

      He hesitated, a brief pause that spoke volumes. Then, with a nod and a quick flash of a grin, he sauntered back toward where Lily and her friends were huddled, their laughter lilting through the air like a melody.

      I watched him go, each step deliberate and confident. My heart thumped against my ribs as if I were the one stepping into the unknown. The dim lighting played tricks on my eyes, blurring the lines of reality and fantasy until they were indistinguishable.

      Lily noticed him approach and her expression shifted—surprise mingled with intrigue. She leaned in conspiratorially as Craig resumed his place beside her, saying something that made her laugh again. Her gaze flicked momentarily toward me, assessing the landscape of our small triangle, as if deciding how this game was to be played.

      Craig’s body language was relaxed but purposeful; he gestured animatedly with his hands as if recounting some amusing anecdote. Lily listened intently, nibbling on her lower lip—a gesture I might have found cliché had it not been so effective. I felt a strange kinship with her in that moment—part competitor, part collaborator in this unspoken dance we’d stumbled upon.

      My drink sat untouched on the counter, condensation pooling in a small ring around its base. I lifted it to my lips almost absently, savoring the cool bite of gin as my eyes tracked Craig’s every move. The thrill that had begun as a whisper was now building within me.

      What would happen next? Would she lean closer still, emboldened by his charm and our apparent openness? And what did it mean for us—for Craig and me—to toy with this boundary between fidelity and fantasy?

      A wicked thought flitted through my mind—a dangerous temptation sketched in vivid colors. Would she come home with us if we asked? Could we create a memory out of this electric tension threading us together?

      But beneath the allure lurked uncertainty. Was this notion simply reckless abandon courting disaster? Or could it be an exploration of trust—an expansion of boundaries we’d never dared to cross before?

      Lily laughed again, a sound that snapped me back to the present. Craig glanced over his shoulder at me, his eyes searching mine for guidance or approval—I wasn’t sure which.

      I offered him a smile that felt more like an invitation than an answer. My heartbeat thrummed wild in anticipation of whatever lay ahead; tonight promised secrets unraveling like ribbons in the hands of fate.

      As if sensing the shift in the atmosphere, Lily excused herself to the bathroom, leaving Craig to cut through the crowd back towards me. I watched his approach, noting the way his shoulders swayed with a newfound tension.

      "Well?" I asked, my voice steady despite the chaotic flutter of my heart. "Do you think she’d go home with us?"

      Craig leaned against the bar beside me, a hint of disbelief etched into his features. "You’re serious about this?" he asked, searching my eyes for any sign of hesitation.

      I nodded, emboldened by the thrill of our secret conversation amidst the noise around us. "Why not? She seems open-minded."

      He chuckled softly, shaking his head as though we were contemplating an outrageous adventure rather than a clandestine liaison. "I’m not sure," he admitted, glancing towards where Lily had disappeared. "But it’s... intriguing."

      Lily returned shortly after, her cheeks still flushed from laughter or perhaps something else entirely. She reclaimed her spot among her friends, though her eyes found ours more often than not—a silent dialogue threaded between glances.

      Craig caught my eye again, a silent question hanging between us before he turned back toward Lily and her circle. This time his approach was more deliberate, each step carrying an undercurrent of potential.

      From my vantage point, I observed their exchange—the subtle shifts in body language that spoke louder than words. Craig leaned in closer to Lily, his hand brushing hers ever so slightly; she responded in kind with a tilt of her head and an attentive lean forward.

      Then it happened—Craig whispered something in her ear that drew a surprised smile across her lips. Her eyes darted briefly to mine for confirmation of what had been suggested. The room seemed to hold its breath alongside me.

      Finally, they began their slow return to where I stood—a procession marked by uncertainty and excitement alike. Lily looked at me then, vulnerability warring with curiosity in her expression.

      "So," she began softly, her voice barely audible over the din but as clear as any declaration could be. "You’re really okay with this?"

      I met her gaze directly, letting my sincerity seep through my words as I responded. "Absolutely."

      Craig wrapped an arm loosely around Lily's shoulder, and together we headed to Craig’s car. The ride home was full of sexual tension.

      The dim streetlights flickered past as Craig navigated the familiar roads, their glow casting a soft light across Lily’s face. She sat quietly in the backseat, her eyes darting between Craig and me, a faint smile playing at the corners of her mouth. I could feel her curiosity simmering just beneath the surface.

      "So, Lily," I said, breaking the silence that was as thick as the heat we shared. "What brings you to our little corner of the world?"

      Lily chuckled, a low, sultry sound that filled the car with energy. "Just passing through, really. Needed a break from my routine." She leaned forward slightly, resting her chin on the seat in front of her as if to bridge the gap between us.

      Craig glanced at me, a subtle smirk edging his lips. "And how’s that going for you so far?" he asked.

      Her eyes glittered with mischief as they met mine in the rearview mirror. "Unexpectedly interesting," she replied slowly, each word dripping with implication.

      I shifted in my seat, feeling both bold and vulnerable under her gaze. "Well, we're glad to be part of your adventure," I murmured, the double meaning hanging in the air between us.

      Craig’s hand found its way to rest on my knee, his touch grounding me amidst the swirling possibilities. "Theresa and I," he said thoughtfully, "we enjoy meeting new people."

      Lily bit her lower lip, a delicate flush coloring her cheeks anew. "Meeting new people is one of my favorite things too."

      We exchanged suggestive glances that spoke louder than any conversation might have. The hum of the engine was our only soundtrack, punctuated by occasional laughter from Lily when Craig made a witty remark about some roadside oddity or when I recounted an embellished tale from our past escapades.

      As we drew closer to our neighborhood, the streetlights dimmed into familiar shadows that lined our path home. The anticipation coiled tighter and tighter between us until it was almost palpable.

      Finally, Craig pulled into our driveway, cutting off the engine. In the sudden silence that followed, each breath seemed magnified—heavy with expectation and recognition of what we were about to embark upon.

      Craig turned to look at me first, then back at Lily. "Shall we?" he asked softly.

      Lily nodded slowly, a clear affirmation wrapped in vulnerability but also laced with excitement. Her fingers brushed against mine as she stepped out of the car—a small gesture that sent sparks dancing up my arm and affirming whatever courage had brought us all here tonight.

      We moved toward our front door as if crossing an invisible threshold into uncharted territory—each step resonating with purpose and promise beneath our feet.

      Inside, the living room felt both inviting and charged with potential, the warm glow of the lamps casting long shadows that danced across our space. Lily took a seat on the plush sofa, her legs crossing gracefully as she settled in, while Craig and I positioned ourselves opposite her.

      "So," Craig began, his voice smooth and inviting, "what else do you enjoy besides meeting strangers in cozy bars?"

      Lily's eyes twinkled as she leaned back, her posture relaxed yet confident. "I love music," she replied. "There's something about getting lost in a song that feels like freedom."

      I nodded, appreciating her sentiment. "Music's always been a big part of our lives too." I paused briefly before adding, "And sometimes it leads us to unexpected places."

      Her gaze lingered on mine, open and curious. "Like your home tonight?" she asked, her tone playful yet sincere.

      A soft laugh bubbled from my lips as Craig interjected, his voice light but intent. "Exactly like that."

      Lily's blush deepened at his words, her cheeks now a delicate shade of rose that contrasted beautifully with her blond hair. Her boldness shone through as she looked between us.

      "Would you mind," I ventured, more statement than question, letting my words hang there for a moment before continuing with measured calmness, "taking your clothes off?"

      Her breath hitched slightly—a tiny sound that resonated loudly within the charged atmosphere. Yet there was no hesitation in her response; she shook her head softly, an unspoken agreement passing between us.

      With a graceful fluidity that seemed almost practiced, Lily rose from the couch. Her fingers found the hidden zipper along the side of her dress and slowly drew it down. Fabric whispered against skin as it fell away to reveal black lace hugging every curve of her body.

      I drank in the sight: her supple form bathed in warm light—each line and contour uncompromisingly beautiful. The lingerie accentuated her youthfulness—the delicate fabric tracing over creamy skin stretched taut over firm muscles.

      Her breasts were full yet pert beneath the lace cups, their shape continuing down into a gently tapered waist. The black sheer fabric clung to her hips before giving way to slender thighs that tapered into long legs.

      Craig's hand settled reassuringly on my back as we both admired Lily's unveiled form—an embodiment of allure standing confidently before us.

      "You're stunning," I whispered appreciatively, allowing myself to fully embrace this moment of raw honesty and vulnerability shared among us three.

      Lily smiled then—not coy or shy—but with an assurance that seemed to acknowledge every silent compliment we offered with mutual desire brimming just beneath her surface.

      Lily's fingers found their way to the clasp at the front of her bra. Her movements were deliberate, her eyes locked onto mine, as if inviting me to witness every millisecond of her unveiling. With a flick of her wrist, the clasp gave way, and the lace fell apart like a delicate curtain drawn back to reveal the treasures beneath.

      Her breasts were perfect—round and firm, their natural fullness defying gravity. The nipples were a soft blush, peaking with a mixture of cool air and anticipation. I found myself entranced by how they rose and fell with each steady breath she took.

      Next, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, teasing us with another pause—a master of suspense in both action and intent. Slowly, achingly slow, she rolled the fabric down over her hips, drawing out the moment in a tantalizing display of control.

      When finally freed from the confines of lace and silk, she stood unabashedly bare before us. Every curve and line told a story; the gentle dip of her waist leading into hips that flared gracefully. Her skin had a luminous quality, highlighted by our home’s ambient light gliding over her form like it was made of moonbeams.

      Nestled between her thighs was a hint of glistening wetness that spoke volumes more than any words could convey—a testament to her desire that mirrored our own.

      Craig let out a barely audible exhale beside me, his fingers still resting against my back—a silent connection tethering us in this shared experience.

      I met Lily's gaze once more. Her vulnerability combined with an undeniable confidence created a powerful allure that was impossible to resist. I knew then just how much joy awaited us in exploring this unexpected path.

      "You're incredible," I managed to murmur. Each word was weighted with sincerity and awe.

      Her lips curved into an appreciative smile. Together we remained there for what felt like an eternity yet only mere seconds—three individuals on the cusp of something beautifully uncharted.

      “Where do you want this to go?” Craig asked, his voice soft but filled with anticipation.

      “Lily,” I said. “I want to see you straddle my husband.”

      Lily’s eyes widened and her cheeks flushed pink, but she stepped closer.

      With a graceful, almost feline movement, Lily placed one knee on the sofa beside Craig, then the other, positioning herself over his lap. The heat in the room seemed to intensify as their bodies drew nearer, proximity fanning flames that had been kindling since we left the bar.

      Craig's hands hovered near her hips, a silent electric current sparking between them before he allowed himself to touch her. His fingers skimmed her skin lightly at first, a whisper of contact that made Lily shiver. Her breath hitched as his hands began to explore more boldly, tracing the curve of her waist before traveling upward.

      "Touch her, Craig," I encouraged softly, my voice mingling with the rhythm of my heartbeat—steady yet expectant.

      He complied with delicious slowness, each movement measured and deliberate. His fingers brushed along her ribs before they caressed the underside of her breasts, eliciting a soft moan from Lily's parted lips. She arched into his touch instinctively, a silent plea for more.

      I watched closely as her hips started to move in subtle circles against him, her eagerness palpable in every delicate roll. Through the fabric of his pants, I could see the outline of his response—a testament to our combined desires fusing into a singular moment of heated anticipation.

      Sitting across from them, I felt that familiar surge—an aching need mixed with an intoxicating rush of voyeuristic delight. My own body responded without hesitation; warmth pooled between my legs and my panties grew wetter with every passing second.

      Lily's hands found their way to Craig’s shoulders for balance. Her head tilted back slightly as she lost herself in the sensations washing over her. "Mmm," she sighed, her voice carrying notes of pleasure and promise.

      Craig's eyes flicked towards me briefly, seeking assurance even now in this intimate tableau we'd orchestrated together. I nodded slightly, giving him silent permission and encouragement—a reminder that this was our adventure too.

      "Lily," I spoke again, feeling boldness rise within me like an unrestrained tide. "I want you to feel everything we can give."

      Her answering smile was radiant and full of mischief.

      As Craig continued his tender exploration and Lily found new rhythms in their dance, I leaned back into my chair and let myself be swept up by the raw beauty unfolding before me.

      But watching her made me salivate with the desire to taste her. “Lay her back, Craig. Against the sofa.”

      It took everything in them to stop what they were doing, but they did as they were told. Craig lay her down against the sofa and stood up. I climbed between Lily’s legs. She looked down at me with hooded eyes.

      “Craig’s going to fuck your mouth while I eat you out,” I told her. She gave me a shy little nod.

      Craig sighed as he pulled out his monster of a cock. It was long, thick, and veiny. He cupped her head and angled the tip of his cock toward her lips. I lowered down and dragged my tongue along her slit.

      The taste of her was intoxicating, a sweet and tangy nectar that only intensified the heat pooling within me. Lily's body trembled beneath my touch, her thighs quivering slightly as I teased her entrance, savoring every reaction.

      Craig's groan was low and guttural as he slipped past Lily's lips, the sound vibrating through the room like a tangible wave. Her mouth stretched to accommodate him, welcoming him eagerly. His eyes fluttered closed for a moment, lost in the pleasure of it, before they refocused on me with a smoldering intensity.

      While he pushed in deeper, Craig reached down and pinched her nipples, twisting and teasing them. Her back arched in response and she moaned against his cock, making him groan louder than ever.

      Lily's hands gripped the sofa cushions, anchoring herself against the sensations assaulting her from both sides. I flicked my tongue with precision, tracing intricate patterns over her sensitive flesh. She responded beautifully, her hips bucking up to meet my mouth, the unrestrained sounds spilling from her throat forming a symphony with Craig's groans above.

      "God, Theresa," Craig murmured, his voice roughened by pleasure as he began to move gently in and out of Lily's mouth. Each thrust was measured, considerate of her limits but enough to send shivers coursing down his spine.

      I felt myself growing more aroused by their shared pleasure—the way they moved together against me, around me. My own need pulsed with urgency; my panties were drenched now, sticky and hot against my skin. But that only drove me further, pushing me to devour Lily with renewed fervor.

      Her moans grew louder against Craig's cock as my tongue discovered new depths within her folds. Her reactions were exquisite: the arch of her back, the clenching of her fists in the fabric beneath us—all signs of her unraveling composure.

      "You're so good," I told her between breaths, watching Craig slip further into that realm where thought ceased to matter and only sensation reigned supreme. "Let go for us."

      Her response was instantaneous; an almost desperate cry escaped her throat as she started shaking under me. Craig seemed to sense it too; his movements became frantic yet precise as he filled her mouth with cum.

      It hit them almost simultaneously—Lily's body tensed then softened with bliss beneath my touch while Craig surrendered with a deep growl vibrating from his chest as he filled her mouth.

      I watched them ride their waves of ecstasy together before finally pulling back slightly to catch my breath. “Lily,” I said. “How would you like to eat me out?”

      Lily blushed but nodded. I stood and unzipped my dress.

      It slipped down my shoulders and pooled at my feet, a silken cascade, leaving me in nothing but anticipation. The room felt charged, electricity crackling in the air as I unclasped my bra and let it fall, my nipples hardening instantly in the cool air.

      Lily's gaze was transfixed, her eyes following the movement of my hands as I slid my panties down, stepping out of them with deliberate slowness. She met my eyes then, her pupils wide and dark with desire—a silent promise passing between us.

      A satisfied smile playing across Craig’s lips as he watched us indulgently. He seemed to revel in the spectacle before him, his hand lazily caressing his own skin in the aftermath of release.

      I lay back against the couch, feeling the plush fabric beneath me as I settled into position. My legs parted slightly, an invitation that needed no words.

      Lily hesitated for a beat, a flicker of something—maybe uncertainty or pure anticipation—crossing her features. It was gone just as quickly, replaced by a determined focus as she moved closer. Her hands were warm on my thighs as she settled between them, her mouth hovering just above me.

      Her tongue was soft and tentative at first, exploring me with gentle curiosity. I gasped at the initial contact, arching involuntarily under her touch. She grew bolder with every labored breath I took, finding a rhythm that matched the thrumming need building inside me.

      Craig shifted beside us, positioning himself so he could see every detail of our entwined bodies. His fingers traced languid paths over Lily's back, encouraging her as she lavished attention upon me.

      I reached down to weave my fingers into Lily's hair, guiding her gently against me. Her tongue flicked and circled with increasing fervor, drawing out sounds from deep within that I scarcely recognized as my own.

      "Oh, Lily," I moaned softly, sinking further into the sensations that rippled through me like waves spreading from some deep-seated core. "Just like that...”

      Her response was immediate; she pressed herself more firmly against me, sending bolts of sheer pleasure streaking through every nerve ending. My body responded instinctively—hips rising to meet her mouth while heat coiled deliciously low inside still-tight muscles.

      Craig watched us intently; his presence felt like another layer of intimacy enfolding us all together.

      “Craig, I want to watch you fuck her while she eats me out.” Lily moaned her approval against my wet pussy and Craig had no qualms.

      He removed his shirt and then dropped his slacks and briefs to the floor, stepping out of them. He looked like an Adonis as he moved behind Lily and positioned himself at her entrance.

      Lily's hands tightened their grip on my thighs as she pushed me closer to that precipice where control gave way entirely to sensation. My breathing quickened.

      Craig eased into Lily with a slow, deliberate thrust. Her mouth stilled for a heartbeat against me as she absorbed the sensation, an exquisite tension building between all of us like an invisible thread pulling tighter. Then, as if recharged, her tongue resumed its dance, driving me steadily toward that edge.

      I ran my hands over her back, feeling the smooth skin and the strength of the muscles beneath. My fingers found her breasts, kneading them softly, each squeeze sending small tremors through her body, which I could feel against my own. Her moans vibrated against me in a delicious hum.

      Craig's movements were slow at first, his eyes locking with mine as he tuned into Lily's reactions—her gasps and shivers a testament to the pleasure coursing through her. His rhythm gradually intensified, matching the pace of Lily's eager tongue tracing circles and letters and patterns that seemed to spell out secrets only we three shared.

      “God,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire and awe. There was something primal in his gaze—a rawness that mirrored my own hunger—and it fueled this fiery loop we were caught in.

      Lily whimpered against me as Craig drove into her, each thrust pushing her more firmly against my core. The pressure built steadily until it felt like I was floating, only anchored by their touch. My fingers tangled deeper in Lily’s hair, urging her to take me further into that blissful oblivion.

      The room was filled with the sounds of our collective ecstasy; skin meeting skin in rhythmic collision and a symphony of sighs and cries growing louder with every passing moment.

      I could feel myself spiraling towards release, teetering on the brink as Lily’s lips wrapped around me and sucked gently but insistently. Craig’s hands gripped her hips tightly now as his tempo accelerated—a steady pounding that sent shockwaves through both our bodies.

      The pleasure built unbearably high until suddenly it broke over us like a wave crashing down—my orgasm ripping through me with such force I couldn’t tell where my cries ended and theirs began. Every nerve sparked alive at once in a dazzling display of white-hot sensation that left me breathless and spent.

      Lily moaned one final time against me before collapsing forward onto my thighs, trembling with aftershocks as Craig continued to move within her—his own release following swiftly after, his cum flooding inside her with no condom acting as a barrier.

      We lay there entwined for timeless moments afterward—hearts pounding together as the charged energy slowly dissipated into something softer: satisfaction mingling with fatigue.

      Lily sat up, unsure of herself. “It’s so late,” she said shyly. “Do you mind if I sleep over here tonight?”

      My gaze met Craig’s and we both smiled. “That would be fine with us,” I said.

      “We’d prefer it,” he added.

      Something told me we weren’t finished here. The fun would continue throughout the night and I was certain we’d see Lily again and again. Because now that I’d shared my husband with her, I was hooked. And I was never going back.
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      "Alright, ladies, let's gather around!" Coach Henry clapped his hands, his voice carrying across the field. His presence was commanding, yet there was a kindness in his eyes. Anya and I exchanged excited looks as we jogged over to join the circle forming around him.

      "Welcome to your first practice," he began, flashing a smile that could light up Broadway. "I'm Coach Henry, and I'm thrilled to see such a talented group of athletes ready to give it their all this season."

      Anya leaned toward me, her breath tickling my ear. "He's so attractive," she whispered. I stifled a giggle, trying to keep my focus on Coach Henry's speech.

      "Anya," I whispered back, "he’s twice our age."

      "Even better," she said with a mischievous grin and a suggestive wiggle of her eyebrows. "I bet he knows how to treat a woman."

      Heat crept up my neck as an image of Coach Henry in bed flashed through my mind. I felt my panties grow damp and quickly looked away, focusing on the ground beneath my feet.

      "Lisa Martinez?" He called out suddenly, and my heart skipped a beat.

      "Here!" I squeaked, raising my hand slightly.

      "Glad to have you on board, Lisa. And Anya Petrov?"

      "Present!" Anya responded confidently, giving him a smile that could melt glaciers.

      "Great," he continued. "We're going to start with some warm-up drills followed by team-building exercises. Any questions before we begin?"

      The team remained silent, each player stealing glances at one another, gauging the atmosphere.

      "Alright then," Coach Henry said with an encouraging nod. "Let's hit the field!"

      As we started our stretches, Anya sidled closer to me again. "Did you see the way he smiled at you?"

      "Oh please," I muttered under my breath, feeling that same warmth flood my cheeks again. "He was just being friendly."

      "Mhmm," Anya hummed skeptically. "You know what they say about older men."

      "And what's that?" I asked wryly.

      "They really know how to—"

      "Girls! Focus!" Coach Henry's voice interrupted her as he walked past us, causing both of us to straighten up immediately.

      We followed his instructions through dynamic stretches and agility drills. Despite the rigorous pace he set for us, his positive reinforcement made it easier to push ourselves harder than ever before.

      During water break, Anya nudged me again. "See? He's always watching you."

      I rolled my eyes but couldn't help sneaking a glance his way. Sure enough, he met my eyes briefly before turning his attention back to another group of players.

      Suddenly I felt vulnerable under his gaze, like he could see right through me into the thoughts I'd rather hide.

      Coach Henry blew the whistle again. "Five minutes left for water break! Then we're doing passing drills!"

      "I don't know how I'm going to get through this practice without combusting from embarrassment," I confessed quietly to Anya.

      "You'll be fine," she assured me with a sly smile. "Maybe he'll offer private lessons."

      I playfully shoved her as we both laughed lightly. But deep down, the idea didn’t sound so terrible, and that realization unsettled me more than I cared to admit.

      We returned to the field and began the passing drills, focusing on our footwork and coordination. I tried to concentrate, but every time Coach Henry approached, my heart raced and my thoughts scattered like leaves in the wind.

      "Good job, Lisa! Keep your head up," he called out, standing close enough that I could catch a whiff of his aftershave—something woodsy and intoxicating. Anya shot me a knowing look that sent a fresh wave of heat across my face.

      "Nice pass, Anya!" Coach Henry said next, giving her shoulder a light pat. She practically purred at the contact, her eyes never leaving his.

      After the passing drills, we were paired off for some one-on-one scrimmages. Anya and I ended up together, much to her delight. She winked at me as we jogged into position.

      "I've got a plan," she whispered conspiratorially.

      "Oh no," I groaned. "What now?"

      "Wait until after practice," she said with a grin so wicked it made me nervous.

      We played intensely during the scrimmages, both of us showing off our skills, trying to impress Coach Henry despite—or maybe because of—our shared distraction. The competitive edge between us made it easier to forget the butterflies in my stomach.

      Finally, Coach Henry blew the whistle for the last time that day. "Great work today, everyone! Gather around for a quick debrief."

      We jogged over and formed a semi-circle around him—sweaty, tired but exhilarated from our first practice. He looked over us with an approving nod.

      "You all did exceptionally well today," he began. "I'm looking forward to seeing how you develop as a team this season." His eyes met mine briefly before moving on. "Remember to stay hydrated and get plenty of rest."

      With that, he dismissed us. As soon as he turned away, Anya grabbed my arm and dragged me aside.

      "What are you doing?" I asked.

      "Trust me," she whispered back excitedly.

      Coach Henry was collecting cones and equipment by himself when Anya made her move. She sauntered over with an exaggerated sway in her hips, her intentions clear in every step.

      "Coach Henry?" she called out sweetly.

      He looked up, surprised but smiling warmly. "Yes, Anya? What can I do for you?"

      "I was wondering if you could show me some tips on improving my dribbling skills," she said, leaning in closer than necessary.

      I hung back awkwardly but couldn't tear my eyes away from their interaction. My heart pounded so loudly it drowned out any coherent thought.

      Anya gave an exaggerated demonstration of her dribbling form—bending lower than she needed to and emphasizing every curve of her body. Coach Henry watched attentively but maintained his professional demeanor.

      "Sure thing," he said kindly. "I can show you a few techniques."

      As he crouched down to demonstrate proper foot placement and ball control, Anya shot me a triumphant glance over his shoulder—her expression so full of victory that I felt an odd mix of jealousy and curiosity stir within me.

      "And Lisa," Coach Henry called suddenly without looking up from his crouched position, "you should join us. It's always good to practice with a partner."

      My breath hitched. "Uh, sure, Coach," I stammered, walking over with shaky legs. Anya's smirk grew even wider, if that was possible.

      As Coach Henry continued his demonstration, explaining the finer points of dribbling with a focus and intensity that made it hard to look away, Anya took every opportunity to brush against him or lean into his space. I found myself trapped in a whirlwind of emotions—part embarrassment for her boldness, part fascination at how easily she drew his attention.

      "Now, one of you take the ball and try what I showed you," he said, standing back up.

      Anya grabbed the ball first, because of course she did. She mimicked his movements almost perfectly but threw in her own extra flair—an unnecessary but undeniably appealing flourish at the end.

      "Very good," he praised, though his tone remained even. "Lisa, your turn."

      Swallowing hard, I took the ball from Anya and tried to replicate the technique without making a complete fool of myself. I felt Coach Henry's eyes on me, scrutinizing every movement. An unexpected surge of determination coursed through me—I wanted to impress him too.

      "Not bad at all," he said after my attempt. "Just remember to keep your knees slightly bent and stay light on your feet."

      We continued practicing for a few more minutes under his watchful eye. It was challenging trying to maintain focus with Anya's suggestive glances and subtle provocations towards Coach Henry.

      Finally satisfied with our progress, he gave us a nod and began packing up the equipment again. "Good work, both of you. Keep practicing and you'll see improvement soon."

      "Thanks, Coach," Anya purred, trailing her fingers along his arm as she pretended to brush imaginary dust off his sleeve.

      "Thank you," I echoed more quietly, feeling the weight of what had just transpired sink in.

      As we walked away from the field together, Anya couldn't hide her glee. "Did you see how close he got? And how he was looking at me?"

      I rolled my eyes but couldn't help smiling at her confidence. "You're crazy, you know that?"

      "Oh come on, Lisa," she teased. "Don't tell me you didn't enjoy it just a little."

      I hesitated before answering—because honestly, part of me had enjoyed it, even if I'd never admit it out loud. The thrill of being noticed by someone like Coach Henry had stirred something inside me that I didn't fully understand yet.

      "Maybe a little," I finally conceded with a reluctant smile.

      "See? I knew it." She bumped her shoulder against mine playfully. "This is going to be an interesting season." We walked back to our dorms under fading sunlight.
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      The next practice went similarly to the first, only I noticed that Coach averted his gaze more this time. He didn’t linger on us or give us special treatment. Anya either didn’t care or notice as she continued to vie for his attention. But my heart sank at the possibility that we had disappointed him somehow.

      The next few weeks went the same. He created distance between us despite Anya’s advances. But we still caught him occasionally glancing in our direction when he didn’t think we were looking.

      After one practice, when Anya had had enough of the chase, Anya wanted to corner him again. But he disappeared quickly, busying himself with another student on his way back to the office. Anya and I decided to wait for the student to leave and then slip inside to talk to him.

      When we did, his eyes widened like he was surprised to see us. His throat bobbed with a swallow and then he averted his gaze again, focusing on some papers on his desk instead. “What can I help you girls with?”

      Anya didn’t miss a beat. She sauntered over to his desk, her fingers trailing along its edge like she owned the place. “Coach Henry, we wanted to talk to you about our progress,” she said in a voice that dripped with sugar and something darker.

      I hung back by the door, feeling a knot tighten in my stomach. The room felt smaller, suddenly too intimate for what was happening.

      He cleared his throat, shuffling his papers nervously. “You both are doing well. Just keep practicing as I’ve shown you.”

      Anya leaned in closer, placing one hand on his desk and the other on her hip. “But Coach,” she purred, “we need more than just practice tips.” Her eyes glinted mischievously as she glanced back at me. “Don’t we, Lisa?”

      Caught off guard, I stammered, “Uh… yeah. Sure.” My throat felt dry as sandpaper.

      With that, Anya removed her jersey to reveal her sweaty body in a tight sports bra. Her breasts were full enough that they threatened to spill out of it despite how binding it was. Coach Henry stared at her body longingly for a moment before finally collecting himself.

      He let out a sigh, running a hand through his graying hair. “Anya, Lisa, look—”

      “I see the way you look at us. Come on, Coach. Be honest with yourself,” Anya interrupted smoothly. “It’s just us here.”

      He paused for a moment before continuing in a lower voice, “Anya, this is not appropriate. I’m your coach and much older than you. We can’t—”

      “Oh come on, Coach Henry,” Anya cut him off again, stepping around the desk until she was practically invading his personal space. “We’re adults here.” She emphasized her words by grazing her fingers lightly over his forearm.

      His chair creaked as he leaned back slightly to create some distance between them. His eyes darted towards me briefly; they held a silent plea for understanding or perhaps restraint.

      My heart pounded loudly in my chest, and before I could stop myself, I stepped closer too—drawn by an invisible force that made my legs move forward despite my better judgment.

      “Coach Henry,” I began softly, trying to find the right words but feeling woefully inadequate in comparison to Anya’s boldness. “We don’t want to make things difficult for you… but we need to know if this—” I gestured vaguely between all of us—“is something you’ve thought about too.”

      His face softened for just a second before hardening again into an unreadable mask. He stood abruptly from his chair and put more space between us until he was near the window overlooking the empty field outside.

      “This has to stop,” he said firmly yet with an edge of regret in his voice. “I cannot allow any of this to continue. You both have so much potential ahead of you—in soccer and in life.” His gaze lingered on me longer than it should have before snapping back to Anya.

      Anya's eyes narrowed slightly but then she shrugged nonchalantly as if brushing off his reprimand like water off a duck’s back. “Alright then,” she said with feigned innocence that didn’t fool anyone for a second.

      She turned on her heel and sauntered out of the office without another word or glance back at either of us—a silent declaration that she wasn’t done yet.

      Left alone with him now, I felt exposed under his intense scrutiny—a mixture of concern, longing, and restrained emotion. The silence stretched between us, heavy with unspoken words and hesitant desires. Coach Henry’s eyes bore into mine, making my heart race and my breath come in shallow gasps.

      “Lisa,” he began softly, almost a whisper. “I... I don’t know what to say.”

      I shook my head, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. “I’m sorry about Anya,” I mumbled. “She can be... forward.”

      His lips curved into a tender smile. “Don’t apologize for her,” he said gently. “It’s not your fault.”

      I took a reluctant step forward, my legs trembling slightly as if propelled by some invisible force. His body seemed to react imperceptibly to mine, muscles tensing under his shirt, yet he held himself back. I could see the struggle in his eyes—desire battling with duty.

      “I’ll try to control Anya,” I offered, hoping it would ease the tension.

      He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “God, Lisa,” he breathed out. “You’re breathtaking.”

      The words took me by surprise, sending a jolt of excitement through me. My lips parted, but no sound came out. I wanted to say something—anything—but courage failed me.

      He studied my expression and quickly replied, “I’m sorry for saying that.”

      His concern only made him more irresistible to me. “I don’t want to tempt you to do something you’d regret,” I whispered, stepping even closer until our bodies were mere inches apart.

      His hand came up slowly to cup my face, fingers trembling ever so slightly as they brushed against my skin. The touch was electrifying, sending shivers down my spine. His thumb traced a gentle path over my cheek, lingering near the corner of my lips.

      “Your sweet disposition,” he said hoarsely, “is more tempting than anything.”

      “I really shouldn’t kiss you right now,” he murmured against my lips as though seeking permission from both of us.

      “But I simply can’t resist,” he finished before closing the distance between us.

      The kiss was molten—fiercely passionate and tender all at once. My hands found their way around his neck as his arms encircled my waist, pulling me closer until there was no space left between us.

      Just then, the door creaked open and we broke apart abruptly. Anya stood there with a mischievous grin on her face.

      “Busted,” she said teasingly before shutting the door behind her.

      For a moment, we just stood there in stunned silence before Coach Henry let out a groan that sounded more erotic than pained.

      “Well,” he said wryly, “that complicates things.”

      Anya smirked. “You’re damn right it does. Because now I have leverage, and I always get what I want.”

      My heart raced. I knew Coach wanted this too, he just didn’t want to allow himself. Now, he had an excuse. He could tell himself there was no choice, even though I knew deep down, Anya would never report him for kissing a student. Especially, since it was me he kissed, and she wouldn’t want to drag me through the mud too.

      Coach swallowed, but despite his nervousness, his dick was so hard it was pressing into my stomach. He still had his hand on my cheek, his body pressed close to mine. “What do you want?” he asked, a tone of hopefulness in his voice.

      “I’m going to assume that you mean, ‘What do I want first.’” She smiled then licked her lips. “First, I want to watch you with my friend. I want to know what you would do to her if I weren’t here.”

      My heart raced with possibilities. The idea of Coach and I sharing an intimate moment while Anya watched was both unsettling and exhilarating all at once. Coach turned his eyes back to mine and pulled my body even closer somehow. His erection throbbed against my lower belly as he cupped my neck in a way that still allowed his thumb to brush along my lower lip. He pushed his thumb gently past my lips and I instinctively began to suck on it.

      “Jesus that’s hot,” Anya said, fanning herself. “I knew you would be more exciting than some college guy.”

      Coach’s gaze remained fixed on mine as he pumped his thumb in and out of my mouth. “I have quite a few years on them,” he said. “I’ve made love quite a bit.”

      “Show me,” I begged before I could stop the words.

      “Are you sure?”

      I nodded and not a second later, he scooped me up and—while holding me—swiped everything off his desk, laying me back against it. He pulled my shirt from my head followed by my sports bra. Anya came closer to watch the show as Coach lowered his mouth to my tits, sucking in one nipple then the other.

      While he sucked, his hands dipped into the waist-band of my shorts past my panties. “Coach,” I said, gasping while I clutched his wrist. “I’m dirty…from practice, I mean.”

      He leaned up and smiled. “You’re not as dirty as I’m about to make you.” My limbs trembled at his words. He yanked down my shorts and panties, leaving my sneakers on. Positioning himself at the long end of the desk, he put one of my legs over his shoulder and dipped his head in toward my dripping-wet pussy.

      “Fuck. I forgot how ripe and ready you ladies are at your age. So eager. So desperate.”

      Anya came even closer, her eyes wide. She’d removed her sport bra now and slipped out of her shorts and panties. Curiosity for my friend got the better of me and I reached between her legs to feel her own pussy.

      Coach noticed. He licked me twice, making me shudder, before lifting up and asking me how Anya’s pussy felt. “Wet,” I replied in a soft breath.

      “I bet you’d like to taste her,” he coaxed.

      Anya’s gaze met mine and I nodded, despite the fear coursing through me. I’d never licked another girl’s pussy before, and I’d never be able to take this moment back. Still, Anya seemed as eager as I was. She climbed on the desk and lowered her hips over me.

      As Anya's thighs found their place on either side of my head, her scent filled my nostrils—a combination of sweat and something sweetly intoxicating. The warmth of her skin tantalized me as she positioned herself above my mouth. My tongue reached up tentatively, making contact with her slick folds, and she gasped softly in response.

      Coach's groan of approval reverberated through me as he resumed his efforts between my legs. His tongue lapped at my clit in slow, deliberate circles, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. The vibrations from his moans only added to the intensity.

      Anya's fingers threaded through my hair, guiding me with surprising gentleness. "Just like that, Lisa," she murmured. Her voice was breathy and filled with an excitement that mirrored my own. "Oh God, yes."

      I sucked lightly on her clit, enjoying the way her body quivered above mine. My hands gripped her thighs for support as I moved my tongue more confidently, tracing wet patterns over her sensitive flesh.

      Coach’s tongue grew more fervent as he sensed my rising arousal. He slid a finger inside me, curling it expertly to find that perfect spot that made my hips jerk involuntarily. It was as if he could read my body like a well-worn playbook.

      Anya's moans grew louder, more urgent. "I'm so close," she whispered, grinding her hips against my eager mouth. Her taste was addictive, salty and sweet all at once.

      The room felt thick with desire. Coach’s tongue flicked faster over my clit while his finger pumped rhythmically inside me. I felt the tension coiling tighter within me, each lick and thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

      Anya cried out suddenly, her fingers clenching in my hair as she shuddered violently above me. Her orgasm washed over her in waves, and I continued to lap at her until she gently pulled away, collapsing next to me on the desk with a satisfied sigh.

      My own climax was fast approaching; every nerve ending was on fire as Coach’s skillful mouth worked tirelessly between my legs. He added another finger, the sensation overwhelming yet exquisite.

      “Cum for me,” he commanded softly against my wetness. His voice was low and husky, filled with authority that sent shivers through me.

      Anya turned her head toward mine, her eyes still glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, our flavors mingling on our tongues. It was that final push I needed.

      With a strangled cry of release, I fell apart beneath Coach’s expert touch. My entire body tensed and then shook violently as waves of ecstasy washed over me again and again. His fingers remained inside me until I stopped convulsing and lay spent upon the desk.

      Both Anya and Coach hovered over me now, their faces glowing with satisfaction and something else—perhaps pride or admiration—I couldn’t quite tell through the haze of pleasure.

      “Now it’s your turn, Anya.”

      “You’re going to eat me out, too?” she asked him.

      Coach removed his shirt and then kicked off his shorts and boxers. We both gasped. His cock was giant. Long, thick, and engorged with a pearl of pre-cum on the tip. “No,” he said. “You’re going to suck me.”

      Anya licked her lips and obediently dropped to the floor. I sat up on the desk to watch as she gripped the base of him.

      Anya's fingers wrapped around Coach's length, her delicate hands contrasting with the sheer size of him. She started by teasing his tip with her tongue, flicking it lightly and savoring the bead of pre-cum that had formed. Her eyes flickered up to meet his as she took more of him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth.

      I could feel the heat between my legs reignite at the sight before me. Anya worked diligently, hollowing her cheeks and bobbing her head slowly at first, then faster as she grew more comfortable with his size. Coach Henry’s hand rested gently on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm.

      He groaned deeply, the sound reverberating through the room and making my nipples harden. “Your mouth feels amazing, Anya,” he praised, his voice a husky rumble that made my stomach flip in anticipation.

      I watched, mesmerized, as Anya took him deeper, gagging slightly but persevering. Saliva glistened on his shaft as she worked him expertly, alternating between sucking him deep and licking up and down his length with long, languid strokes.

      After a few minutes of this exquisite torment, Coach Henry pulled back slightly. His cock slid out of Anya’s willing mouth with a wet pop. He looked at me then, his eyes dark with hunger. "Lisa," he said in that commanding tone that always sent shivers down my spine.

      I spread my legs wider in anticipation as he moved between them. His cock was slick from Anya’s mouth as he pressed it against my entrance. He didn't push in immediately; instead, he slid it up and down my slick folds, teasing me further. The sensation was maddening.

      “Suck my balls while I fuck your friend,” he instructed Anya without taking his eyes off me.

      Anya didn’t hesitate. She knelt below him and cradled his balls in her hands before taking one into her mouth. The sight and sensation were overwhelming.

      Coach Henry aligned himself with me again and pushed forward slowly but steadily until he was fully seated inside me. I gasped at the delicious stretch of him filling me completely. He paused for a moment to let us both adjust before beginning to move.

      He set a steady pace at first, each thrust deliberate and powerful. Anya’s mouth on his balls seemed to spur him on as he picked up speed. The mixture of pleasure from both ends intensified everything—every thrust felt deeper, every touch more electrifying.

      “God, you’re tight,” he growled. “So fucking good.”

      My nails dug into the desk as I met his thrusts eagerly, our bodies moving in perfect synchrony. The room was filled with the sounds of our passion—his grunts, my moans, and the wet noises from where we were joined.

      Anya continued to suck on his balls with fervor, adding another layer of sensation that drove Coach Henry wild. His thrusts became erratic as he chased both of our releases.

      “Cum for me again,” he demanded through gritted teeth.

      The command was all I needed. My body obeyed instantly, convulsing around him as another orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. Coach Henry followed moments later with a deep growl, filling me with his hot seed.

      Panting, he collapsed against me, his chest heaving. Anya looked up at us, her chin glistening with her saliva and some of Coach Henry’s cum. He pulled out of me slowly, and I whimpered at the loss.

      “Switch places with Anya,” he said, still breathing heavily. I climbed off the desk, my legs like jelly, and watched as Anya excitedly clambered on top. In one swift motion, Coach flipped her onto her belly. “You’re the wild one, Anya. So you’re going to get what you deserve. What I know you’re really craving.”

      Anya shivered with anticipation as he positioned the tip of his still hard cock against her entrance. He smirked down at her. “Hold onto those ankles.”

      Gasping, Anya did as she was told, arching her ass in invitation. Coach Henry pressed a hand on her back to keep her in place and lined himself up with her tight asshole. I couldn’t believe he was going to fuck her ass in front of me. Maybe this had gotten out of hand, but I couldn’t stop it. I was in too deep. I was drunk with arousal and wanted to see more. I was desperate to see more.

      “Lisa,” Coach ordered without looking back at me, “come here and hold these cheeks open for me.”

      I eagerly complied, moving over to them. I couldn’t take my eyes off the sight before me—Anya spread out like an offering, her mouth still swollen from sucking our older coach’s balls. I grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart, revealing her puckered hole.

      Coach Henry gave Anya a predatory smirk before plunging his tip inside her. Her eyes flew open in shock but were quickly replaced by lust-filled pleasure. He paused, letting her adjust to his size. "Fuck," she whined as he started to move in deeper. While he inched inside her, he cupped my neck and pulled me toward him for a kiss.

      Our lips met, puffy and warm, while my friend groaned beneath us. Coach’s hands found my tits and twisted my nipples roughly. His other hand snaked under my friend and teased her pussy, shoving two fingers inside her while he moved in and out of her ass with steady movements.

      My heart pounded as Coach’s fingers worked tirelessly, feeling every tremble and contraction of Anya’s body beneath us. Anya's moans became a symphony of ecstasy, each sound pushing me further into the haze of desire.

      I broke the kiss to watch his cock stretch Anya’s asshole wide, each thrust sending ripples through her body. Coach Henry’s gaze flickered between us, a look of raw hunger flashing in his eyes. He twisted my nipples again, harder this time, as he increased his pace.

      “Fuck, Coach,” Anya gasped out, her hands gripping the desk so tightly her knuckles turned white. “Harder.”

      He groaned as he obliged, slamming into her with renewed intensity. The desk creaked under the force of their movements. I continued to hold her cheeks apart, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight in front of me.

      Coach Henry didn’t miss a beat, his fingers still working magic on Anya’s clit while maintaining a punishing rhythm in her ass. Her cries grew louder, more desperate. She was close; I knew that sound well.

      “Make her cum,” I whispered breathlessly against his ear, my own arousal pooling between my legs.

      Without a word, he released my nipples and directed all his focus to Anya. His thumb pressed firmly on her clit while his other hand tugged at my hair, pulling me back into another searing kiss. I could feel the tension building in Anya’s thighs and knew she was teetering on the edge.

      And then it happened—her entire body went rigid before spasming wildly. She cried out incoherently as she came hard around his relentless fingers. Her orgasm seemed to trigger something in him because moments later, with a guttural groan, Coach Henry buried himself to the hilt inside Anya’s ass and released his own climax.

      I watched them both unravel, feeling an odd sense of satisfaction at having witnessed their pleasure up close. Coach's hot breath mingled with mine as he slowly pulled out from Anya’s hole, leaving behind a trail of cum that glistened in the dim light.

      We were all panting heavily now—three bodies slick with sweat and satiation—but I felt more alive than ever.

      Coach Henry stepped back, catching his breath. Anya flipped over, probably smearing his desk with the cum dripping from her ass. I’d never seen my friend like this before and I’d likely never be able to look at her the same way. Because now I never wanted to see her clothed. I would always want to see her naked, particularly writhing under our handsome coach.

      “I hope that’s what you had in mind,” he told Anya, his voice low. “Or was there something else you wanted?”

      I was too stunned to speak, but Anya was still as pushy as ever. “If you want me to keep your little secret,” she pressed, “then you’re going to have to keep sleeping with us. Because now that I’ve had a taste of you, Coach Henry, I can’t go back to college freshmen. I can’t even try out college seniors. You’re all I want.”

      Coach Henry swallowed and looked at me. “What about you, Lisa? What do you want?”

      “I want this,” I agreed. “I want more.”

      He exhaled and ran a hand through his hair. “This is going to make practice very difficult. We can’t be having flirtatious stare-downs on the field.”

      Anya crossed her fingers and held them up for us to see. “I promise. Nothing but distant professionalism on the field.”

      “And wild sex off of it,” I added.

      Coach smiled but shook his head. “What on earth have I let you girls get me into?”

      “A good time,” Anya assured him. “That’s all.”

      “It’s too late for me to say ‘no’ now,” he said. “So I’m going to milk this ‘good time’ for all its worth.”
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      Farrah leaned against the edge of my desk, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders like a waterfall. There was an aura of effortless elegance around her, from the way her sapphire-blue blouse perfectly complemented her olive skin to the sparkle in her hazel eyes. I had always admired how she could make even the simplest outfit look runway-ready.

      "Allison, did you hear the news?" Farrah's voice was soft but urgent, pulling me out of my reverie.

      I looked up from my monitor, trying to focus on her words rather than the way her lips moved. "News? What news?"

      "The company got sold," she whispered, as if sharing a secret. "We're getting a new boss."

      My heart skipped a beat, and not just because of Farrah's proximity. "Seriously? Who is it going to be?"

      She shrugged, a delicate gesture that made her seem almost ethereal. "No idea yet. But apparently, they want to make some changes."

      I leaned back in my chair, the fake leather creaking under my weight. "Changes? Like what?"

      Farrah sighed, and for a moment, I was lost in the way her breath seemed to make her whole body shimmer. "Not sure. But you know how it goes. New management always means new policies, new procedures... basically a whole lot of uncertainty."

      "Great," I muttered sarcastically. "Just what we need."

      She smiled then, that radiant smile that could light up even the most dreary office grayness. "Remember our last boss? She was such a control freak."

      "Oh God, don't remind me," I said, shaking my head as memories of micromanagement and endless meetings flooded back. "I just hope this new one isn't as bad."

      Farrah nodded thoughtfully, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear—an action so simple yet so mesmerizing to me. "Maybe we'll get lucky and they'll actually know how to lead without breathing down our necks."

      "Fingers crossed," I replied with a weak laugh.

      Farrah's eyes met mine then, and for a split second, it felt like the world paused. Her gaze was intense but kind, and I had to remind myself to breathe.

      "You okay?" she asked gently.

      "Yeah," I said quickly, breaking eye contact and fiddling with the pen on my desk. "Just nervous about all this change. You know how it is."

      She reached out and placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. Her touch was warm and sent tingles down my spine. "We'll get through it together. We always do."

      I smiled back at her, wishing I could say more—wishing I could tell her how much she meant to me beyond our work friendship. But instead, I just nodded.

      "Thanks, Farrah. That means a lot."

      She gave my shoulder a reassuring squeeze before straightening up and returning to her own desk across from mine. As she walked away, I couldn't help but marvel at her grace and beauty once more.

      It wasn’t until the next day when we finally met our new boss. He stepped into the large, open office space with a commanding presence and an air of confidence that immediately caught everyone's attention. Heath was tall, easily over six feet, with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored suit perfectly. His chiseled jaw was accentuated by a hint of stubble, and his steel-blue eyes seemed to pierce right through you. His dark hair was artfully tousled, giving him a ruggedly handsome look that made it hard to concentrate.

      "Hello, everyone," Heath began, his deep voice resonating through the room. "I'm Heath Maxwell, your new CEO."

      The room fell silent, all eyes on him. I glanced at Farrah and saw her biting her lip, her expression a mix of awe and amusement. She caught my eye and immediately began making exaggerated pouty faces as if swooning over Heath. I had to stifle a laugh, covering my mouth to keep from bursting out. Heath was probably twice our age, but even I couldn’t deny how attractive he was.

      "I know change can be intimidating," Heath continued, his gaze sweeping across the room. "But I'm here to ensure that we not only continue the great work you've all been doing but also take this company to new heights."

      Farrah raised an eyebrow and pretended to fan herself dramatically. I shot her a look, trying to keep my composure. But honestly, I couldn't blame her—Heath looked like he had stepped straight out of a GQ magazine.

      "We'll be implementing some new strategies," Heath went on, "and I'll need your cooperation and openness to make these transitions as smooth as possible."

      Farrah made a dreamy face and clasped her hands together as if in prayer. I could feel my cheeks burning from holding back laughter.

      "If anyone has questions or concerns," Heath said warmly, "my door is always open."

      Just then, Farrah mouthed the word 'HOT' while making exaggerated air quotes with her fingers, causing me to nearly lose it. I cleared my throat loudly to cover my laugh and tried to focus on what Heath was saying.

      "I believe in collaborative leadership," he added. "Together, we'll foster an environment where innovation thrives and everyone feels valued."

      His words were met with polite applause, though I noticed several of my colleagues exchanging bewildered glances—clearly still reeling from the sudden change in leadership.

      "Alright," Heath concluded with a smile that showcased perfect white teeth. "Let's get back to work and show everyone what we're capable of."

      As he walked away towards his new office—a glass-walled corner space that offered him a panoramic view of the city—I turned back to Farrah who was shaking her head slowly in disbelief.

      "Can you believe this?" she whispered conspiratorially once Heath was out of earshot.

      I shrugged helplessly. "He's definitely... something."

      Farrah giggled softly. "He's like the epitome of every office romance movie ever made." She leaned in closer, her hazel eyes twinkling with mischief. "Think he’s single?"

      I laughed nervously. "Focus on work," I gently reminded her—and myself—though deep down I knew that concentrating would be an uphill battle with someone like Heath around.

      “Why?” she asked. “If I procrastinate then I’ll have a perfect excuse to stay late and flirt with the boss.” She winked. “You could always stay late too and we can tag team him.”

      My heart fluttered at the thought of being so close to Farrah. But sharing a man with her? I didn’t know about that. And besides, we didn’t know Heath and he was attractive enough to snatch up any woman he wanted. Farrah, I could understand, but me? He wouldn’t want anything to do with me.

      Farrah did, indeed, procrastinate so that she had to work late. Heath had been seen coming in and out of his office all day and each time I saw him, I pictured Farrah trying to seduce him. And then I pictured the other thing she said. Sharing him with me. It all had me clenching my thighs together, trying to contain the arousal threatening to spill out.

      When it was time to clock out, I was conflicted about whether or not I should stay behind with Farrah or not. She was clearly determined to stick around.

      As I gathered my things, I noticed Farrah glancing in my direction, her eyes filled with a challenge. She was daring me to stay. Part of me wanted to run out of the office and forget the whole ridiculous idea, but another part—the bolder, more adventurous part of me—wanted to see how this would play out.

      "Well, are you staying or not?" Farrah asked, her voice tinged with impatience.

      I hesitated for a moment, then sighed. "Fine. I'll stay."

      Farrah's face lit up with excitement. "Great! Let's finish up these reports together."

      We settled back at our desks, the office gradually emptying around us. Despite my best efforts to focus on work, my eyes kept wandering towards Heath’s office door, which remained firmly closed. The silence was thick with anticipation and unspoken questions.

      About an hour later, when most of the building had gone quiet and the only sounds were the hum of computers and the distant clatter of a janitor's cart, Heath's office door finally opened. He stepped out, looking just as poised and striking as he had that morning.

      "Still here?" he remarked with mild surprise as he approached our desks.

      Farrah didn't miss a beat. "Just finishing up some reports," she said lightly, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear in an almost calculated move.

      Heath nodded approvingly. "I appreciate the dedication. It's exactly what we need to push forward."

      Farrah shot me a quick glance before leaning forward slightly. "Well, Mr. Maxwell," she began in a sweet tone, "We believe in what you're trying to achieve here."

      Heath smiled, though his eyes flickered between us as if assessing our sincerity. "That's good to hear," he said after a moment. "And please, call me Heath."

      There's that smile again—the one that could melt icebergs.

      "Of course... Heath," Farrah purred.

      A moment of silence passed between us, charged with an undercurrent of something electric. I could feel my pulse quicken as Heath looked over at me. My mind raced for something intelligent to say but came up empty-handed.

      "Is there anything else you need help with tonight?" Farrah offered innocently.

      Heath considered her question thoughtfully before shaking his head. "No, I think we're good for today." He glanced at his watch and then at both of us again. "But thank you for staying late; it doesn’t go unnoticed.”

      As if on cue, Farrah stood up and stretched languidly. "Well," she said softly, "if we're all done here..."

      I followed her lead and rose from my chair as well. The room felt warmer than it had any right to be.

      Heath raised an eyebrow and looked amused. "I'll see you both tomorrow then."

      We nodded in unison and made our way towards the exit together. Once we were safely outside and beyond earshot, Farrah let out a low whistle.

      "Damn," she murmured appreciatively. "He's even more magnetic up close."

      I couldn't help but agree silently as we walked side by side into the cool night air.

      "So," she said after a moment’s reflection, nudging me playfully with her elbow. "Why'd you really stay, Allison?"

      The question hung in the air like a too-bright neon sign. I shuffled uncomfortably, pulling my cardigan tighter around myself. "I told you, I wanted to finish those reports," I replied a little too quickly.

      Farrah laughed, the sound all light and knowing. "Right, sure you did. And I'm the Queen of England."

      I bit my lip and glanced away, focusing on our footsteps echoing off the pavement. Farrah's eyes sparkled with mischief as she continued, "Come on, you can be honest with me. You want Heath as much as I do. Maybe you even liked the idea of me sharing him with you.”

      “What? No. That’s ridiculous. He’s so old…old enough to be…”

      “Come on,” she teased, “just admit it makes your panties wet.”

      “He’s our boss,” I said, finally reaching my car in the parking garage. “We shouldn’t even be having this conversation.”

      Farrah, who was parked a few spaces down, unlocked her car with the key fob. “But we are, Allison. We are.”

      She got in her car and pulled away and I slipped into mine. It was then that I saw, across the way, a tall, dark shadow at his own car about to slip inside. I couldn’t be sure, but that frame looked awfully familiar. It had to have been Heath, and if it was, had he heard our conversation?
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      The next day at work, Heath had made himself more visible, popping in and out of the office to check on everyone’s progress. When he reached my desk, his woodsy cologne swirled into my nostrils. He leaned over and I swore he was leaning closer to me than the other employees.

      "Allison," he said smoothly, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "How are the reports coming along?"

      I blinked up at him, my brain momentarily short-circuiting from the close proximity. "Oh, uh, they’re coming along well," I managed to say. "I should have them done by the end of the day."

      Heath nodded approvingly, his gaze lingering on me for a heartbeat longer than necessary. "Good to hear. Keep up the good work." He straightened up and ambled towards the next desk, leaving a trail of bewildered nerves in his wake.

      As soon as he was out of earshot, Farrah threw me a conspiratorial look from across the room. She mouthed, “Told you,” with a smirk and returned to her screen.

      The hours dragged on, each tick of the clock magnifying my uncertainty. By lunchtime, I had convinced myself it was all in my head—that Heath’s attentiveness was purely professional. That is, until Farrah sauntered over to my desk with a determined gleam in her eye.

      “Lunch?” she asked casually, though her expression suggested otherwise.

      “Sure,” I replied, grateful for an excuse to escape the tension-filled office.

      We found a quiet spot in the nearby park and settled on a bench beneath an oak tree. The sun was bright overhead, but all I could think about was Heath’s lingering glance and Farrah’s implications from last night.

      “So,” she began once we were seated, “did you see how close he got to you this morning?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Farrah…”

      “No, seriously.” She leaned in closer. “Allison, he’s into you. You’d have to be blind not to see it.”

      I sighed heavily. “Even if he is, it doesn’t matter. He’s our boss, and—”

      “And what?” Farrah interrupted impatiently. “He’s just a guy like any other. A hot one, sure, but still just a guy.”

      I glanced at her sideways. “You really think it’s that simple?”

      “Absolutely,” she said without hesitation. She took a bite of her sandwich and chewed thoughtfully before continuing. “You know, I’m staying late again tonight.”

      My stomach did a little flip at her words. “Why?” I asked cautiously.

      She shrugged nonchalantly but there was an undeniable spark in her eyes. “I told you why before—I think I might score with him.”

      The air around us seemed to crackle with the weight of her statement. The idea of Farrah being alone with Heath after hours made my chest tighten uncomfortably.

      “What if… what if he’s testing us both? Seeing who’ll make the first move?” I pondered aloud.

      Farrah chuckled softly. “Well then,” she said slyly, “why don’t we make it interesting?”

      “What do you mean?” I asked warily.

      “Let’s both stay late tonight,” she suggested with a mischievous glint in her eye. “See what happens when we’re all alone together.”

      My pulse quickened at the proposition; part of me thrilled by the idea while another part urged caution.

      “Are you serious?” I whispered, my voice barely above a breath.

      Farrah nodded, her eyes dancing with excitement. "Come on, Allison. It'll be fun, and besides, we're both curious, aren't we?"

      I bit my lip, feeling the rush of adrenaline mixed with apprehension. "Okay," I agreed finally. "But just to see what happens."

      Farrah grinned widely and bumped my shoulder playfully. "That's the spirit!"

      As the afternoon wore on, I found it harder to focus on work. My mind kept drifting back to Heath's deep voice and the way his gaze seemed to pierce right through me.

      Finally, when the office started to clear out and the clock ticked closer to six, I packed up my things and gave Farrah a meaningful look. She nodded in silent agreement as we both made our way to Heath's office.

      To our surprise, when we arrived at his door, it was open, and he was still there, looking engrossed in some paperwork.

      "Hey Heath," Farrah called out casually as if this were an everyday occurrence.

      Heath looked up from his desk and smiled. "Ladies, what brings you here this late?"

      Farrah stepped forward confidently. "Oh, just thought we'd get a head start on tomorrow's work."

      I hovered near the door, inwardly cringing at how transparent we probably seemed.

      Heath raised an eyebrow but didn't comment on her obvious lie. Instead, he leaned back in his chair and studied us both for a moment. "I appreciate your dedication." His eyes flickered between Farrah and me before settling on me again. "Allison, could you come in for a moment? I need to discuss those reports."

      My heart skipped a beat as I nodded and walked into his office. Farrah shot me a quick wink before I closed the door behind me.

      Once we were alone, the room felt charged with tension. Heath gestured for me to sit down opposite him.

      "So," he began smoothly, "how are you finding your workload?"

      "It's manageable," I replied cautiously, unsure where this conversation was heading.

      His lips curved into that almost predatory smile I'd come to recognize. "That's good to hear." He leaned forward slightly. "I've noticed you put in extra effort lately."

      I swallowed hard, his proximity making my thoughts jumble together. "Just trying to do my best."

      "Your best is more than enough," he murmured softly.

      The air between us grew thicker with each passing second until there was an abrupt knock on the office door.

      Farrah poked her head in without waiting for an invitation. "Sorry to interrupt," she said brightly. "But I have a quick question about those figures from last week."

      Heath leaned back again and waved her in with an easy smile. "Of course, Farrah."

      As she stepped inside and closed the door behind her again, I couldn't shake the feeling that we were all circling around something inevitable.

      Farrah jumped straight into her questions about figures—questions I realized she already knew the answers to—and Heath answered patiently while occasionally glancing over at me as if gauging my reactions.

      When their conversation finally wound down, Heath turned his full attention back to both of us simultaneously.

      "You know," he started casually yet deliberately emphasizing each word, "I must admit, it's not often I have such dedicated employees staying late."

      Farrah's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned against the edge of his desk, her fingers tracing an imaginary line along the polished wood. "Well, we thought dedication might be... appreciated," she purred.

      I felt a hot blush creep up my neck as Farrah's innuendo hung in the air. Heath's gaze shifted from Farrah to me and then back to her again, his expression unreadable.

      "Farrah," he said, voice low and measured, "what exactly are you suggesting?"

      Without missing a beat, Farrah straightened and took a step closer to him. "I'm suggesting that sometimes, breaking the rules can be fun." She reached for the top button of her blouse and slowly began to unfasten it.

      "Farrah!" I hissed, my voice barely above a whisper. But she ignored me, her attention solely on Heath and the way he watched her movements with an intensity that made my heart race.

      His jaw tightened. "This isn't appropriate," he muttered. Yet he didn't stop her as she continued down the row of buttons.

      "But that's what makes it exciting," Farrah replied softly, slipping the blouse off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. Her lacy black bra contrasted starkly against her smooth tan skin.

      I couldn't look away. Farrah's body was a work of art—her curves were perfectly proportioned, her waist tapering down to hips that flared out just enough to suggest both strength and femininity. Her breasts were full and high, held snugly by the delicate lace that did little to conceal their shape.

      Heath inhaled sharply as Farrah reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting it slip down her arms until it joined her blouse on the floor. She stood there unabashedly in front of us, completely at ease in her nakedness.

      "Allison," Heath murmured hoarsely, his eyes flicking over to me briefly before returning to Farrah's exposed form. "This—is this something you want too?"

      My mind was a whirlwind of emotions—fear, excitement, longing—all fighting for dominance. I opened my mouth but no sound came out. Farrah took advantage of my hesitation and stepped even closer to Heath.

      "We both want this," she said confidently on my behalf, placing one hand on Heath's chest. He seemed to waver for a moment before his resolve crumbled entirely. His hands moved instinctively to catch Farrah's waist as she climbed onto his lap and pressed herself against him.

      The sight nearly took my breath away—the taut lines of Farrah’s body against Heath’s muscular frame formed an intoxicating blend of power and vulnerability.

      "Allison..." Heath's voice pulled me back into reality even as his hands roamed across Farrah’s soft skin with a reverence that was impossible to ignore. "Are you sure about this?"

      In that moment all doubts vanished; replaced by an overwhelming desire that burned hotter than any fear or apprehension could ever hope to quench.

      “Yes,” I finally whispered.

      With that, Heath leaned up and kissed Farrah while his hands swept up her bare back. His fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her head back as he kisses his way down her neck and to her breasts.

      Farrah’s eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan escaping her lips as Heath's mouth worked its way down her chest. I could see the goosebumps rising on her skin, her body responding to his touch in ways that made my heart pound even harder, if that were possible.

      "Come here," Farrah murmured, her voice dripping with seduction. She reached out a hand to me. Heat and trepidation coiled within me, pulling me forward despite my inner protests.

      As I took a hesitant step closer, Farrah's hand found my wrist, guiding me around the desk until I was inches away from them. The smell of their mingling scents—her vanilla perfume and his musky cologne—was intoxicating.

      She pulled me down to her level, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "It's okay, Allison. Just let go."

      I swallowed hard as she fumbled with Heath’s tie, yanking it off before her nimble fingers began unbuttoning his shirt. With each button that came undone, more of Heath's chiseled torso was revealed. His skin was a light shade of bronze, muscles rippling under the smooth surface as Farrah's fingers traced his collarbone.

      Heath's eyes never left mine as Farrah worked on his shirt, their dark depths ablaze with an unspoken hunger—a hunger that ignited something feral within me. I felt my breathing quicken when he shrugged off his shirt entirely, discarding it carelessly onto the floor.

      Farrah slid off his lap just long enough to shimmy out of her skirt. Her panties now barely concealed anything more than they revealed. She sat back down on Heath’s legs, rubbing herself against him as he groaned low in his throat.

      “Allison,” she called again, this time more insistently. Her hands drifted to the hem of my own blouse, fingers brushing lightly against my stomach as she lifted it over my head and cast it aside.

      I shivered involuntarily at the sensation and Farrah smiled knowingly before leaning in and pressing a gentle kiss to my lips—a kiss that was surprisingly sweet given the circumstances. She tasted faintly of peppermint from the gum she always chewed after lunch.

      Heath watched us intently but did not interrupt; instead he reached for Farrah’s hips and guided her movements against him rhythmically. His own arousal was unmistakable now, evident through his tailored trousers as Farrah ground against him with increasing urgency.

      “Touch him,” Farrah breathed between kisses while guiding my hands towards Heath’s chest.

      I hesitated momentarily before letting my fingers roam across the expanse of smooth skin and hardened muscle beneath them. He sighed into the contact, closing his eyes briefly as if savoring it.

      Farrah continued encouraging us both with soft words and gentle touches until she finally clambered off Heath long enough to step out of her remaining underwear entirely—leaving nothing between our hungry gazes and every inch of her exquisite form.

      She knelt before us both then leaned in towards Heath and began unfastening his slacks. He shifted his hips to help her pull them down with his briefs and when his cock fell back against his stomach, we both gasped.

      It was big. Porno big. Heath began to stroke it while staring at us. “Well?” he asked. “Who wants a taste?”

      Farrah was licking her lips and leaned forward, swiping her tongue along the underside of his shaft. I watched as I slipped out of my own skirt and panties, dropping beside her.

      As I kneeled next to Farrah, our eyes met briefly, a silent agreement passing between us. We were in this together. Farrah took the initiative, wrapping her delicate fingers around Heath’s thick length and guiding his tip towards her waiting mouth. The sight was mesmerizing—the way her lips parted and enveloped him, taking inch after inch with practiced ease.

      Heath drew a sharp breath as Farrah took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him slowly. His eyes fluttered closed for a moment before he looked back at me, the smolder in his gaze intensifying. “Your turn,” he murmured, almost as if it was both a command and a plea.

      Farrah pulled back just enough to let me in, her lips glistening as she nodded encouragingly. I leaned forward tentatively, my heart pounding in my chest as I took him into my mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—his taste, his size—all-consuming.

      His hand found its way to my hair, gently guiding me as I moved up and down his length. Farrah’s hands remained busy, one stroking the base of his shaft while the other cupped his balls, massaging them softly. She leaned over and whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “See? You’re doing great.”

      Emboldened by her words, I sucked harder, my tongue swirling around his sensitive tip while Farrah’s fingers continued their expert dance. Heath’s groans grew louder, reverberating through the room like a symphony of pleasure.

      Farrah then shifted slightly, her free hand drifting between my thighs. I gasped around Heath’s cock as she brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties. “Just relax,” she cooed, pressing a kiss to my cheek before slipping her fingers beneath the lace.

      Her touch was electric, sending waves of heat crashing through me as she teased my folds with feather-light strokes. My moans were muffled by Heath’s cock but he clearly felt the vibrations because he growled low in his throat.

      Farrah alternated between pleasuring Heath and me with such skill that it left my head spinning. She would take him deep into her mouth while thrusting two fingers inside me before pulling away to let me take over again.

      The room was filled with the heady scent of arousal and the sounds of our shared ecstasy—moans, sighs, the wet slickness of mouths on flesh. Heath’s breathing grew ragged; his grip in my hair tightened almost possessively as he neared his climax.

      “Fuck, you two are incredible,” he rasped out, his voice thick with impending release.

      Farrah locked eyes with me one last time before we both increased our efforts, working in perfect unison to drive him over the edge. Her fingers moved faster inside me while I swallowed more of him down until finally—

      Heath tensed beneath us, a guttural cry escaping his lips as he came hard into our eager mouths. Warm jets of cum filled me first before I pulled away to share it with Farrah who hungrily took over again.

      We stayed there for a moment—our bodies trembling from the intensity—before eventually pulling back to catch our breaths. Farrah looked at me with a mischievous smirk and said, “Now I want to see him fuck you.”

      “What?” My heart raced. I couldn’t believe what she was saying.

      Heath smiled and ran his fingers through my hair. “You two are so beautiful. Still so new to life. Fresh out of college. And I’m so much older. We shouldn’t be doing any of this.”

      Farrah rolled her eyes. “It’s too late for taking the moral high ground now,” she said. She stood and pulled me up with her. Then she laid me back against his desk and spread my legs wide. “Tell me you don’t want to slide your cock into that juicy pussy.” Farrah leaned down and licked at me until I shuddered.

      “Fuck,” Heath hissed as he stroked his cock back to life. “Fine. You’ve convinced me.”

      With that, he stood and placed the tip of his cock at my entrance. Farrah’s fingers trailed up to my breasts as she leaned in to kiss me deeply. Her lips were soft, a stark contrast to the hard, throbbing length that was pressing against my entrance. Heath watched us intently, his eyes dark with desire.

      "You're so wet," Farrah murmured against my mouth, her fingers tweaking my nipples until they were taut peaks. "Heath is going to love every second inside you."

      Heath pushed forward slowly, stretching me inch by delicious inch. I moaned into Farrah's mouth, my back arching off the desk as he filled me completely. The sensation was overwhelming—Farrah's kisses, Heath's thickness sliding in and out of me—it was almost too much to bear.

      "God, you're tight," Heath groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he started to thrust with more urgency. "You feel incredible."

      Farrah's hand slipped between us, her fingers finding my clit and rubbing circles around it in time with Heath's movements. She looked down, watching the way our bodies connected with unabashed fascination.

      "That's it, baby," she whispered to me. "Take him deep. Show him how good you can be."

      I could barely form coherent thoughts as pleasure overtook me. Every thrust sent shockwaves through my body, building a tension deep within that had nowhere to go but up. Farrah's relentless caresses only heightened the intensity, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

      Heath's pace quickened, his breaths coming out in ragged gasps as he fucked me harder. "I'm not going to last long," he warned, his voice tight with strain.

      "Don't hold back," Farrah urged him, her eyes blazing with excitement. She leaned down again, sucking hard on one of my nipples before looking up at him. "Make her come with you."

      Heath's grip tightened on my hips as he drove into me with renewed vigor. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave—sudden and powerful—sending tremors throughout my entire body. I cried out, clutching at Farrah for support as the pleasure consumed me.

      Heath followed moments later, a guttural growl escaping his lips as he spilled himself inside me. His movements slowed but remained deep as we both rode out the final waves of our climaxes together.

      He pulled out slowly, his cum trickling down my taint toward the desk. Farrah climbed over me, lowering her hips over my mouth and her mouth over my pussy. “I want to taste him on you,” she breathed against my skin, sending a new wave of pleasure through me.

      Seeing Farrah’s pussy up close was like seeing heaven. It was beautiful and dripping wet. I stretched out my tongue and tasted her while she tasted me. Heath shifted around us until he was behind Farrah.

      “Your turn,” he said with that deep, older voice of his. He pressed the tip of his cock to her pussy but she stopped him.

      “Not there,” she said, turning over her shoulder with a wink. She moved the tip of his cock to her ass and said, “There.”

      My eyebrows shot to my hairline and so did Heath’s. “You girls are so much dirtier than I thought.”

      Farrah moaned. “Filthy.”

      I sucked on her clit while I watched Heath dip his fingers inside Farrah’s pussy and use her own juices to lube her puckered asshole. He spit on his cock, adding an extra layer of slickness before pressing the tip to her entrance.

      Farrah gasped, her body tensing for a brief moment before relaxing against the pressure. "That's it, Heath. Just like that," she encouraged him through gritted teeth, her voice vibrating with both anticipation and pleasure.

      I kept my tongue working on her clit, feeling her muscles tighten and pulse with every inch of Heath's cock pushing into her ass. Her taste, a mix of sweetness and the tang of our combined juices, was intoxicating. It drove me to lap at her even more fervently, my own excitement building despite having just come.

      Heath grunted as he bottomed out, his hands gripping Farrah’s hips with undeniable possession. "You feel so good," he growled, starting to move in a slow rhythm that made Farrah's body writhe above me.

      Farrah's hands were everywhere—tangling in my hair, clutching at the edge of the desk for support, reaching behind to grab onto Heath's thighs. "Yes! That's it!" she cried out as Heath found a steady pace, thrusting deep and hard into her ass.

      Her moans grew louder, sending vibrations through my pussy as she continued to devour me with relentless passion. The sight of her arousal, the way her eyes fluttered shut and then opened wide with every thrust from Heath, made me want to give her everything I had.

      I slipped two fingers into Farrah’s wetness while my tongue continued to flick over her swollen clit. She responded instantly, bucking against both mine and Heath’s movements with a wild abandon that made something primal awaken inside me.

      "Don't stop," she begged, looking down at me with eyes that blazed with desire. "I'm so close."

      "Come for us, Farrah," Heath commanded from behind her, his voice rough and commanding. "Let us feel you."

      The combination of his authoritative tone and my unrelenting touch pushed Farrah over the edge. Her body tightened and shuddered as she climaxed hard around my fingers and Heath's cock. She screamed our names in ecstasy, trembling violently as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her.

      Heath groaned deeply, his pace becoming erratic as he neared his own release. He drove into Farrah one last time before stilling completely, his grip tightening on her hips as he poured himself into her ass.

      Farrah collapsed on top of me, both of us panting heavily as we came down from our highs. Heath slowly withdrew from her, leaving a trail of heat and satisfaction in his wake.

      For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of our breathing mingling together—the aftermath of something profound and electrifying. My body thrummed with a lingering euphoria that made it impossible to move or think about anything else.

      Finally, Farrah lifted herself off me enough to give me a languid kiss on the lips—a silent thank you and an unspoken promise all in one.

      Heath leaned in too, brushing his lips across Farrah’s shoulder before catching my gaze with a smirk that hinted at future possibilities.

      "Well ladies," he said with that deep rumble that never failed to send shivers down my spine. "That was... spectacular."

      "You two were amazing," she said softly, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "I think we should definitely do this again sometime."

      Heath chuckled breathlessly. "I'd say that's an understatement."

      I nodded weakly in agreement, still trying to catch my breath and process everything that had just happened. The three of us hesitated on getting dressed, too busy admiring each other’s bodies still.

      “So does this mean I don’t have to worry about a lawsuit?” Heath teased. “Especially considering our age differences. That wouldn’t look so good for my career.”

      Farrah stepped into Heath while I rose up on my elbows, still laying on his desk. She touched his chest and smiled. “I did not come in here to ruin your career. I came in because I was wet for you the moment I saw you.”

      Heath gripped her wrist and leaned in to kiss her before turning to me. “You girls will be the death of me. Parading such ripe bodies around me all day will only lead to trouble.”

      “It’s too late for the moral high ground now,” Farrah said again.

      Heath took her hand and mine and yanked our bodies into his solid one. “Then I guess we better make the most of it.”
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      "Hi there, I'm Layla, I'll be your server for the night. Can I get you started with some drinks?" I said, trying to sound as professional as possible. But my voice trembled ever so slightly as I addressed the breathtaking couple seated at one of my tables. The woman, Monica, was absolutely stunning; her deep brown eyes were like pools of chocolate, and her sleek, jet-black hair fell down her back in perfect waves. Her husband, Tom, was no slouch either, with his chiseled jawline and broad shoulders, he exuded an air of confidence that I found irresistible.

      "I'll have a glass of your finest red wine, please," Tom said with a wink. I swore my heart skipped a beat as his piercing blue eyes locked onto mine.

      "And I'll have the same," Monica purred, her gaze lingering just a little too long on me. My cheeks flushed with heat, but I managed to maintain my composure, hurrying away to fetch their drinks.

      Throughout their meal, I couldn't help but notice the electric chemistry between Monica and Tom. They shared their dishes with each other, feeding one another in a tender yet sensual way that spoke volumes about their relationship. Every time I approached the table, there was a palpable tension in the air, a spark that seemed to invite me into their private world.

      When I returned to clear their plates, Monica's gaze caught mine once again, her smile a silent invitation that set my pulse racing. "Everything was delicious," she said softly, her fingers brushing mine as I reached for the empty dish. The touch was like wildfire, sending a jolt of desire through my entire body.

      As the evening progressed, I couldn't help but steal glances in their direction. I carried their dessert menu to the table with a smile that felt more genuine than it had all night. Both of them looked up at me, their eyes gleaming with an allure I couldn't quite place—a blend of sophistication and primal hunger.

      "Would you care for something sweet to finish the meal?" My voice came out almost breathy, which was ridiculous. I wasn't the sort of person who got flustered easily.

      Monica's gaze lingered on me longer than necessary as she took the menu from my hands, her fingers brushing against mine. "What would you recommend, Layla?"

      I recommended the crème brûlée—rich and satisfying, a delicate contrast to the intensity that seemed to emanate from both of them. Tom nodded in agreement, but his eyes were on Monica, not me.

      As I turned to leave, Monica called out softly, "Layla?"

      I faced them again, noting how she adjusted in her seat subtly, a strand of blonde hair falling over one eye. “Yes?”

      "Could we also get an extra spoon?" Her words held an invitation that tingled down my spine.

      "Of course," I replied with a smile, trying to steady my racing heart as I walked away.

      Throughout the night, I couldn’t keep myself from stealing glances at their table. Once when I looked over, Monica was biting her lip, her cheeks rouge with a hint of excitement or embarrassment—I couldn't tell which. That’s when I noticed Tom's arm was hidden under the tablecloth.

      My cheeks burned as realization dawned on me; Monica's growing flush wasn’t just from the wine. I was transfixed by the intimacy of it all—the way Tom whispered in her ear while his hand must have been working its magic underneath. The air around them crackled with an energy that drew me in like a moth to flame.

      Later as I cleared their plates, I caught Monica's eye. She held my gaze with a boldness that matched her husband's hand beneath the table moments ago.

      "We'll definitely be coming back," she said with a knowing smile as they prepared to leave. "This place... and you... are just exquisite."

      I returned her smile, feeling bolder than before. "I'll look forward to it."

      Tom stood up and slid his credit card across the table toward me. His voice was smooth as he leaned in closer than necessary. "Keep the change," he said quietly.

      As they left hand-in-hand, I pocketed the receipt with a generous tip noted on it and an elegant business card tucked beneath—Tom and Monica’s names intertwined with a phone number scribbled below in graceful handwriting.

      Standing there amidst the clinking of glasses and low murmur of conversations around me, something unfurled within—the thought that this might not be our last encounter after all.
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        * * *

      

      I closed the door behind me quietly, feeling the after-hours hush of my apartment welcome me like a silent confidant. It was past midnight, the moonlight casting a soft glow through the sheer drapes that did little to calm the fluttering in my stomach. I kicked off my shoes, toes curling into the familiarity of my threadbare carpet, and tossed my apron onto the hook by the door.

      The memory of Monica's deep-set hazel eyes flared in my mind, and I found myself leaning back against the cold wood of the door, exhaling a breath I didn't realize I'd been holding. Tom's broad shoulders and charming grin played in tandem with her elegance in my thoughts. They had seemed like an enigma—whispers of silk and steel wrapped up in casual smiles and shared laughter.

      As I trudged to the small kitchenette to pour myself a glass of water, I replayed their interactions in my head. The way Monica's graceful fingers had brushed over Tom's as she passed him the menu, or how her laughter had tinkled like wind chimes when he told some innocuous joke. It was like watching poetry in motion, and inexplicably, every verse seemed to include me.

      I never thought serving tables at a small-time Italian restaurant would lead to such an electric encounter—one where every "Can I get you anything else?" was charged with double meaning and pregnant pauses filled with unspoken suggestions.

      Shaking my head as if to clear it from a vivid daydream, I reminded myself that it was just a fantasy. People like them didn't just fall into triads with random waitresses who served them bruschetta on Friday nights. They were probably normal; they were probably just friendly.

      A sigh escaped me as I padded towards my bedroom, discarding clothing piece by piece in a trail behind me. Working late nights always left me wound up, but tonight was different; tonight was laced with a yearning that felt both exhilarating and exhausting.

      In bed, the sheets cool against my heated skin, I let my hand wander downwards as Monica's image burned brightly behind closed eyelids. It wasn't her beauty alone—it was the warmth in her smile when she looked at me as if she really saw me. Not just Layla the waitress but Layla the woman, someone who could be part of their world.

      My thoughts spiraled into fantasies—soft touches turning urgent, whispered encouragements from Tom as Monica guided me... My breath hitched at the notion; even alone, I felt accompanied by their presence. The idea of being desired by not one, but two such captivating individuals—it was intoxicating.

      The peak came like a crashing wave on a deserted beach—silent to anyone but me. In its wake lay scattered remnants of possibility—a hope that maybe, just maybe, reality could someday mirror this secret reverie.

      As sleep finally began to claim me, their faces were both blessing and curse—phantoms that promised pleasure but danced just outside reach. And there in the sanctuary of blankets and darkness, I dared to dream that tomorrow might bring more than just another shift at the restaurant—that it might somehow bring them back to me.
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        * * *

      

      The next night at the restaurant, I was in the middle of taking a customer’s order when I saw them walk in.

      Monica and Tom, they were like a magnetic pull I couldn't shake off. My hand faltered for a split second on the notepad before I collected myself and finished jotting down the order with a smile that was perhaps a little too tight. As I made my way to their spot at the bar, I could feel the weight of their gazes on me, heavy like velvet drapes.

      "Hey, Layla," Monica greeted me with that same warm smile from the night before. "You're looking lovely tonight."

      Tom chimed in with his easy charm, "I think she looks more than lovely. How do you manage to outshine the ambiance every time, Layla?"

      I felt my cheeks flush with a heat that wasn't entirely uncomfortable. "Thank you," I replied, trying to sound casual as I pulled out my notepad. "What can I get for you two tonight?"

      They exchanged a look—a silent conversation passing between them—and it sent an inexplicable thrill through me.

      "Just a couple of martinis to start," Monica said. Though her words were simple, her eyes seemed to be asking much more complicated questions.

      As I prepared their drinks, I found myself sneaking glances their way. They were flirting again—openly this time—but it wasn't just with me. They flirted with each other just as much, teasing and touching in a way that was both endearing and provocative. The ease between them made it clear that whatever was happening here, it was natural for them.

      Their laughter drew me back as I set down the drinks with practiced grace. "So, what brings you back here?" I asked, hoping my voice didn't betray the turmoil of curiosity and caution swirling inside me.

      "We loved the service," Tom replied smoothly.

      "And the company," Monica added, her gaze holding mine for a moment longer than necessary.

      The rest of the evening passed in a blur of orders and refills, but no matter how busy it got, my attention kept drifting back to them. Their small talk was littered with innuendos that had my heart skipping beats.

      Finally, as I wiped down the bar for the last time and signaled last call, they slid off their stools with practiced ease.

      "Layla," Monica began hesitantly as she smoothed down her dress, "we were wondering if you'd like to come over for a nightcap? No expectations—just... we enjoy your company."

      Tom nodded in agreement, his smile reassuring yet mischievous all at once.

      It was madness; part of me screamed caution while another part buzzed with curiosity too potent to ignore. Wasn't this just an innocent drink? But then again—wasn't it possibly so much more?

      After what felt like an eternity but was only a moment's hesitation, I found myself nodding. "I'd like that," my voice sounded distant even to my own ears.

      Their smiles lit up in unison—it was clearly the answer they were hoping for.

      With butterflies waging war in my stomach and my mind racing through countless possibilities, I followed them out into the cool night air which did nothing to quell the heat that radiated from my flushed skin. The streetlights cast a soft glow on their expectant faces.

      "We thought we'd take a walk," Monica suggested in a voice smooth as velvet. "The night is just too beautiful to waste."

      And so we walked, the city's nocturnal symphony playing around us, a mix of distant car horns and the murmur of late-night revelers. Tom's hand found its way to the small of my back, guiding me with gentle assurance while Monica's hand brushed against mine every few steps, an electrifying connection sparking with every touch.

      We soon arrived at a high-rise apartment building, its lobby exuding luxury and exclusivity. We ascended in silence, the elevator's ascent symbolic of our own escalating anticipation. When we finally stepped into their apartment, I was met with breathtaking views and opulent decor—the perfect backdrop for what was about to unfold.

      Tom poured us each a glass of wine, his movements deliberate and confident as he handed one to me with another one of his heart-stopping winks. Monica moved behind me, her hands resting lightly on my hips as she whispered in my ear.

      "Let's make this night unforgettable."

      Her breath against my ear sent shivers down my spine as I took a sip of the rich red wine. The world outside the high-rise windows felt very far away, as if it could not touch us here.

      "I want to be honest with you, Layla," Monica's voice was a soft murmur that seemed to resonate within me. Her hands slid from my hips to encircle my waist, her body pressing gently against mine. "Tom and I... we have our unique way of loving each other."

      I watched Tom over the rim of my glass, his eyes never leaving us. Monica continued, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my abdomen through the fabric of my blouse. "I love watching him with other women. It might sound strange, but it brings us closer."

      My pulse raced, a mixture of apprehension and something else—something darker and more primal. "And you're okay with that?" The words left my lips before I could stop them.

      Monica chuckled softly, moving to stand in front of me. "More than okay. I find it thrilling." Her eyes sparkled with sincerity and mischief as she took my hand and placed it on her heart—her heartbeat was steady and strong.

      Her other hand reached out and gestured towards Tom, who had been watching us intently. "Do you find my husband attractive, Layla?" Her voice held a hint of playfulness, but there was an underlying seriousness that told me this was no casual question.

      Caught in the gravity of her gaze, I felt exposed and vulnerable under her scrutiny. My eyes flicked to Tom—who was watching us expectantly—and then back to Monica. Her touch felt like fire against my skin, warming me from the inside out.

      "Yes," I admitted, the word escaping in a reluctant whisper. "He's very attractive."

      Tom's smile widened at my confession as he approached us slowly, like a predator closing in on its prey—but with an unmistakable tenderness in his eyes.

      Monica leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek—a chaste gesture that nonetheless sent waves of desire crashing through me. She stepped back then, giving Tom space to join us.

      "Then this should be very enjoyable for all of us," she said warmly, taking a step back but keeping her eyes locked on mine.

      Tom's hands settled on either side of my face as he bent down to kiss me—a deep, probing kiss that made me forget everything except the feeling of his lips on mine.

      Monica stepped beside me again, her fingers reaching for the buttons on my blouse.

      Her adept fingers slipped the buttons through their holes with a practiced grace. The fabric parted, and Monica peeled it from my shoulders, letting it flutter silently to the floor. Tom's gaze was fervent, admiring the bare skin revealed beneath my blouse as his lips finally broke from mine, leaving me panting softly.

      "Monica," Tom said, his voice laced with desire and something deeper—a raw emotion that mirrored the hunger lurking in Monica's eyes.

      Monica only smiled at him, a smile that held worlds of meaning, before turning her attention back to me. "You're beautiful," she said, her voice a soft caress against my heated flesh. She reached behind me and unclasped my bra with ease. It fell away, and I felt the cool air of the room kiss my bare breasts.

      I couldn't help but shiver, not from cold but from anticipation as Tom's eyes savored the sight of me. His hands moved to cup my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, erect from the combined sensations of touch and exposure.

      Monica danced her hands over my skin as if she were playing an instrument, moving lower to unfasten my skirt and slide it down over my hips. My breath hitched as I stepped out of it, nearly naked now before them both—the vulnerability thrilling in its intensity.

      Tom's expression was one of sheer admiration as he uttered a low groan of approval at the sight of me standing there in just my panties. Monica leaned in close again, and I felt her breath on my neck as she whispered into my ear.

      "Layla, would you be willing to go down on Tom for me to see? I want to watch you take his cock into that pretty mouth of yours." My heart thundered in response to her request; an erotic charge surged through me at the thought of pleasing them both simultaneously.

      My mouth felt dry—partly from nerves and partly from arousal—as I nodded. I dropped to my knees with uncertain grace, the plush carpet barely cushioning the impact. Tom was standing before me now; his presence was imposing yet incredibly arousing. Monica knelt beside me and ran a hand through my hair reassuringly.

      "Do it for us," she murmured, her tone laced with temptation.

      I looked up at Tom whose desire seemed almost tangible—his eyes bore into mine with a silent plea laced with anticipation. Slowly reaching out with trembling hands, I began undoing his belt, pulling it free from its loops with fingers that had suddenly forgotten their clumsiness.

      Tom's breath hitched as he watched me closely while Monica's hand stayed in my hair, offering silent encouragement. As I released his hard cock—long, thick, and veiny—Monica's hushed voice once again reached my ears.

      "Show us how much you want this Layla," she said with an intensity that drove all hesitation away.

      And with that single command wrapping around me like a velvet scarf, I leaned forward and parted my lips.

      Tom's cock—hot, hard, and throbbing—touched my lips, and I moaned at the contact. Tentatively, I let my tongue dance across his length, tasting a salty, musky scent that was Tom and Tom alone.

      Tom's hands found my head, firm but gentle as he guided me closer. "Oh, fuck, Layla," he groaned, his voice a hoarse whisper.

      Emboldened by his reaction and Monica's encouraging presence beside me, I took him into my mouth, my lips sliding down his shaft as far as I could manage before I gagged softly. But I was determined to please them both, so I adjusted my position, angling my head just so and relaxing my jaw.

      Tom's breathing grew ragged above me, each exhale fanning my cheeks and adding fuel to the fire between my legs. Monica's fingers danced down my spine and found their way to my panties, her cool touch contrasting against my heated skin.

      "You're doing so well, Layla," Monica purred in my ear, her voice filled with approval. "Relax and enjoy it, let him fill you up."

      I took her words to heart, relaxing my body and mind alike as I bobbed my head up and down Tom's length, taking more of him each time. Tom's groans of pleasure spurred me on, and I sucked harder, using my hands to stroke what my mouth couldn't take.

      Monica's hands were now between my legs, her fingers dipping inside my wetness, her nails grazing my swollen clit. "Oh, fuck yes," I moaned, my voice muffled around Tom's cock. His hips began to thrust instinctively, pushing him deeper into my mouth with each gentle roll.

      Monica's fingers slipped inside me, drawing a gasp from my lips as they curled within. She whispered encouragement, telling me how beautiful I looked pleasuring her husband, how sexy it was to watch me take him so eagerly. Her words, like a siren's call, filled me with a new level of desire that made my body sing.

      I doubled my efforts on Tom, hollowing my cheeks and flicking my tongue across the sensitive underside of his shaft. "God yes, just like that," he moaned, his hands still cradling my head but now letting me set the pace.

      The room was thick with the sounds of our shared arousal—the wet noises of my mouth working over Tom's cock, Monica's fingers moving inside me, and our collective moans and breaths creating an erotic symphony.

      As I felt Tom nearing the edge, his muscles tensed and his breath caught in short bursts. Monica sensed it too and quickened her pace against my clit. "Come for us, Tom," she commanded softly. "Give it to Layla."

      With a deep moan that vibrated down to my core, Tom erupted in my mouth. His warm release flooded over my tongue as I continued to gently suck and swallow every last drop he gave me, determined to leave nothing behind.

      I felt the rush of pride for bringing him such pleasure and heard Monica's satisfied sigh beside me. As his tremors subsided, I slowly released him from my lips with a soft pop, catching my breath while still riding the waves of pleasure from Monica's touch.

      Tom staggered slightly as he stepped back, looking down at me with eyes filled with lust and gratitude. Monica withdrew her fingers and lifted them to her own lips, tasting us there before kissing me deeply—a mingling of flavors that bound us together in that intimate moment.

      Then, Tom lifted his shirt from his body and kicked off his slacks and briefs. Monica helped me up to standing and led me to the bedroom where Tom followed. She laid me back on the bed and removed my panties, spreading my legs. She kissed my inner thighs while telling me about her desires. “I want to watch him fuck you,” she said. “I hope that’s okay.”

      I nodded even though I felt reluctant. I’d never done anything like this before. I wasn’t the type to have one night stands. But there was something about Monica and Tom that made me trust them.

      Monica smiled then turned to sit beside me. Her fingers reached between my legs and spread the lips of my pussy wide open as Tom sank his knees onto the bed.

      His eyes locked onto mine as he positioned himself at my entrance. The anticipation was palpable, an electric charge that hummed through the air. Monica's gaze was hot on my skin as she leaned in close, her breath warm against my cheek.

      "Do it," she whispered to Tom, giving him the final permission he needed.

      With one smooth thrust, he entered me, eliciting a sharp gasp from my lips. I was enveloped by the sensation of him filling me entirely, his girth stretching me in a way that was both overwhelming and intensely satisfying.

      Monica stayed beside us, her presence a grounding force as Tom began to move within me. His strokes were measured at first, allowing me to adjust to his size, but the look in his eyes promised that restraint wouldn't last long.

      I reached out for Monica's hand and she intertwined her fingers with mine, squeezing gently to offer silent reassurance.

      "That's it, Layla," Monica murmured. "Take him."

      Tom's pace quickened, the sound of our bodies coming together in a rhythmic slap that echoed off the walls. His hands gripped my hips firmly as he drove into me with increasing fervor. Monica’s thumb circled over the back of my hand in time with each of Tom’s thrusts.

      His breathing grew ragged and I could tell he was holding onto his control by a thread. My own breaths were short and fast, pleasure building like a storm within me.

      Monica leaned over and placed gentle kisses along my jawline, whispering words of encouragement that heightened my arousal even further. "You're so beautiful like this," she said. "So perfect for him."

      Each word stoked the fire inside me and I felt the telltale signs of climax approaching. My body tensed around Tom and he seemed to sense it too; his movements became more purposeful, each thrust hitting just the right spot within me.

      I was on the edge when Monica gave a soft command to her husband. "Make her come, Tom. Show her how good it can be."

      With that, Tom's thrusts turned desperate and I shattered around him, waves of pleasure crashing through me in rapid succession. He followed soon after with a deep groan, holding himself deep inside me as he came hard.

      Slowly, we all came back down to earth. Tom collapsed beside me on the bed, chest heaving from exertion. Monica curled up on my other side, stroking my hair back from my forehead with a smile of pure contentment.

      We lay there intertwined for long moments, basking in the afterglow of shared pleasure until eventually we found our words again. Monica, holding me in her arms and stroking my hair, said, “You know, I think we’ll have to pay you a visit at work every night.”

      I smiled, looking up at Tom and then over to Monica. “I’d like that.”

      Tom climbed over me with a wicked grin on his face and kissed my nose then my lips. “And hopefully you’ll walk home with us after.”

      I kissed him back, the passion returning, my body restless for another round. “You can bet on it,” I said, and then I spread my legs wide for him again.
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      My husband, Ty, and I always joined our friend group during happy hour on Fridays. Skylar happened to be one of those friends. I was probably closest with Skylar but not so close that we told each other everything. Still, I expected my husband not to keep secrets from me but I guess he didn’t get the memo.

      The gang was hooting and hollering while sucking on limes and eating chips and salsa while unwinding from the work week. It was all good fun, and Skylar liked to whisk me off to the girls’ room anytime she had to go. I guess she liked my company.

      I always took the opportunity to scour her appearance while she’d lean over the bathroom mirror re-applying her makeup. She had a gorgeous body, a result from her daily workouts and good diet. And clothes fit her like a glove. But what made her truly gorgeous was her soft blond locks and the way her blue eyes twinkled with mischief. And her smile could make a person melt.

      She was the envy of every girl that had ever seen her, but that didn’t usually bother me. So what if there were prettier girls than me? I could handle that. I was attractive enough, and I’d landed Ty, the most attractive guy I’d ever seen. My confidence never wavered much until this one particular evening when we returned from the ladies’ room.

      On the way back to our table, I noticed our friend group huddled around John while he flipped pages of a book. It wasn’t until we got closer that I recognized it as a yearbook. Over half of them went to the same high school, but I hadn’t. I’d been a private school student and only met my husband by chance after graduation.

      The group relived their high school memories and I sat and listened with curiosity and joy. Ty told me a lot about his high school days, but sometimes you forget certain things that your friends remembered. It was nice to hear a few new stories of how Ty was when he was a young athlete. Apparently, he’d been a huge hit with the ladies which didn’t surprise me in the least.

      What did surprise me is when they got to the last few pages of yearbook superlatives. You know, like ‘most likely to succeed,’ and ‘life of the part,’ and…oh wait…’cutest couple.’

      Ty visible swallowed when they got to that section and I didn’t know why. Even Skylar had averted her gaze to somewhere else in the bar. John covered his mouth with a fist while shouting and pointing to the page. “Man, I totally forgot you guys used to date,” he said to my husband.

      I neared the yearbook but my husband took it from John’s hands and closed it. “What’s in there?” I asked with an awkward smile. “Are you afraid to show me a pic of one of your exes?”

      John wrapped his arm around my shoulders and said, “It’s not just any ex,” he said. “It was his high school sweetheart.”  John looked at my husband and said, “We all thought you guys were going to get married. Man I can’t believe we forgot about that.”

      I reached for the yearbook, eager to see who was so special to my husband that she was not only his unmentioned sweetheart but that he was ashamed to let me see her now. “Come on, Ty. What the hell is wrong with you? I want to see.”

      John laughed beside me, but I couldn’t see what was so funny. “Go on man, she’s your wife. I can’t believe you haven’t told her already.”

      “Shut up, John,” Skylar said. “Leave the guy alone.”

      He put up his hands in surrender. “I’m just trying to help out Jess. She clearly wants to know.”

      When Ty was distracted, I yanked the yearbook from his hands and scurried off to the opposite side of the bar to flip through the pages. I was halfway there when Ty cornered me, backing me up against a wall. “Don’t look,” he begged. “Please.”

      “Ty, seriously. What’s the big deal?”

      He pressed his forehead to mine and sighed. That’s when I reached the page and saw the gorgeous bombshell blond beside him with that smile that could make anyone melt.

      My eyes went wide as I met his gaze. “Skylar? You dated Skylar? Why didn’t you ever tell me?” Bile began to rise up in my throat. She was gorgeous and he could’ve ended up marrying her. We hung out with her regularly. Did they still have feelings for each other? A million thoughts were racing through my mind and none of them made me comfortable.

      “It was a long time ago,” he said and I rolled my eyes.

      “It was seven years ago. That’s not that long.”

      He cupped my face, his fingers grazing against my hairline, making me shiver. “I’m with you now. I’m in love with you, Jess. But I’m still good friends with Skylar and well, I know that she’s beautiful. Women get jealous of her and I didn’t want you to feel insecure because you have nothing to feel insecure about.”

      “Really? Because it sounds like you just told me I wasn’t as attractive as her.”

      “That’s not what I said or meant. You’re more attractive to me than her, but that doesn’t change the fact that women often struggle with self-acceptance and find her a threat.”

      “Well that just shows how little you know about me. I wouldn’t have felt threatened by Skylar if you’d been open with me, but I sure as hell feel threatened now. Are you still attracted to her? Is that why you haven’t told me?”

      He pulled back, shock painting his features. “No,” he said. “Absolutely not.” But he was lying. I could tell by the number of times his eyes blink. It’s an abnormal number of blinks and it’s his tell.

      But I didn’t let him know that I saw through his bullshit.

      I walked back to the table to return John’s yearbook and placed the fakest smile on my face that I could. Skylar was studying me in silence, probably waiting for me to explode. “Who wants another round?” I asked. “On me!”

      The group hollered and I ordered another round of drinks, pounding more than usual. I didn’t know why I was so bothered by the revelation. Sure, it sucked that my husband wasn’t open about it, but it’s not like Ty and Skylar flirted on the regular. They were perfectly amiable and respectable friends.

      It’s just that now, I couldn’t get the image of the two of them out of my head. Kissing and groping and…fucking. So many emotions twisted inside me and now things were awkward. They were awkward between me and Skyler and between me and Ty and also between Ty and Skylar. The rest of the group had moved on while the three of us exchanged awkward looks.

      By the time the sun went down and we all left the bar, preparing to walk home, Skylar approached me and Ty on the street. “Hey, Jess. Can we talk?”

      “There’s nothing to talk about,” I assured her while avoiding her gaze. Ty had his hand on my lower back but he pulled it away when he sensed my frustration. That only made things worse, though. I wanted him to touch me and prove that I was everything to him.

      “It was a long time ago,” Skylar said.

      “So I’ve been told.”

      Skyler touched my arm and something strange happened. It sent a jolt of warmth through me and a shiver down my spine at the same time. I turned to face her and swallowed. I’d always thought she was beautiful but now she seemed…sexy. What was that about?

      “Are you upset?” she asked, but her gaze flicked to my husband as if asking him instead of me. He just shook his head, more as a ‘don’t press the issue’ warning than a ‘no.’

      So I answered for myself. “No. I’m not upset. Just a little rattled, that’s all.”

      Skylar frowned but nodded. “Okay. Well, let me know if I can clear anything up for you.” With that, she left and things became even more awkward between me and Ty.

      Naturally, like a jealous wife, I asked him a million and one questions in our room that night as I got ready for bed. “Did you guys have sex?”

      “Yes.”

      “Did either of you lose your virginity to each other.” Ty gave me an eyeroll. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’”

      “No,” he corrected. “But what does it matter?”

      I sat on the edge of the bed while he was laying under the covers shirtless and looking like a roman god. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      He shrugged. “You know now.” He reached forward and caressed my arm. It felt familiar but strange all at once. “What will it take to prove to you that she means nothing to me.”

      “She doesn’t mean nothing, though. We’re all good friends.”

      “And that’s all she is.”

      I stood up, pacing. “But you just said she means nothing when that isn’t true. Don’t you see why I’m second-guessing everything you tell me?”

      He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “Let’s just go to sleep. Maybe we can discuss this like adults in the morning.”

      I scoffed but he turned out the light, leaving me in the dark. “I’m an adult,” I said to the darkened room. Thoroughly agitated, I grabbed a pillow and a blanket and headed out.

      “Where are you going?” Ty asked.

      “I’m sleeping on the couch.” He threw his head back with a groan and I groaned right back.

      I didn’t get much sleep that night. I tossed and turned and thought about Skylar—specifically picturing her naked—and thought about my husband sleeping with her. It got me hot and bothered which confused the hell out of me. Reluctantly, I slid a hand between my thighs to try and quell the ache building there. Why was I turned on by this? Shouldn’t I be upset?

      It dawned on me then that maybe I’d only gotten so upset to hide the other thing I was feeling. Arousal. In the safety of my solitude, I touched myself while thinking about my husband fucking our very good friend.

      It felt so wrong but that also made me feel more alive. I slipped two fingers inside my pussy while circling my clit with my thumb as I pictured Ty eating her out. I wondered what she looked like naked. What color were her nipples? Was she shaved or trimmed? Were her tits perky?

      I fingered myself and tugged at my nipples while I imagined my husband pounding her like they were in a porno. What the hell was I doing? And why was it driving me insane with pleasure?

      Without warning, I came. I bit my cheek to keep from moaning but a whimper escaped me as my body trembled. Fuck, that was the best orgasm of my life.

      As if finally confronting some huge mental block, I slept like a baby after that. But in the morning, I felt worse than ever.
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      Saturday morning breakfast was awkward. Not only did Ty and I argue the night before but now I had a huge secret: the thing we were fighting about was actually starting to turn me on. But how could I tell him this without looking like an idiot? And should I even be telling anyone?

      It was difficult for me to make eye contact, but when I did, my heart did a weird flutter it hasn’t done since I first met Ty.

      He cocked a brow as we sat at the breakfast table with our mugs of coffee and a few slices of bacon. “Are you still mad?”

      “Mad? No. Why would I be mad?”

      He turned his whole body to me and pinned me with a look. “Do you have some kind of amnesia or something? Should I take you to the hospital? Me, Skylar. Remember?”

      I waved him off. “Oh that. That was a long time ago.”

      A chuckle escaped him, no doubt at the fact that I just repeated the phrase I didn’t take seriously the day before when either of them used it. “So,” I started, “are we going to John’s BBQ tonight?”

      “No,” Ty said. “I cancelled. Skylar will be there and I don’t want things to be awkward.”

      “They won’t be awkward,” I said, tearing off a bit of bacon.

      His brow lifted again while he took a sip of his coffee. “Are you sure?”

      I nodded more enthusiastically than I need to. In fact, I nodded so fast I could almost feel my brain rolling around in my head. If it was even there in the first place. After all, suddenly I wanted to see my husband with another woman. And I didn’t know the first thing about making it happen.

      We went to the BBQ wearing our best casual outfits. I had a black a-line dress with little white flowers and Ty wore a crisp white button up and dark jeans. Why he wore a white shirt to a BBQ was beyond me.

      Skylar was in a tight little pink dress and high heels. It’s like she forgot that she might end up stepping in the grass from time to time. When we arrived, everyone stared at me like I was some sort of pariah. I waved cartoonishly until the moment was so awkward that they gladly returned to what they were doing.

      Skylar saw me and rushed over. She took my hands in hers, her gaze pleading with mine. “It’s so good to see you guys,” she said. “I was afraid you wouldn’t show up.”

      “Jess wanted to come,” Ty assured her which made Skylar smile and that, in turn, made me melt like usual.

      “I’m so happy to hear that. So, things aren’t awkward between us?”

      I snorted. “Things are awkward, for sure. But we’ll get past it.” I didn’t tell her that the way I wanted to get past it was to watch her fuck my husband. Fuck. What the hell is wrong with me?

      We all ate dinner and drank beer and laughed until the sun went down. Then we moved into the living room to play some charades and Pictionary. Skylar and I actually teamed up and won both games. There was a lot of hand-holding in the excitement of it all and I felt myself drawn to her more and more. I even felt myself understanding how it might’ve felt for my husband to be with her.

      “Come with me to the bathroom?” she asked. I wasn’t sure what her thing was with needing company in the bathroom, but she didn’t usually ask when it was a private home. What was I going to do? Watch her? It’s not like there were any stalls in there.

      “Um, yeah. Sure.”

      Skylar took my hand, a current of electricity shooting through me. Why did I suddenly want to press her up against a wall and kiss her? As far as I knew I wasn’t even bisexual. Something about the fact that she’d been close to my husband made me feel closer to her. It was strange.

      Once we were in the bathroom, she locked the door and pressed her back to it, essentially trapping me inside. “Be honest with me,” she begged. “Are you upset?”

      “I’m not upset.” I was genuine and she could tell. Then she smiled again.

      “Okay, okay. Good.”

      “Do you have to use the bathroom or were you just luring me in here?”

      She cleared her throat. “I, um. I just lured you in here. Because, well. I thought that…maybe…” she exhaled. “I think you’re gorgeous, Jess, and I know you’re married, but I couldn’t help but feel like there was something between us out there. Like something in you has shifted. I don’t know what it means, if anything, but I wanted to clear the air and see what you thought.”

      My heart raced. What was happening. Was she attracted to me? Like sexually?

      “You want to know my thoughts?”

      She nodded, her face scrunched by nerves.

      Maybe it was the few drinks I had or maybe I was just losing my mind, but I blurted out words I knew I could never take back. “Last night, I couldn’t stop thinking about you fucking my husband and I came harder than I’ve ever come in my whole life.”

      Immediately after, my hands clasped my mouth and horror filled my chest. I didn’t have time to feel humiliated though because suddenly, my back hit the wall and my hands flew away from my mouth, replaced by the softest pair of lips that ever existed.

      Skylar was kissing me in the bathroom! And my panties were soaked. What the hell? Her kiss was aggressive and warm. Her tongue parted my lips and explored my mouth and I let her. Our breath was heavy through our nostrils as we fought for more. Our hands began to caress each curve of each other’s bodies until we were actually beginning to undress.

      Finally, I stopped her. “Wait, wait. What are we doing? Do you even like girls?”

      Skylar had dropped to her knees and rolled up my dress. “I like you,” she said. “And I’ve had threesomes before.”

      Jackpot. My heart did a barrel roll and my panties were flooded with arousal. I wanted to feel her mouth on me so badly, but more than that, I wanted to share her with my husband. So I bent down and gripped her shoulders, pulling her back up on her feet.

      “Tell everyone we’re leaving.” I tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re coming home with us.”

      Her eyes searched mine for a moment before she turned to open the door. No one suspected a thing when we bid our farewells, but Ty wore a look of confusion. I couldn’t blame him. I’d been honest with Skylar before being honest with him.

      But he would find out soon enough how I felt, and maybe we’d all get what we wanted. Each other.
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        * * *

      

      Once we were back at home, the tension among us was tangible. Skylar sat on one end of the couch, her legs crossed, and her blonde locks cascading down her shoulders like a golden waterfall. Ty paced the living room, casting sidelong glances toward Skylar and then to me, as if trying to decipher a foreign language written across our faces.

      Finally, I couldn't handle the uncertainty any longer. "Ty," I began, my voice uncertain but growing in confidence, "there's something you should know." I took a deep breath, heat flushing my cheeks as much from embarrassment as from desire. "Last night, I had this... fantasy."

      He stopped pacing and looked at me, his expression a mix of interest and apprehension. "What kind of fantasy?" he asked.

      Taking another deep breath, I forged ahead into territory we'd never crossed before. "A fantasy about you and Skylar together... while I watched."

      The room was so quiet after that confession that one could hear the soft ticking of the clock on the mantel. Ty's face was unreadable for what felt like ages. Suddenly, he let out a slow exhale and sat down beside Skylar.

      "And you're okay with that?" he asked, his voice cautious but laced with an undercurrent of intrigue.

      "I'm more than okay with it," I confessed. "It excites me."

      We all sat in silence once more until Skylar shifted, her bright blue eyes locking onto mine. "And I'm very much open to it," she said softly but confidently. "If it's truly what you both want."

      Ty's gaze swung between us like a pendulum before finally settling on me. His hand reached out to touch mine tentatively. "Jess, are you sure about this? Because if at any point—"

      I interrupted him with a fierce kiss, pouring all my pent-up desire into it—it was response and assurance all wrapped in one heated gesture. When we broke apart, his eyes reflected a new hunger that matched my own.

      "Then let's stop talking," he murmured against my lips before turning to face Skylar with an invitation in his eyes.

      The air around us crackled with anticipation as Ty approached Skylar, treating her with both reverence and passion—like she was something sacred yet utterly desirable.

      With trembling hands that betrayed my nervous excitement, I undid the buttons on Ty's shirt, watching as Skylar did the same with the zipper of her dress – two parallel stripteases unveiling flesh and fantasy alike.

      I watched intently as they drew closer together—their first kiss tentative at first but growing hungrier by the second. My heart pounded to the rhythm of their escalating passion; this was real—so much more electrifying than my last night's solitary fantasy.

      Skylar's hand traced down Ty’s chest while his fingers threaded through her silky locks. Their bodies pressed together seemed like pieces of art falling into perfect alignment.

      Transfixed by their display of affection for one another and fueled by the heat of my own arousal, I realized how much I needed this—how desperately I craved this moment of shared intimacy to be imprinted within each fold of our combined desires.

      As their lips parted briefly for air, our eyes met: Ty's filled with permission-seeking vulnerability; Skylar’s dancing with lustful defiance.

      With a shaky nod, I gave them both the unspoken go-ahead.

      It was like watching a slow-motion movie—every movement and sensation heightened by my voyeuristic vantage point.

      Skylar's hand slid down to unbuckle Ty's jeans, revealing his hardening length obscured by boxers. My core clenched with anticipation as she teased him through the fabric, her every movement practiced yet oh-so-enticing.

      With a wicked grin, she met my gaze over his erection before slipping his boxers down to his ankles, revealing him in all his throbbing glory.

      Time seemed to stand still as she took him into her mouth. Her lips stretched around his girth while her tongue teased his tip, eliciting a groan from deep within Ty's chest.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away from the erotic scene playing out in front of me: my husband, lost in the throes of pleasure, his features contorted in ecstasy as his ex-girlfriend, and now our shared conquest, lavished him with attention.

      There was something so erotic about watching another woman fawn over Ty—as if his body was a treasure meant to be discovered anew.

      Moans and wet, sensual sounds filled the room, punctuated by the sound of our labored breathing. I couldn't help but slip my hand into my own panties, teasing my swollen clit as I imagined it was Skylar's mouth on me instead.

      Ty's breaths came in short, shallow gasps, and I knew he was getting closer. "Skylar," he rasped, his voice strangled with desire, "I'm..."

      But he didn't need to finish; the way his body tensed and his fingers knotted into Skylar's hair told the story more than words ever could.

      My own body echoed his tension, coiling tight as I watched him surrender to the waves of pleasure crashing over him. Skylar's eyes flashed up to mine again, a silent question that I answered by biting my lip and pushing my fingers deeper, riding the crest of exhilaration.

      The thick air of our charged surroundings was pierced by Ty’s guttural release as he spilled himself into Skylar's waiting mouth. The sight of it—the most intimate part of my husband being so skillfully worshipped by another woman—sent me cascading over the edge.

      As Skylar continued to milk him through his climax, her gaze never left mine. It was a shared victory, a moment of perfect understanding between us. She slowly rose from her knees, her lips glistening and Ty still shuddering with aftershocks.

      The room was heavy with the scent of sex and satisfaction. Ty reached out for me—a lifeline in the dizzying aftermath—pulling me close against him. Our lips met in a kiss flavored by gratitude and complex emotions.

      Skylar watched us with a smug satisfaction that only made me want her more. Ty’s arms were around me, but it was her steamy presence that lingered on my senses.

      I leaned up, brushing my lips against Ty’s ear and whispered, “I want to see you fuck her.”

      His eyes widened but his dick hardened again. He broke free from me and gripped Skylar’s waist, spinning her and bending her over the couch.

      “You heard her, Skylar. Time to give my wife her fantasy.”

      She laughed, wicked and wanton, as she spread her legs wider, revealing her wet entrance. “I’ve been waiting for this, Ty.”

      I slid down my panties, my own arousal soaking wet as I sat on the floor. I spread my legs, eager to watch them and touch myself at the same time. Instinctively, my fingers found my clit, circling it as I watched Ty line up with Skylar’s entrance.

      They stared into each other's eyes, her moans and his grunts filling the room. Ty pounded into her with an intensity I'd never seen before. They'd known each other's bodies once, and now they were re-learning every sensitive spot, every moan, every twitch.

      Skylar's moans grew louder, her back arched, and her fingernails dug into the couch cushions as she came. "Oh, fuck, Ty, I missed this!" she cried out, her climax racking her body.

      I wasn't far behind, my fingers working feverishly between my legs, desperate to reach my own release. Ty picked up the pace, his movements frantic as he drove into Skylar's soaking wet center.

      "I'm coming!" he grunted, and I knew it was for both of them. Skylar's pussy clenched around him, milking his cock as he unleashed his second load of the night.

      Skylar came along with him and when Ty pulled out of Skylar, I watched as his cum dripped from her delicious pussy. I eagerly climbed behind her, spread her ass cheeks and dragged my tongue along her slit. She moaned and writhed and I loved that I could give her this kind of pleasure.

      Ty stroked my hair as he watched me go down on his ex-girlfriend. Before I knew it, Skylar was coming again, making me desire her more and more. Her moans were addictive and her body more-so, and I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the last time the three of us did this.

      Once Skylar had come down, I stood up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Then Skylar pulled me into a long kiss, her tongue tasting my husband’s cum on my tongue. When she broke our kiss, she pressed her forehead to mine and said, “I hope this was alright.”

      I cupped her face in my hands and smiled. “It was perfect. I want you to stay. Stay the night with us.”

      She shot Ty a look and Ty shrugged with a smile that said he was game if I was. “Okay,” she said. “If you’re sure.”

      I took her hand and put it between my legs so she could feel how wet I was. “Does this answer your question?”

      She laughed, sucked on her fingers, and nodded. “Yes. Yes it does.” And I knew then that things would never be the same between us. But it would be so much better.
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      Hailey and I navigated our way through the crowded university cafeteria, each balancing a tray laden with the questionable offerings of the day. We finally settled on a table near the window where the soft afternoon light cut through the bustling chaos.

      "So, how's your schedule looking this semester?" Hailey asked as she plopped down across from me.

      I sighed, poking at my mashed potatoes. "It's brutal. Organic Chemistry is going to be the death of me."

      "Tell me about it. My Psych 101 professor thinks we're all future Nobel laureates or something." She rolled her eyes dramatically, making me chuckle.

      We were just about to dive deeper into our mutual academic despair when Hailey suddenly froze, her eyes wide and locked on a table a few feet away from us. "Holy shit, isn’t that Eric?"

      My heart skipped a beat as I followed her gaze. There he was, Eric Dawson, Bella’s older brother. The guy we had both harbored secret crushes on since middle school. It felt surreal seeing him here, in the same cafeteria we frequented every day. He hadn’t changed much—still had that effortlessly tousled hair and those piercing blue eyes that seemed to see right through you.

      "No way," I whispered, trying to reconcile this older version of Eric with the memory I’d carried for years. "What's he doing here?"

      "Well, he is a senior now," Hailey said, her voice tinged with awe and disbelief. "But still... seeing him here is so weird."

      "I know," I agreed, feeling a strange mix of excitement and nerves. "Remember how we used to follow him around when he came over to Bella's house?"

      Hailey laughed softly. "Oh God, yes. We were such dorks."

      "And totally obvious," I added, grimacing at the embarrassing memories. "I’m pretty sure he knew we had colossal crushes on him."

      "How could he not?" Hailey smirked. "You practically wrote 'Anna loves Eric' in every notebook you owned."

      I felt my cheeks heat up at the reminder. "Shut up! You weren't any better with your constant giggling."

      "True," she admitted with a grin before turning serious again as she looked back at Eric. "Do you think he remembers us?"

      "I don't know," I said honestly, feeling a strange flutter in my stomach as I watched him laugh with his friends a few tables away. "It's been so long."

      "We should say hi," Hailey suggested, her eyes glittering with mischief.

      My heart pounded even harder at the thought. "Are you crazy? What would we even say?"

      "Hi Eric, remember us? We used to worship you from afar?" She wiggled her eyebrows playfully.

      “Yeah, that’ll go over well,” I said sarcastically, but couldn’t help smiling.

      Just then, Eric glanced in our direction and for a brief second, our eyes met. He raised an eyebrow as if trying to place us.

      “Uh-oh,” Hailey whispered, biting her lip to stifle a grin.

      “Act normal,” I hissed under my breath, though my heart felt like it was going to burst out of my chest.

      Eric stood up from his table and started walking towards us. Each step he took seemed like a mini earthquake, shaking the very foundation of my composure. Beside me, Hailey sat up straighter, a sly smile curving her lips.

      "Hey, aren't you Anna and Hailey?" Eric's voice was deeper than I remembered, carrying the weight of years and experiences we were yet to know.

      Hailey was quick on her feet, flashing him her most radiant smile. "Guilty as charged. Long time no see, Eric."

      I managed to muster a shaky smile. "Yeah, it's been—what? Four or five years?"

      "At least," he said, looking at us with a mixture of curiosity and amusement. "So you're both here now? Freshmen?"

      "Yup," Hailey answered brightly before I could say anything. "Feels like forever since we last saw you."

      Eric’s eyes lingered on me for a moment longer than I expected, making my pulse race. "Well, welcome to the jungle," he said with a chuckle. "How are you finding everything so far?"

      "It's... intense," I admitted, feeling more comfortable as the conversation continued. "But we're managing."

      "I bet." He nodded thoughtfully, then glanced over his shoulder toward his table where his friends were still engaged in their own conversations. "Listen, it’s really good to see you both. Maybe we can catch up properly sometime."

      "Definitely," Hailey purred, shooting me a quick glance that translated to You better agree.

      "Yeah," I said softly. "That would be nice."

      "Cool." Eric’s smile was warm and genuine as he took a step back. "Alright then, I'll see you around. Don't be strangers."

      With that, he turned and walked back to his table, leaving us basking in the glow of his unexpected attention.

      "Did that just happen?" Hailey asked, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

      I nodded slowly, trying to process everything. "Yes. Yes, it did."

      "And he wants to catch up! Can you believe it?" she exclaimed.

      "I can't." I shook my head in wonderment. "This is so surreal."

      Hailey leaned closer across the table, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Okay, so here's what we do: We casually bump into him again tomorrow after class.”

      My stomach flipped at the thought but I couldn’t deny the thrill of it either. “Do you think that’s a good idea?”

      “Absolutely,” she said confidently. “We’ve got history on our side.”

      “History,” I repeated wistfully, thinking back to all those years ago when we’d idolized him from afar.

      “And maybe,” Hailey added with a wicked grin, “a little bit of charm won’t hurt either.”

      Despite myself, I laughed out loud at that. “Alright then, partner in crime,” I said finally, feeling more excited than nervous now. “Let’s do this.”

      Hailey reached across the table and gave my hand a squeeze. “Here’s to old crushes and new beginnings.”

      “To new beginnings,” I agreed softly as we both turned to watch Eric one more time before diving back into our food.

      As we finished our meals and talked about our upcoming classes and plans for the weekend, the conversation kept drifting back to Eric, as if he were a magnet pulling our thoughts in. The cafeteria buzzed around us, but it felt like we were in our own bubble.

      "So, what do you think he’s studying?" Hailey mused, stabbing a piece of lettuce with her fork.

      "Pretty sure Bella mentioned something about business or finance," I replied, swirling my straw in my iced tea. "He always seemed the type."

      "Yeah, all serious and responsible." Hailey rolled her eyes dramatically. "But kinda hot in that buttoned-up way."

      I chuckled. "You have a type for every occasion."

      "And you have one type," she shot back with a wink. "Tall, dark, and emotionally unavailable."

      "Hey!" I protested, but laughed along. She wasn't entirely wrong.

      Hailey’s phone buzzed on the table, and she glanced at it briefly before pocketing it again. “Speaking of types, Jake wants to know if we’re going to the mixer tonight.”

      I hesitated. Jake was another senior who had taken an interest in Hailey during orientation week. He was good-looking and charming, if a bit too forward for my taste. “I was thinking of staying in and catching up on reading.”

      “Oh come on,” Hailey urged, placing her chin in her hand and giving me her best puppy dog eyes. “It’ll be fun! And who knows? Eric might be there.”

      “Yeah, right,” I scoffed but felt my resolve weakening. The idea of seeing Eric again, even in a crowded room, was tempting.

      “Besides,” Hailey continued with a mischievous glint in her eye, “even if he’s not there, there’ll be plenty of opportunities to meet new people. College is all about experiences, Anna!”

      “I know,” I sighed. “Fine. I’ll go.”

      “Yes!” Hailey clapped her hands together gleefully. “This is going to be epic.”

      As we cleared our trays and made our way out of the cafeteria, the sky outside had turned a warm shade of orange, signaling the end of another day. We walked side by side back to our dorm, chatting about which outfits would be perfect for the mixer.

      Back in our room, Hailey immediately started rummaging through her wardrobe like a woman on a mission. "I'm thinking the black dress for you," she said over her shoulder.

      "The one that's too short?" I asked dubiously.

      "It's not too short," she insisted. "It's sexy yet classy.”

      I raised an eyebrow but took the dress from her outstretched hands. It was beautiful—simple yet elegant with just enough sparkle to catch the eye without being overbearing.

      “You’ll look amazing,” she promised as she picked out a shimmering silver number for herself.

      We spent the next hour getting ready together amidst laughter and old pop songs blaring from Hailey’s playlist. It felt like high school all over again but with an added layer of excitement and anticipation.

      As we finally finished up and prepared to head out the door, Hailey turned to me with one last encouraging smile. “Ready?”

      I took a deep breath and nodded. “Ready.”

      The mixer was held in the common room of one of the older dorm buildings, a sprawling space with dim lighting, strung-up fairy lights, and a makeshift dance floor. Music pulsed through the room, and a throng of students mingled around the refreshment tables or danced in clusters.

      Hailey and I pushed our way through the crowd, her silver dress making her look like a star fallen from the night sky. I felt a bit self-conscious in my black dress but also exhilarated by the change from my usual attire.

      “Drink?” Hailey shouted over the music.

      I nodded, and we made our way to the punch bowl. Jake materialized out of nowhere, his grin as smooth as ever. “Ladies! Glad you could make it.”

      Hailey leaned in to give him a peck on the cheek. “Hey Jake! This is going to be awesome.”

      He turned to me with a charming smile. “Anna, good to see you again.”

      “You too,” I replied politely.

      Hailey handed me a cup of punch and raised hers for a toast. “To new experiences!”

      “To new experiences,” I echoed, clinking my cup against hers.

      We wandered around, Hailey introducing me to people she had already met during her various escapades around campus. Everyone seemed friendly enough, but I found my eyes involuntarily scanning the crowd for any sign of Eric.

      An hour into the party, Hailey was already dancing with Jake while I stood near one of the walls, watching them with mixed feelings—part amusement at their uninhibited joy and part loneliness for being by myself.

      "Anna!" Hailey’s voice pierced through my thoughts as she bounded over. "Dance with us!"

      Before I could protest, she grabbed my hand and dragged me onto the dance floor. I laughed despite myself and let go of my inhibitions for just a moment. The music was infectious, and soon I found myself having fun.

      And then, like a scene out of a movie, I saw him.

      Eric stood near the entrance, looking slightly out of place amidst the rowdy crowd. He was talking to someone—another senior judging by their confident demeanor—but he wasn’t smiling. His dark hair fell perfectly over his forehead, and he wore that same serious expression that always made him look so...intriguing.

      Hailey followed my gaze and elbowed me playfully. “Holy shit, it’s Eric!” she exclaimed.

      “Yeah,” I replied breathlessly.

      She gave me a sly smile. “Go talk to him.”

      “What?” My heart raced at just the suggestion. “I can’t do that!”

      “Yes, you can,” she insisted. “This is your chance! Do you want to spend your college years wondering ‘what if’?”

      I bit my lip but hesitated only for a second longer before Hailey gave me a gentle push in his direction. With each step towards him, my heart pounded louder in my chest.

      He looked up as if sensing my approach and smiled faintly when he recognized me.

      “Anna?” His voice was deeper than I remembered but still carried that same warm undertone. “I didn’t expect to see you guys here.”

      “Hey,” I said softly, trying to keep my voice steady. I could barely hear myself over the music.

      He smiled. “How’s college treating you?”

      “It’s... it’s good. Different, but good,” I managed, feeling like I was walking on a tightrope between familiarity and this new, unfamiliar tension.

      His eyes flicked over my shoulder towards Hailey and Jake, who were now thoroughly lost in the music and each other. “Looks like Hailey’s having a blast.”

      I chuckled nervously. “She always does. You know Hailey.”

      Eric's smile broadened into something almost teasing. “You’re more of the quiet observer, huh?”

      I felt my cheeks heat up; his attention was both thrilling and unnerving. “Yeah, I guess so.”

      There was a pause where neither of us seemed to know what to say next. I took a deep breath, trying to recall that confidence Hailey had tried to instill in me.

      “So, how have you been?” I asked, hoping to sound casual but genuinely curious about his life since our last encounter.

      “Same old, same old,” he said with a shrug. “Senior year is kicking my ass, though.”

      “I’m not surprised,” I replied with a small smile.

      “Speaking of surprises...” He glanced around before leaning in slightly, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “You’ve really matured.”

      I blushed. He cleared his throat.

      “Um, I mean…I didn’t mean it like that…”

      I laughed pathetically. “Oh, um. I wouldn’t mind if you did. I mean, how did you mean it exactly?”

      For a moment, his eyes dropped to my chest which had developed a lot in the past few years. I felt my nipples puckering underneath my shirt.

      He flicked his gaze back up to my eyes, ignoring my question. “I didn’t expect you and Hailey to end up at the same school as me. Small world.”

      My heart did a little flip at his proximity. “Yeah,” I whispered back, feeling the electric charge between us.

      For a moment, we stood there in that bubble of shared history and unspoken attraction. His eyes seemed to darken as they lingered on mine. I could almost feel the weight of his gaze traveling down to my lips before snapping back up.

      “Anna!” Hailey’s shrill voice broke the spell as she appeared beside us out of nowhere. Her mischievous grin gave away her intentions before she even spoke another word. “Why don’t we all get some fresh air?”

      Eric raised an eyebrow but looked amused. “Sure.”

      Hailey grabbed both our hands and led us out of the crowded room into the cooler night air outside. The sudden quiet was almost overwhelming after the noise inside.

      The three of us stood there for a moment until Eric chuckled softly. “So what’s your plan now, Hailey?”

      “Well...” Hailey drawled out with that impish glint in her eyes again before glancing between Eric and me. “Actually, I’ve got to find Jake... promised him another dance.” She winked at me before darting off back into the party.

      Eric watched her go with an amused expression before turning back to me. “Looks like it’s just us.”

      My nerves were jangling again without Hailey’s buffer between us but also tingling with excitement. This was what I wanted, wasn’t it? A chance to reconnect with Eric without any distractions?

      “Yeah...” My voice came out softer than intended.

      We moved silently through the courtyard until we found an empty bench under one of the large oak trees lining the path.

      “So...” Eric began once we were seated, his voice low and soft as if not wanting to shatter the delicate atmosphere. “What’s been your favorite part about college so far?”

      I hesitated for a moment, thinking about the whirlwind of new experiences and faces. “Honestly? Probably just getting to explore new things and meet new people. It’s a big change from high school.”

      He nodded thoughtfully, a gentle smile playing on his lips. “Yeah, it can be overwhelming. But exciting too.”

      The conversation flowed easier than I expected, memories of shared summers blending seamlessly with talk of classes, professors, and future plans. The tension between us simmered beneath the surface, neither of us quite willing to address it directly but both acutely aware of it.

      As we spoke, I found myself leaning closer to him, feeling more comfortable in his presence. His laughter was like music, deep and resonant, bringing back a flood of memories from when we were younger. And yet now, there was something undeniably different in the way he looked at me—something that made my pulse quicken.

      “Remember that time we tried to build a treehouse in your backyard?” I asked with a giggle.

      He groaned playfully. “Oh God, how could I forget? Bella almost broke her arm falling out of that thing.”

      “She was such a daredevil,” I agreed with a smile.

      “And you were always the cautious one,” Eric added softly, looking at me with an intensity that made my breath catch.

      “Maybe not as much anymore,” I whispered back before I could stop myself.

      His eyebrows raised slightly in surprise but then he grinned. “Oh really? Tell me more about this new Anna.”

      I laughed nervously but didn’t pull away when he shifted closer on the bench until our knees were touching. “Well... Hailey’s been trying to get me out of my shell more.”

      “Hailey’s always had that effect on people,” he said with admiration.

      A brief silence fell between us again, filled only by the distant hum of the party inside and the rustle of leaves above. My heart pounded in my chest. His throat bobbed with a swallow and when I glanced at his lap, I caught the bulge in his jeans.

      I quickly turned my eyes away and excused myself to the bathroom. Eric seemed confused, but I promised I’d be right back.

      

      Once in the bathroom, I tried to collect myself. I splashed some cold water on my face, the shock of it grounding me for a moment. My reflection stared back at me in the mirror, cheeks flushed and eyes wide with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. What was I doing? This wasn't like me.

      Taking a deep breath, I turned off the tap and patted my face dry with a towel. I needed to get a grip, calm my racing thoughts before facing Eric again. Secretly, though, I couldn't deny the thrill running through me at the thought of him noticing me in that way.

      When I finally stepped back into the hallway, the music from downstairs seemed even louder, each beat resonating through the walls. I made my way back to where I'd left Eric, but as I approached, my heart sank. The bench was empty.

      "Eric?" I called out softly, but there was no response.

      Panic began to bubble up inside me as I scanned the room and saw no sign of Hailey either. Where had they gone? Turning on my heel, I started weaving through clusters of people milling about, searching for any sign of them.

      Just when I was about to give up and retreat to a quiet corner by myself, something caught my eye—a glimpse of blonde hair at the top of the staircase. Hailey's hair.

      Curiosity overtook my hesitation as I climbed the stairs two at a time. Reaching the landing, I heard muffled voices coming from one of the bedrooms. The door was slightly ajar and I could see shadows moving inside.

      With every nerve in my body on edge, I pushed open the door just enough to peek inside. My heart skipped a beat when I saw them—Eric's lips locked with Hailey's in an intense kiss, his hands tangled in her hair while hers roamed over his broad chest.

      For a moment, jealousy stabbed through me sharply. But almost immediately it softened into something else—a strange mix of longing and arousal that left me breathless. They looked so... right together in that moment. The connection between them was electric; it drew me closer despite myself.

      I stepped into the room quietly but made enough noise to alert them. They broke apart quickly, both turning towards me with expressions ranging from shock to guilt.

      "Anna," Hailey said first, her voice soft but firm. "We were just... talking."

      Eric rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly. "Yeah, sorry if this is weird or anything..."

      I swallowed hard before forcing out a smile. "No need to apologize," I managed to say without my voice trembling too much. "It's fine."

      Hailey's eyes flicked between Eric and me before she took a step closer towards me with that mischievous glint still present in her eyes.

      "I think it's more than fine," she said cryptically as she reached out and took my hand gently. "Join us?"

      Her suggestion hung in the air like an invitation—dangerous yet deeply alluring—and though part of me wanted to run back down those stairs and forget I'd ever seen them there like this... another part couldn't deny how badly I wanted to stay.

      I bit my lip nervously but nodded slowly anyway. My panties were soaked, and I couldn’t help but wonder what Eric’s cock looked like. He seemed like such a man now with a wide-set frame and a mature hunger in his eyes. This was wrong, wasn’t it? We shouldn’t want each other this way, and sharing him with Hailey? That would mean seeing Hailey in a new light too…

      

      Still, I couldn’t resist the temptation. My pussy ached too badly. My nipples puckered. I wanted to be touched and sucked and licked and I wanted to do the same to them.

      Eric's eyes darkened with desire as he closed some distance between us until we were all standing inches from each other. The air was thick with tension, the kind that seemed to vibrate in the small space between us. The scent of their mingled arousal filled my nostrils, making my own desire flare hotter.

      Hailey was the first to move; she leaned in, her gaze locking with mine. "You look so beautiful," she whispered, her breath ghosting over my cheek before her lips met mine.

      The kiss was soft at first, exploratory—a question rather than a demand. I felt a shiver run down my spine as her tongue brushed against mine, asking for entrance. I granted it eagerly, my body responding to her in ways I hadn't anticipated. Kissing Hailey was different but intoxicatingly enjoyable; she tasted sweet, like cherries and mischief.

      Eric's voice broke through the haze of our kiss. "You two have really matured," he said, his tone husky with arousal. I glanced sideways and saw him rubbing his bulge over his jeans, his eyes glued to where our lips met.

      Hailey pulled back slightly, her lips just inches from mine as she murmured, "Do you like it, Anna?"

      I nodded breathlessly. "Yes," I admitted. "I do."

      With a smile that promised all sorts of wicked things, Hailey's hands began to roam over my body. She started by unzipping my dress slowly, inch by inch, teasing me with each brush of her skin against mine.

      My fingers moved almost on their own accord as I reached for the hem of Hailey’s dress, lifting it up and over her head to reveal the lacy black bra and panties underneath. The sight made me pause for a moment—she was stunningly beautiful.

      Our movements became more urgent then as we undressed each other piece by piece until we were both standing in our underwear, my blush spreading from my cheeks down to my chest.

      Eric stepped closer and hooked a finger under the strap of Hailey’s bra before sliding it down her shoulder seductively. He did the same on the other side until her bra fell away completely, revealing perky breasts with hardened pink nipples that begged for attention.

      Unable to resist any longer, I cupped one of those perfect breasts in my hand and leaned down to take her nipple into my mouth. Hailey gasped at the contact, arching into me as I lavished attention on her sensitive skin.

      Eric watched us intently while continuing to stroke himself through his jeans. "God," he groaned softly. "This is so hot."

      Feeling bolder now, I let my hands wander lower along Hailey's curves until they found the waistband of her panties. I tugged them down slowly until they pooled at her feet before stepping back slightly to admire every inch of her naked form.

      Hailey did the same for me next—sliding my own panties down with agonizing slowness—until I stood completely exposed before both of them.

      Eric’s gaze was molten as he took in our bare bodies entwined together sensuously; his control frayed enough that he finally undid his jeans completely and freed himself from their confines.

      Seeing his engorged cock sent another surge of heat rushing through me; he was bigger than I'd imagined – thick and hard with a slight upward curve that made my mouth water. I could see the veins pulsing along his shaft, the head glistening with pre-cum. Eric was beautiful in a rugged, masculine way that made my knees weak.

      Hailey reached out first, her delicate fingers wrapping around his length as she stroked him slowly, teasingly. Eric moaned low in his throat, hips pushing forward into her hand. "You're not the only one who thinks this is hot," Hailey murmured to me before placing a soft kiss on Eric's thickened tip.

      I couldn't wait any longer and joined her, bringing my lips to the base of his cock, where I kissed him gently before licking a path up to meet Hailey's mouth on the head. Our tongues entwined over his sensitive skin, sharing him in a swirl of heat and wetness that drove Eric wild.

      "Fuck," he groaned, his hands tangling in our hair as we worshipped him together. The taste of him mingled with Hailey's sweetness was intoxicating, and I wanted more.

      We coordinated our movements without needing to speak—Hailey taking him deeper into her mouth while I focused on licking and sucking the sensitive underside of his shaft. His moans grew louder, more desperate as we worked him in tandem.

      Hailey took a moment to come up for air, cheeks flushed and eyes sparkling with desire. "Switch?" she suggested breathlessly.

      "Yes," I agreed immediately.

      I took her place at the tip of Eric's cock while she moved down to lick and kiss his balls. The sensation of her tongue tracing patterns there while I took him deeper into my mouth was almost too much for him; his grip in my hair tightened as he fought for control.

      "Goddamn," he rasped out when I hollowed my cheeks and sucked hard just as Hailey gave one of his balls a gentle tug with her teeth. "You two are going to kill me."

      We shared a wicked smile before redoubling our efforts—Hailey switching to lick along his shaft while I took him deep into my throat again and again, suppressing my gag reflex each time he hit the back of it.

      The sounds of our synchronized sucking filled the room, mingling with Eric's increasingly erratic breathing. He was close—I could feel it in the way his thighs tensed under our hands and the way his cock throbbed against my tongue.

      "Fuck... Anna... Hailey... I'm gonna..." His warning came out brokenly, but we had no intention of stopping now.

      With one last look exchanged between us, we both redoubled our efforts—Hailey's tongue swirling around the base while I swallowed him whole one final time.

      His climax hit like a tidal wave; he bucked against us uncontrollably as hot jets of cum spilled down my throat. I swallowed every drop greedily and pulled back just enough so that Hailey could taste some too—our mouths meeting over his still-spasming cock as we shared the remnants of his release.

      Eric's hips bucked against us, his breathing ragged as he came down from his high. I met Hailey’s gaze and we shared a breathless smile, feeling the intense connection between the three of us.

      Hailey stood up first, her hand gently brushing against my cheek. "Your turn," she whispered, her eyes gleaming with unspoken promises.

      I nodded, laying back on the floor with anticipation thrumming through me. Hailey knelt beside me, her presence both familiar and electrifying. She leaned in, her lips tracing a path down my neck to my collarbone. I shivered under her touch, my skin hypersensitive to every caress.

      Eric watched us intently, his eyes darkening with desire again. Hailey slowly slid down my body, spreading my legs as she positioned herself between them. Her breath was warm against my inner thighs as she kissed her way closer to where I needed her most.

      “Oh God,” I moaned as her tongue flicked out to taste me, sending waves of pleasure rippling through my body.

      Eric didn’t waste any time. He moved behind Hailey, positioning himself at her entrance. I could see his thick length as he teased her with it, the sight driving me wild with longing and jealousy. But that jealousy only heightened the arousal coursing through me.

      Hailey moaned into me as Eric slowly pushed into her from behind, filling her completely. The vibrations from her mouth sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core. My hands clenched in the sheets beneath me as I fought to stay present in the overwhelming sensations washing over me.

      “Fuck,” Eric groaned, gripping Hailey’s hips as he began to move within her, each thrust pushing her deeper into me.

      The rhythm they set was intoxicating—Hailey’s mouth working magic on me while Eric took her relentlessly from behind. My moans mingled with theirs in a symphony of ecstasy that filled the room.

      Hailey’s tongue and fingers played me expertly, driving me closer and closer to the edge with every movement. I could feel myself teetering on the brink of release, my body trembling with anticipation.

      “Eric… Hailey… please…” I begged, needing that final push to tip me over.

      Hailey looked up at me, a feral hunger in her eyes. She redoubled her efforts, sucking and licking with an intensity that left me breathless. Eric’s pace quickened too, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own climax.

      “Cum for us,” Eric growled through gritted teeth, his voice laced with command and desire.

      That was all it took. My orgasm hit like an avalanche, crashing over me in waves of blinding pleasure. I cried out, my back arching off the floor as every nerve ending lit up in ecstasy.

      Hailey wasn’t far behind—my release triggering hers as she tightened around Eric’s cock. Her muffled cries of pleasure vibrated against me, prolonging my own orgasm until it felt like I was floating on a cloud of bliss.

      Eric followed moments later with a powerful thrust and a guttural moan that echoed through the room. His grip on Hailey’s hips tightened as he emptied himself into her.

      Hailey lifted up with a smirk. “I’m such a hog,” she teased. “I don’t want to take all this dick for myself.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked her.

      “Remember, college is for new experiences, right?” I nodded, my heart in my throat. “Good girl. Flip over for me.”

      I flipped over and she pulled my ass into the air. Moments later, I felt her tongue on my puckered asshole, circling and probing me while she slid her fingers in and out of my pussy. “Fuck,” I breathed.

      She replaced her tongue with her slick fingers, one at a time, stretching me open. She turned over her shoulder and told Eric, “She’s never done anal before. But tonight she’s going to…with you.”

      “Fuck,” Eric hissed as he strokes his cock back to a full erection. Hailey pulled her fingers from my ass and helped Eric position himself behind me.

      Eric’s hands gripped my hips, his touch both firm and reassuring. The anticipation made my heart race as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my tight opening. Hailey’s fingers returned to my pussy, stroking and teasing to keep me relaxed.

      “Just breathe,” she whispered, her voice a soothing counterpoint to the intensity of the moment.

      I took a deep breath and tried to relax as Eric began to push forward, slowly and carefully. The initial pressure was intense, but Hailey’s gentle caresses helped me stay grounded. Inch by inch, Eric eased into me, stretching me in a way I’d never experienced before.

      “Oh my God,” I gasped as he filled me completely, feeling both overwhelming and incredibly intimate.

      Eric paused once he was fully inside me, giving me a moment to adjust. Hailey’s fingers danced over my clit, sending sparks of pleasure through me that helped dull the initial discomfort. Gradually, the pain gave way to an unfamiliar but exciting sensation.

      “You’re doing so well,” Hailey praised, her voice dripping with pride and arousal.

      Eric started to move then, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first. Each motion sent shockwaves through my body, the new sensations intertwining with the pleasure Hailey was coaxing from my clit. My senses were on fire, every touch magnified in a heady mix of pleasure and pain.

      As Eric’s rhythm increased in speed and intensity, I found myself losing control. My moans mingled with theirs once more, filling the room with our shared ecstasy. The taboo nature of what we were doing only heightened the experience, making every moment feel even more forbidden and thrilling.

      Hailey shifted positions slightly, her mouth replacing her fingers on my clit. The sensation was almost too much—my body trembling under the onslaught of pleasure from both ends. She sucked and licked with unrelenting fervor while Eric fucked me harder than ever before.

      “Eric,” I panted, barely able to form words as another orgasm built within me.

      “Yes,” he groaned in response, his voice strained with effort and desire.

      “Don’t stop,” I begged, feeling like I would shatter if they did.

      Eric’s pace became almost brutal then, each thrust driving him deeper into me as Hailey worked her magic below. The combined assault on my senses pushed me towards another climax—one that promised to be even more intense than before.

      “Cum for us again,” Hailey urged between strokes of her tongue.

      And I did. My orgasm ripped through me with unimaginable force, leaving me breathless and shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over me again and again. My cries echoed off the walls as I surrendered completely to the overwhelming sensations.

      Eric followed soon after with one final powerful thrust—a guttural moan escaping his lips as he came inside me once more. His release triggered another for Hailey too; her muffled screams vibrating against my sensitive flesh pushed me over the edge a third time until we collapsed together in a tangled heap of sweaty bodies and sated desires.

      “What now?” I asked more to the ceiling than to them. “Please don’t tell Bella about any of this,” I added.

      Hailey and Eric both laughed. “Yeah,” Eric said. “I don’t exactly tell Bella about who I fuck.”

      “I know, Anna,” said Hailey. “Telling her would be super gross. Not to mention…we might not feel like we could keep doing it.”

      Eric smirked. “Does that mean we’re going to be doing this again?”

      Hailey nodded. “Absolutely. Isn’t that right Anna?”

      I smiled up at the ceiling, my whole body thrumming from the experience. “Yeah,” I said. “Absolutely.
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      “So how did it go?”  My heart raced as I waited for his answer.  Henry was due a promotion, and if he got it, we’d be living on easy street.

      Henry stood in the opposite corner of the kitchen from me, pouring a drink.  “I haven’t talked to him yet,” he said.

      “What do you mean you haven’t talked to him?  I thought you had a meeting set up for today?”

      “Yeah, well, something came up.”

      “Like what?”

      Henry sighed and set down his drink.  He looked so good in his work suit, but now wasn’t the time to tell him that.  “His daughter was there today, okay?  The boss didn’t take any meetings.”

      “Why was she there?  Daycare closed or something?”

      Henry started to laugh which confused me.  “She’s twenty years old,” he said.  “He’s prepping her to take over the company soon.”

      “Oh.  So that’s why he didn’t take any meetings?”

      “Right,” said Henry.  “He didn’t take any.”

      “What does that mean?”  I was getting more infuriated by the second.  I wished my husband would just spit it out already.

      “She took his meetings.  As part of her prep work.”

      “She didn’t take your meeting though, did she?  It’s very important you speak directly with Richard.  Richard is the one who has seen how hard you’ve worked.  Richard is the one who knows you deserve this promotion.”

      “It wasn’t his call,” said Henry.  “At least, he said it was her call to make.”

      “And she turned you down?” I asked.  My blood began to boil at the injustice.

      “Not exactly,” said Henry.

      I groaned.  “Just say what you mean.  Did she promote you or not?”

      Henry smiled, but his cheeks were red as if he was embarrassed.  He ran a hand through his dirty blond locks and sighed.  “Alright, Jill, but you asked for it.”  His gaze lifted to mine and I glared back, daring him to answer me already.  “She said she will promote me on one condition.  It’s an impossible condition, so I told her ‘no.’”

      “What condition could be so impossible that you would turn down the biggest promotion of your life?”

      Henry leaned back against the counter and folded his arms over his chest.  “She wants me to sleep with her,” he said.

      My jaw fell open, but no words came out.  “That’s ridiculous,” I said.  “Richard wouldn’t allow that to happen.”

      “I tried to talk to him about it,” said Henry.  “But he didn’t want to hear it.  He said his daughter was handling it and that was final.”

      “So that’s it?  She just gets to manipulate and sexually harass you like that?”

      Henry shrugged.  “I guess so.”

      “So there’s no promotion.  We’re barely getting by, and you won’t be getting promoted all because of this college junior.”

      “Actually, she isn’t going to college.”

      “Great,” I said, throwing up my arms.  “She’s taking over the company, she’s responsible for your promotion, and she’s not even going to college.  Oh, and she wants to sleep with you.  Great.”

      “I know it’s a terrible situation,” he said.  “But give me time.  Maybe I can get through to Richard.  Maybe on a different day, he’ll take a meeting with me.”

      “He’d better,” I said.  “Who does that girl think she is anyway?  She can’t just demand something like that and get away with it.”

      “I don’t know,” said Henry.  “Maybe she can get away with it.”
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      That night I couldn’t sleep.  We were going to lose out on a lot of money because Richard’s daughter wanted to play boss for the day.  Who did she think she was?  I had half a mind to go to Henry’s office and give her a piece of my mind.

      I lay in bed beside my snoozing husband, wondering how she even managed to ask the question.  I pictured a short little blond with a seductive body leaning over the boss’s desk.  Maybe she had glasses that she lowered as she told my husband to sleep with her to get promoted.

      Maybe she wasn’t even serious.  Maybe she just wanted to see what Henry would do.

      Well, two can play at that game, I thought.  I rolled onto my side and stared at Henry.  His head was empty and clear.  He wasn’t worried about the lack of pay or his lack of upward mobility.  No, he was sleeping like a baby.  I was irritated by his calmness and poked his cheek.  When he didn’t wake up, I poked him again.

      “Natasha!” he cried as he snapped out of his slumber.  I furrowed my brows as his eyes slowly opened.  “What?  What is it?”

      “Who is Natasha?” I asked.

      His eyes widened but then he tried to play it off.  “I don’t know,” he lied.

      I sighed.  “Please don’t tell me she’s your boss’s daughter?”

      “Okay,” said Henry, rolling away from me.  “I won’t tell you that then.”

      I couldn’t help but groan.  “This is great.  Just great.”

      “What is it, Jill?  What did you wake me up for?”

      “Well, I woke you up with a plan to try and get you that promotion.  But now I don’t think I can go through with it.”

      “A plan?” he asked, turning back to face me.  His eyes were so bright and alert, sparkling in the faint moonlight that came in through our window.  “What kind of plan?”

      “Well, I was going to say that we call her bluff.  I don’t think Natasha was being serious.  I think she probably got off to giving you orders.  She probably just wanted to see how you’d react.”

      “And what if she wasn’t bluffing?”

      “Well, that doesn’t matter now anyway.  Like hell would I send you in there after you’ve been dreaming about her.”

      “I wasn’t dreaming about her,” he said.  “At least, I don’t think I was.”

      I sat upright and glared down at him.  “How attractive is she?”

      Henry shrugged.  “She’s textbook attractive.  I’m not attracted to anyone but you, though.”

      “Gag me,” I said.  Henry smirked and I rolled my eyes.  Great, now I had to correct myself.  “That’s not what I meant and you know it.”

      “It still makes me smile, though,” he said.  With that, he fell back asleep and left me to ponder the situation alone.  At some point, I managed to doze off only to wake up to an empty bed.  I checked the clock and sighed.  Henry had gone to work and we hadn’t discussed anything else about the situation.  There was only one thing left to do.  I would have to go find this Natasha and speak to her myself.
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      I spent far too long getting ready, but I wanted to make sure I looked as attractive as possible if I was going to face the woman who wanted to screw my husband.  I put on a professional, yet tight, red dress with black heels.  I pulled my dark hair back into a French twist and I made sure my makeup was perfect.

      I was nervous as hell to go into my husband’s office, but I didn’t see any other choice.  It was either this, no promotion, or letting her screw my husband.  The closer my car came to his building, the tenser I became.  My legs clenched together at the thought of him fucking her and I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d given in.  What if I asked to see him only to walk in on them somewhere?

      Nonsense, I thought as I walked into the building.  I stopped for a moment in the foyer when I realized I was wet between my legs.  I scoffed and shook my head.  Could the idea of the two of them really be turning me on?  When I glanced down to check my outfit, I noticed the outline of my nipples poking through my dress.  Great.  Just what I need right now.

      I took the elevator to my husband’s floor and said hello to a few of his familiar coworkers on my way to his office.  His was the third on the left, and I relaxed when I saw the door was open.  I poked my head inside expecting an immediate conference with my husband, but I was stopped by the sight of a short woman sitting near him.  She lifted her eyes to me and I knew in my gut that it was her.  It was Natasha.

      “Jillian, what are you doing here?” asked Henry.  He was surprised and flustered and I half wondered if his dick was hard too.

      “I just came to say hello,” I said.  “I was in the neighborhood.”

      The girl smiled.  She looked younger than twenty.  Her hair was blond, but lighter than I’d imagined.  Her lips were bright pink and her blue eyes sparkled as she studied me.  “You’re Henry’s wife, I’m guessing?”

      “Yes,” I said, clearing my throat.  “And who are you?”  I feigned innocence to make it seem like Henry hadn’t told me about her little proposition.  I wasn’t sure if I was convincing enough or not.

      “I’m going to be Henry’s new boss,” she said.  She stood and revealed a black pencil skirt underneath her very crisp, white top.  Her figure was perfect.  Small with small curves.  She was like a doll.  She was the kind of woman that would be irresistible to most men.  I wondered if she was irresistible to Henry.

      “Oh,” I said, faking a smile.  “Henry didn’t mention you.”

      “Didn’t he?” she said, glancing at him.  Henry leaned back, looking visibly uncomfortable.  “I figured you were here to speak with me about our little meeting yesterday.”

      The girl was shrewd.  More so than I anticipated.  “I don’t know what you mean,” I lied.

      “Why don’t you close the door behind you…Jillian is it?”

      “And why would I close the door?  Maybe the whole building deserves to hear what you propositioned my husband with.”

      She smiled and folded her arms over her small but perky bosom.  “So he did tell you.”

      I cursed myself under my breath.  I messed up and there was no undoing it.  “Yes,” I said.  “He told me.”

      “Well,” she said.  “I guess you have a choice to make.  You can either close the door behind you so we can finish negotiations or you can tell the whole office what I did.  But rest assured your husband won’t be getting that promotion of his if you squeal.”

      I hated that word ‘squeal.’  Like I was some kind of pig while she was a beautiful siren at sea.  I turned toward the door and slowly closed it, wondering what kind of negotiations she had in mind.

      “Lock it too,” she said.

      After locking it, I joined them at my husband’s desk.  “What do you want?  Really?”

      Her bright eyes fixed me in her gaze and she smiled a sinful smile.  “You know exactly what I want.”

      I swallowed and turned my gaze toward Henry.  I’d been thinking about Natasha with Henry the whole ride over.  I’d also been considering the fact that Natasha might be bluffing.  But what if she wasn’t?  What if I called her bluff and she followed through?  There was too much to risk.  Too much at stake.

      “No,” I said.  “We’ll give you anything but that.”

      Henry walked toward me.  He leaned into me and kissed me hard.  When he pulled away, he said, “It won’t mean anything.  I swear it.  It’s the only way to get the promotion.”

      “Well, that’s no fun,” said Natasha.  “I’m pretty sure you’ll be singing a different tune when I’m done with you.”

      My heart pounded against my ribs.  I didn’t see any other choice.  If Henry was willing to go through with it, then I couldn’t be the one to hold us back.  I stepped backward and nodded.  “Okay,” I said.  “You can have him.  When?”

      Natasha started unbuttoning her white blouse.  “Right now,” she said.
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      “Right now?” I looked at Henry and panicked.  “Okay, okay,” I conceded.  “I’ll just leave first and – ”

      Natasha’s laugh was dark.  “Oh no, Jillian.  You’re not going anywhere.  I want you to watch us.”

      Henry stepped up to defend me.  “No,” he said.  “I can’t allow that.”

      Natasha’s blouse was fully unbuttoned now, revealing a white lacy bra underneath.  “Wow,” she said.  “You’re hot when you take charge.  But I’m going to have to insist that Jillian stay.  After all, I know for a fact she would enjoy the show.”  She turned to me.  “Isn’t that right, Jillian?”

      I lowered my gaze to the floor.  My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

      “You see,” said Natasha to Henry.  “Your wife may have put on an act of defiance, but her eyes lit up the second she saw us sitting together.  She wants to watch us.  She just won’t admit it to herself.  Isn’t that right, Jillian?”

      I folded my arms over my chest and reluctantly lifted my gaze.  “Just do what you have to do,” I told her.

      Henry’s eyes met mine and studied me for the truth he knew I was hiding.  He clenched his jaw and decided against fighting it anymore.  He turned to Natasha and cupped her face – just like he did with me.  He leaned in slowly, his face twisted up as if he was in pain, and then his lips met hers.  As they kissed, that painful expression slipped into a euphoric one and I knew he’d fully given himself over to the younger woman.

      I gripped my arm as I watched them.  Natasha’s lips parted and their tongues met.  Natasha groaned and leaned into my husband.  But Henry was still hesitant.  I could tell he wanted to touch her, to reach for her, but he was worried about what I would think.  So I did the only thing I could do.  I joined them.

      Henry turned to me when he sensed my presence.  I looked at him for a moment and then focused my attention on Natasha.  I gripped her chin in my fingers and tugged her lower lip down.  I planted a kiss there and moaned when her tongue met mine.

      I took Henry’s hands and placed them on Natasha’s breasts.  Then I turned to him and kissed him.  “It’s okay,” I told him.  “She was right.  I want to watch.”  He kissed me long and hard before turning his attention back to Natasha.

      I couldn’t believe I was going through with this.  Part of me still expected her to be bluffing.  Part of me expected her to call the whole thing off.  The other part of me hoped she would continue, because she was every bit the seductress I’d imagined.

      This time Henry’s kiss was different.  This time, he’d given in.  Their mouths crashed into each other’s and his hands roamed her body.  He helped her wiggle out of her skirt and blouse until she was only in lingerie and a pair of heels.  She had removed his blazer and unbuttoned his shirt.  His slacks were next, falling around his ankles.

      He picked her up in his arms and carried her over to the desk.  Her fingers found his hair and his lips found her neck.  Natasha’s eyes met mine and she curled her finger, indicating for me to join them.  I walked over to her and she wrapped an arm around my neck while kissing me.

      Her kiss was soft, yet fierce.  I’d never kissed a woman before and it was intoxicating.  Her kiss made me forget every reason I came in.  Her kiss made me give into the part of my body that wanted this to continue.

      Her hands fumbled with my dress and I helped her pull it off of me.  Henry had pulled the cups of her bra down to expose her nipples.  I watched him suck them in like he usually did for me.  I wondered how she liked it.  I wondered if it felt as good for her as it did me.

      Natasha unhooked my bra and pulled me in to her.  Her warm lips wrapped around my nipple and sent a shock through me.  Her fingers slipped between my legs and inched up my thighs, brushing against my wet panties.  She teased me while I watched my husband devour his new ‘boss.’

      Natasha pressed a hand to my chest and put distance between us.  She smiled and did the same with Henry.  She reached inside his briefs and pulled out his long, thick cock and licked her lips.  “Just like I imagined,” she said.  She angled it toward me and smirked.  “Here.  I want you to put it inside me.”

      “What?”

      “You heard me,” she said.  “I want you to grip your husband’s cock and push it inside me.”

      I looked at Henry who looked so different to me now.  He was lost in a sexual haze.  It was pure bliss and pure euphoria.  The love for me was there, but this was different.  This was what he looked like when he fucked just for fun.

      I walked up to him and gripped the base of his cock.  My fingers hooked around the fabric of Natasha’s panties and I tugged them to the side.  Her pussy was shaved and smooth.  I couldn’t help but lick my lips looking at it.

      “Go on,” she said.  “Why don’t you taste it first?”

      I didn’t need to be asked twice.  I dropped to my knees beside Henry and pressed my tongue to my Natasha’s slit.  She tasted divine, like milk and honey.  I sucked on her clit and slipped my tongue inside her, eager to taste more of her.  Her fingers wove through my hair, messing up my French twist even more.  I didn’t care.  I didn’t care about anything but giving Natasha exactly what she wanted.

      Henry stroked his cock to the side of us.  He was eager and excited and I didn’t want to deny him any longer.  I leaned back and gripped his cock, angling it toward the boss’s pussy.  I pressed the tip to her wet slit and choked down my hesitation.  Then I pushed him inside.

      I watched the folds of her pussy spread and open around him.  Her head leaned back and she let out a moan as he slowly filled her with the length of him.  There was no going back now.  I would never be able to unsee this.  I would never be able to think of Henry’s cock as only mine.  It would now belong to Natasha as much as it belonged to me.  The thought excited me as much as it terrified me.

      I knew things would never be the same after this – but maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

      Natasha tugged at my hair and said, “Come over here.”  Her hand waved me to the opposite side of the desk.  I followed orders and moved around the desk until I was near her head, facing Henry.  She lay back while Henry pushed deeper inside of her.  Her fingers tugged my panties to the side.  She shifted her body until her head was between my thighs.  My gaze met Henry’s as we both realized what she was up to.  She wanted to include me as much as she wanted to torture me.

      The love for me was back in Henry’s eyes.  This was no longer just a dirty fuck.  This could be more.  He and I both knew it.  He started pounding Natasha’s tight little pussy with the passion he had for me.  But his gaze was fixed on Natasha’s head and my thighs.  His focus was on Natasha trying to get me off.

      Natasha’s hot tongue met my pussy and I hunched forward.  My knees were weak and shaky and I gripped the desk for support.  Eventually, I decided to climb up onto the desk, kneeling on the edge of it.  Henry reached across Natasha’s body until his hands met my bare tits.  He ran his thumbs lovingly over my nipples as his cock slid in and out of the younger woman.

      Natasha moaned against me and it sent a vibration through my entire body.  I played with her breasts, gripping them for support.  The three of us moved in unison, rocking and swaying together.  I could barely see Henry through my hooded eyes.  His were just as dazed.

      Henry pulled out suddenly as if something had shocked him.  Natasha lifted her head toward him and I asked him what was wrong.  “Are you on birth control, Natasha?” he asked, but she shook her head.  “I…I can’t,” he said.  “I’m sorry.”

      Natasha smirked and brought her legs together.  She stretched them up high and angled them back toward her body.  She was showing him her ass, and Henry quickly put it together.  “Are you sure?” he asked her.  Natasha rolled her eyes without an answer and put her head back between my legs.

      “Do it,” I told him.  “Fuck her tight little asshole.”

      Natasha laughed against my pussy.  “Jillian, you’re so dirty.  I like it.”  Her tongue flicked against my clit and I shuddered.

      Henry walked up to Natasha and spit on her ass.  He rubbed his saliva against her tight hole, working a finger in at a time to loosen her up.  Then he pressed the tip of his cock to her hole and slowly pushed in.  She groaned and writhed against me.  I’d never seen him like this – so eager and yet completely vulnerable.  I slipped into a daze of euphoria as I watched him take her small, yet plump ass.  I massaged and teased her breasts while my hips quivered above her.

      Henry wrapped his arms around Natasha’s stretched out legs and pulled her ankles to his shoulder.  He thrust his hips against her again and again, pounding her harder than I’d ever seen him.  He was like an animal lost to lust.  And when his primal gaze met mine and he reached for my neck, I knew I was about to come.

      He pulled me forward and leaned forward himself.  His grunting, groaning mouth met mine and a hot shudder spread through me.  With his hot tongue in my mouth and Natasha’s hot tongue on my pussy, I became jelly in their arms.  I whimpered and moaned as the ecstasy took over.

      My forehead collapsed against Henry’s other shoulder, but I could still hear his grunts in my ear as he fucked Natasha.  I climbed to the side of her and watched her face twist into a euphoric mess.  She went to moan when Henry covered her mouth with his hand.  Seeing her restricted in that way sent him over the edge.  He held her legs tightly to him and winced out a quiet, but powerful groan as he came inside her, filling her ass with his hot, steamy load.

      I moved my fingers to her clit and circled it while he pumped his last few pumps inside her.  Natasha’s back arched and she pressed the hands to her eyes as she came.  Her body quivered on the desk, and she looked as if her head was spinning.

      Henry withdrew his cock and I could see the cum trying to spill from Natasha’s pussy onto the desk.  I caught it with my fingers and then brought those fingers to my lips.  I sucked them clean with a moan.

      Natasha sat up on the desk and watched Henry and I try to process what just happened.  “Don’t worry,” she said as she started to gather her clothes.  “You’ll get your promotion.”

      Henry and I started to dress, but kept our eyes on one another.  We were trying to read each other and figure out what the other person was feeling.  When Natasha was dressed, she walked to the door and smiled at us over her shoulder.  “Thanks for the fun,” she said.  “I guess you two can go back to being a normal married couple now.”

      I met Henry’s gaze and my stomach sank.  Nothing would ever be normal again.  Now that we’d both had Natasha, there was no going back.  I knew it and so did Henry.  It would have to be the three of us from now on.

      Natasha seemed to catch on.  She turned back toward us and leaned her back against the door.  “Unless,” she said, “you two want to do this again?”

      I walked up to Natasha and opened the door.  “You knew what you were doing,” I said to her before turning to leave.

      “Why…whatever do you mean?”

      “You knew that once he’d had you…once we’d had you, we’d never be able to go back.”

      “Is that so?” she asked.  “Well, in that case…when will we be seeing you around the office again?”

      I glanced back at Henry who looked as clueless as I felt.  “I don’t know,” I told her.  “Why don’t you tell me?”

      I stepped back from her and watched that sinful littler smile come to play on her lips.  “Now that’s a good little wife,” she said.  “From now on, you and your husband will do whatever I say.”

      Henry walked me back out to the car, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Natasha’s tight little pussy wrapped around his cock.  “How are you?” he asked.  “Was that okay?”

      I met his gaze and smiled.  “Yes,” I said.  “If you’d asked me if I’d come here expecting to do that today, I would’ve said no.  But it’s okay.  It’s more than okay.”

      Henry wrapped his arms around me and kissed my forehead before kissing me long and hard on the lips.  “I guess it’s safe to say I’m getting that promotion.”

      “I guess that promotion will be coming with a few perks,” I joked.

      Henry looked back toward the building and smiled.  “Yeah,” he said  “I guess so.”
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      I stood on my tip toes, wobbling as I tried to hang the heavy wall mirror.  "Tim, can you help me with this?" I asked, my voice tinged with frustration as I struggled to hang the heavy mirror in the living room that was adjacent to our kitchen.

      Tim, my husband, let out a sigh and set his coffee down on the kitchen table. "You know you're doing too much work, right?" he said, shaking his head. "In this market, the house will sell itself. The kitchen and bathroom are already remodeled. I doubt anyone will care if there's a mirror right here."

      He was right, of course. But I couldn't shake the feeling that every detail had to be perfect for potential buyers. I had spent hours agonizing over paint colors and furniture placement, trying to create the perfect atmosphere.

      Without waiting for my response, Tim's muscular frame gripped both edges of the mirror, taking all of the weight off my shoulders. I couldn't help but admire his strength and feel a tingle run through my body as his woodsy scent billowed around me. He hung up the mirror effortlessly and stepped back to make sure it was straight.

      I pulled myself away from the dirty thoughts that were threatening to consume me. There was too much work to be done, and I couldn't let my hormones get in the way. My husband, whom I had been with for years, was sitting across from me, continued sipping on his cup of coffee as we discussed our financial situation.

      "I know that's what everyone is saying, but I want to make sure we get every cent we deserve," I said, determined to secure our future.

      "And what about your time and your body?" my husband asked, concern etched on their face. "What if you put more in than you'll ever get out of it? I mean, Christ, we haven't had sex in months."

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment and I couldn't meet their gaze. I knew they were right, but I couldn't let that stop me. I had to keep pushing forward, even if it meant sacrificing my personal life. The weight of my decisions sat heavily on my chest, but I pushed them aside and focused on the task at hand. I had to be strong and make the hard choices, even if they weren't what I truly wanted. If only I could tell him how much he still turned me on. “That’s not true, is it?”

      "You haven't even noticed," said my husband, his voice strained yet still holding its Southern charm. "You haven't been focused on anything but this house."

      "This is our future," I said, my fingers tracing the smooth wood of the banister. "This is our investment."

      "A house you live in is not an investment," Tim replied, his voice raising a notch in frustration.

      "Agree to disagree," I replied, stubborn as always.

      Tim rolled his eyes and returned to the kitchen table to sip his coffee, his broad shoulders hunched in defeat. "The realtor will be here soon," he said. "Maybe we can ask her what she thinks about all of this."

      "I think that's a fantastic idea," I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm. But deep down, I knew that the realtor would side with me. After all, I was the one with the vision for this house, the one who saw its true potential. Tim just couldn't see it yet. But he would, eventually. And when he did, he would thank me for pushing us to take this risk.

      I picked up a small vase and arranged some flowers in it, trying to make sure everything looked picture perfect.  When I lifted my gaze to the mirror, I saw Tim in the reflection, staring at me.  His gaze was firmly on my ass and he didn’t even seem to notice that I could see him in the mirror.  My body grew hot, but I shoved it down.  Even if I did want to temporarily put my renovating on hold to tear off all his clothes, I couldn’t.  The realtor would be here any second.

      My focus was broken when the doorbell rang.  Tim cleared his throat and walked toward the door.  “That’s probably her,” he said.

      I watched my husband's tall, wide figure strut down the hall and pull open the front door, his broad shoulders tense and his jaw set in a familiar expression of stoic determination. As his footsteps echoed down the hallway, I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt wash over me. How had I let our marriage suffer so badly? Was this the man I had fallen in love with, or had he changed so much over the years that I didn't recognize him anymore?

      I sighed and took a deep breath, trying to steady my racing thoughts. I had to make things right. I had to make it up to him. I wasn't sure how, but once the realtor left, I would do whatever I could to make him happy. He deserved it for all he'd done for me.

      But before I could dwell on my self-imposed guilt any longer, a perky voice interrupted my thoughts. "Hi," said the voice, catching me off guard. "I'm Jill Kentwood, your realtor."

      I turned to face the source of the voice, expecting to see a middle-aged woman with a stern demeanor. Instead, I was met with the sight of a young woman, barely out of her twenties, beaming at me with an almost childlike enthusiasm.

      I couldn't help but feel a flicker of hope at the sight of her. Maybe she could help us find a way to save our marriage.

      “Come on in,” said Tim, stepping to the side and giving me a clear view of her.  She was a short brunette with a slim figure.  her hair pulled back into a tight ponytail, and her bright blue eyes seemed to sparkle with energy and positivity. She was dressed in a hot pink skirt and a white blouse that shimmered in the afternoon light.  She had the kind of beauty that told me she came from money.  Her skin, teeth, and hair looked like they’d been cared for meticulously her whole life.  I brushed my fingers through my frazzled locks and faked a smile as she entered the kitchen.

      "Jill, it's so good to meet you," I said, hoping to match her perky energy.

      "You must be Sarah," the realtor said, her eyes surveying the space around her. "Would you look at this darling house? It's going to sell in no time."

      I exhaled, feeling a sliver of hope for the first time in weeks. "Well, there's still plenty of work to be done." Tim joined us and waited eagerly for the realtor's reaction.

      "Are you kidding? I can sell this baby in days. I mean, look at this kitchen!" She walked around, dragging her fingers across the countertops. "If the bathrooms are redone, I'll just die." She beamed at us, her excitement palpable. "This place has so much potential, it's practically oozing out of the walls." Her hand swept over the peeling wallpaper and scuffed floors, as if seeing past the imperfections. "Even with a few flaws, this could be someone's dream home." I couldn't help but feel a glimmer of hope ignite within me as she spoke. Perhaps this house could bring us the fresh start we so desperately needed.

      Tim’s gaze met mine with an ‘I told you so’ expression. Determined to not let him win this argument, I replied, “Trust me, it needs a few more months-worth of work.”

      “Nonsense,” said Jill as she waved her hand to dismiss my concern.  "I'll get this thing listed ASAP and watch the offers roll in," said Jill eagerly, looking over the paperwork she held in her hands.

      "See?" said Tim, nodding in agreement. "I told you the house was ready."

      Jill turned to face him and smiled. "So what do you say? Should we go ahead and put it up for sale?"

      But I couldn't bring myself to agree. I still had work I wanted to do on the house, little details that I wanted to perfect before it went on the market.

      "No," I said firmly, feeling a twinge of irritation at the way they were bonding over this decision. "No, I still have work I'd like to do on it."

      "Oh come on," said Tim, rolling his eyes. "Give it up already. We can put it up for sale and get on with our lives."

      I could feel myself getting frustrated with their lack of understanding. I had poured my heart and soul into this house, and I wanted it to be perfect before we let it go.

      "Should I give you two some time to discuss things?" asked Jill, sensing the tension between us.

      Tim said ‘yes’ at the same time I said ‘no.’  “No,” I reaffirmed.  “Look, I’m just going to finish up this room and then maybe we can discuss moving forward.”

      Tim sighed.  I knew he was losing his patience with me.  “Come on, Jill.  Why don’t I show you the rest of the house.”

      “That sounds like an excellent idea,” she said.

      Tim put his hand on her lower back to guide her out of the kitchen.  It was a small gesture that felt huge.  Tim was old-fashioned.  He frequently held doors open for women, but I’d never seen him put his hand on another woman’s back like that.  I was sure if I would’ve pressed him on it, he would’ve brushed it off and said he hadn’t even noticed that he did it.  But I noticed, and it made me feel squirmy inside.

      Maybe it was because I’d just thought about tearing off his clothes a few minutes before, but my body was flushing with heat as they left the room.  I couldn’t help but tip toe to the entrance of our other hallway and watch them.

      Tim pointed out the crown moulding and trim in the hallway before taking her into the guest bedroom on the right.  Once they disappeared from sight, my heart began to pound.  I could still hear them talking, but their voices had lowered to a whisper and the exact words were unclear.  I wondered what they were whispering about.

      “I’m sure she’s just trying her best,” said Jill.  I stopped just outside the guest bedroom door and peeked in.  Their backs were to me, but they were looking at each other, giving me the perfect profile view of Tim’s smiling face.

      “I don’t mean to sound unkind,” he said.  “It’s just that I feel like she’s giving too much of herself for something that doesn’t even matter.”

      Jill touched my husband’s bicep and nodded.  “I see it all the time,” she said.  “People don’t understand the business like I do.  There are times where a fresh coat of paint matters.  This is not one of those times.  I’ll get through to her, I promise.”

      My gut twisted.  They were talking about me.  Nothing could be more humiliating than that.  I should’ve made my presence known.  I should’ve put them in their places, but part of me possessed a sick curiosity to find out what else they’d say.

      “You know, you look familiar,” Tim said to Jill after a few moments of looking into her eyes.  “Did we go to high school together?”

      Jill blushed and took a step back.  “I didn’t think you’d remember me.”  I hid myself further behind the wall, but listened intently.

      “Yeah, you were in my debate class,” he said.  “God, I hated debate.”  I rolled my eyes.  Funny, because you debate me every day, I thought.  “From what I remember, you were pretty good at it.”

      “Thanks,” said Jill.  “I’m far from my debate days though.”

      “Wow,” Tim said, arousal dripping from his voice.  “I don’t think I recognized you because you still look so young.  It’s hard to believe you were in the same graduating class as me.”

      “You were two years ahead of me, actually.”

      “Still,” he said.  “Well, it’s good to see you again, Jill.”

      “Yeah,” she said to Tim.  “Maybe we can get a drink sometime and catch up.”

      “I’d like that.  Come on, I’ll show you the rest of the house.”

      I held my breath as I quickly tip toed back down the hallway.  I decided to make an appearance once I was at the other end.  I watched them come out of the room, and I faked a friendly smile.  “All done,” I said.

      Jill glanced in my direction and nodded.  “Good,” she said.

      “And I think I’m going to take your advice.  I think the house is ready to sell.”

      Tim’s eyes widened and Jill chuckled.  “I told you I could get through to her,” Jill whispered to him.  If only Jill knew my change of heart was in order to get her away from my husband as quickly as possible.

      “What made you change your mind?” Tim asked.

      I hesitated.  I couldn’t tell them the truth.  “Oh, nothing in particular.”

      “Well, that’s great news anyway.  Should we go ahead and take some photos?” he asked Jill.

      “I can come back and do that tomorrow,” she said.  “Today, I’m here for information about the house so I can work on the listing.  We’ll get a photographer over here tomorrow for the photos.”  She turned to Tim with a flirtatious little smirk on her face.  “But maybe sometime soon, I’ll take you up on that drink.”

      “Drink?” I asked.  “We have drinks here.”  I was determined not to let her leave with the idea that she could just go get a drink with my husband.  Not little miss perky with her perfect little smile and her high school memories.

      “Oh, well, I don’t drink on the job.”

      “Were you working?” I asked.  “I couldn’t tell.”

      Her eyes widened and Tim stormed down the hallway toward me.  He pulled me into the next room and glared at me.  “What is wrong with you.”

      “I heard you guys talking about me,” I said.  “And reminiscing about high school.”

      “You spied on us?”

      “Yeah,” I said.  “Maybe you shouldn’t do thing you don’t want me to know about in my own damn house.”

      “Look, it’s not what you think,” he said.  “We had a class together, that’s all.”

      “Oh really?  You didn’t want to tear off those perfect little clothes and fuck her silly?  Come on, Tim.  I’m not an idiot.  Even I’d fuck her and I’m totally straight.”

      Tim stepped back and laughed.  “Are you serious right now?”

      Jill made an appearance from the hallway, her cheeks bright red.  “I didn’t come here to fuck anybody, she said.  I came here to sell a house.”

      Embarrassment swept through me.  She’d been listening to us the whole time.  I suppose it served me right for listening to them.  “I’m sorry, Jill.  I shouldn’t have said those things.”

      “No, you shouldn’t have,” she said.  “Because now that I know how you really feel, I don’t know if I can be your realtor anymore.”

      “Look, I’m sorry,” I said.  I moved toward her, but the closer I got, the more captivated I was by her beauty.  Her soft brown hair fell in perfect waves around her shoulder.  Her eyes were blue like the Caribbean.  Her lips were a soft, delicate pink that were just begging to be kissed.

      Tim had been right.  It had been too long since either of us had fucked.  I should not have been thinking about our realtor this way.

      “I can’t be your realtor anymore,” Jill repeated.  “Because you need to be taught a lesson.  Once this lesson is taught, I’ll be too connected to you both to be able to have a business relationship with you.”

      “What…what do you mean?” I asked.

      Jill’s eyes swept over my face and she leaned forward.  I didn’t know why, but the heat was rising in my body.  Her eyelids lowered and her lips puckered.  On instinct, I did the same.  Our lips met and a low moan hummed through my body.  My nerves came alive with the touch of her skin to mine.

      “Woah,” I heard Tim say behind us.

      Jill broke our kiss, her eyes dark.  “Now, go grab a chair from your kitchen table.”

      “What are you going to do?” I asked as I followed orders.

      “You’re going to face the chair toward your precious mirror and your precious little vase.”  I took the chair and faced it toward the mirror.  “And then you’re going to sit there, face the mirror, and never turn behind you.”

      “Okay,” said Tim.  “What’s really going on here?”

      I should’ve sided with Tim.  I should’ve asked questions or put my foot down, but I was still hot and bothered from Jill’s kiss.  She had something exquisite up her sleeve, and I wanted in on it.  So I followed orders.  I sat in the chair and stared forward, watching Jill and Tim in the mirror.

      Jill walked toward Tim and told him to sit on the kitchen table.  “No,” he said.  “You still haven’t answered any of my questions.”

      “You’ll get all of your answers,” she said.  “In time.”

      When Tim refused again to go to the kitchen table, Jill pivoted.  “If you won’t follow orders, I can’t make you,” she said.  I watched in the mirror as her fingers moved to her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly.

      “Wait – what are you doing?” Tim asked, stepping backward.

      Jill removed the blouse from her shoulders and dropped it to the floor.  She looked over her shoulder to check on me, but I hadn’t budged.  I sat perfectly still in the chair with my hands between my legs, trying to fight the urge to touch myself.

      “Tim, look at your wife.  She’s being such a good girl right now.  Why can’t you be good too?  Can’t you see she wants this?”

      Tim laughed nervously as if he didn’t believe her.  “Come on.  Why would my wife want this.”  Jill didn’t answer with words.  Instead, she unclasped her lacy white bra and dropped it by her blouse on the floor.  Tim grew speechless fast as his eyes landed on her naked breasts.  His gaze moved from her tits to me, as if he was waiting on me to make a move.  I should’ve made a move.  I should’ve stood up and kicked the girl out of my house and reported her, but I didn’t.  I sat there just like she’d told me to, watching her slowly strip in front of my husband.

      Jill’s fingers met the zipper on her pink skirt and tugged downward.  She slipped the skirt over her hips and stepped out of it, leaving her in nothing but a pair of lacy white panties and her black heels.  “Now, Tim.  Are you going to go to the table or not?”

      Tim glanced at me one more time while swallowing the lump in his throat.  I could see in his reflection that he’d given up.  He was taking my silence and my obedience as confirmation that I wanted this.  I wasn’t sure what I wanted, but I knew that I couldn’t find the strength to fight Jill.

      Her body was beautiful.  Silky skin with hair that fell to the middle of her back.  Her ass was taut and round.  Her waist was small with perfect, perky breasts and hard, tiny nipples.  Her kiss still lingered in my mind and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to kiss her again now that she was almost naked.

      Tim, finally giving in, moved to the kitchen table.  He sat on the edge of it and removed his shirt, revealing his huge chest and biceps to our realtor.  I could see Jill salivating as she moved toward him.  Her hands touched his chest and her tiny body slid between his thick thighs as she went in for a kiss.

      The anguish that snaked through me collided with the heat of ecstasy moving through me like lightning.  My legs quivered and my pussy ached to be touched all while my heart was torn between what I desired and sharing who I loved.

      I struggled to wrap my head around what I was doing and what I was allowing to happen.  Their lips parted.  Their tongues met.  My husband lifted his hands to Jill’s naked breasts and cupped them like he was a virgin all over again.

      He let out an exhale and moved his hands to her ass, pulling her in close.  She moaned as Tim moved his kisses to her neck and then down to her breasts.  He sucked on one nipple, pulling on it with his teeth, and then sucked the other.  Her fingers wove through his hair as he rocked his hips against her, losing himself completely in another woman.

      I hung my head in shame, but kept my gaze lifted to the mirror.  My fingers slipped up my thighs and found the space between them.  I pushed against my leggings, applying pressure to my wet slit and dragging that pressure upward to my clit.  I barely needed my fingers.  The chair would’ve sufficed.  I could simply rock my pelvis against it while I watched them, but I was trying not to be obvious.

      Their grunts and moans intensified.  Tim slipped his fingers inside Jill’s panties and teased her clit for a moment before pulling her panties down over her ass.  She helped herself out of them, leaving only the heels on as she unfastened my husband’s jeans.  He lifted his hips to help her slide his jeans and briefs down to his ankles.  She gasped at the side of his huge cock, and then turned her head back toward the mirror – her gaze meeting mine.

      “Maybe this will teach you that eavesdropping is wrong,” she said before turning back to my husband.  She opened her mouth and wrapped her soft lips – the lips that had kissed me – around my husband’s thick cock.  As she sank over him, my husband leaned back with a grunt and placed a hand on the back of her head.  He helped to guide her rhythm, and I could see in his eyes that he was lost to her.  He’d seemingly forgotten about me altogether.  Something about that made the heat in me intensify, until I couldn’t help but reach a hand inside my leggings and touch myself, skin to skin.

      I sank two fingers inside my pussy and rocked my hips against my hand.  I shouldn’t be watching this.  I shouldn’t be enjoying this, but I was.  And Tim was enjoying it too.

      Jill sucked my husband’s cock deeper until she was gagging.  She pulled off for a breath and then returned.  My husband didn’t look at me once.  He couldn’t take his eyes off the beautiful seductress that was sucking his cock.  He watched her tits sway as her head bounced over him, and he ran his hands over her back as if he was trying to make sure she was real.  When he’d convinced himself she was, he leaned back and groaned.

      I knew that groan, and I knew what was next.  “Oh fuck!” he cried.  He gripped Jill’s head and shot his load down her throat.  I could hear the sounds of her gulping and swallowing his seed down.  She pulled her head up and leaned in to kiss him.  It was then that I was the most jealous I’d been all day, because I wanted to taste his seed on her lips.

      My fingers were still working in and out of me as I watched their tongues dance.  I’d never felt so exquisitely humiliated.  Not only was I sharing my husband with another woman, but I’d been made to watch, through a mirror no less.  I felt so removed from their passion and yet so invested in it at the same time.

      My husband picked up grace by her shoulders as he slid off the table.  He turned them around and put Jill on the table instead.  He bent one of her legs upward as she leaned back and let his mouth lower to the puffy pink lips of her pussy.  He stretched out a flattened tongue and swept it up and down her wet slit, making her moan and coo.

      This was even harder to watch.  Jill’s gaze was locked on mine through our reflections while she had my husband on his knees pleasing her.  And yet, I wanted to be the one pleasing her.  I wanted to be the one pleasing both of them.

      My fingers moved faster and I knew I would come any second.  Jill winked at me as if to say she knew what I was up to.  I must’ve given it away with the slight rocking of my body and the expression on my face.

      Jill pulled my husband’s mouth from her pussy and stared into his eyes.  “I want you to fuck me,” she said.  “And I want you to come in me to teach your wife a lesson.”

      Tim started to look back toward me but Jill gripped his face and pulled it back toward her.  “Don’t look at her,” she said.  “Ignore her.  Pretend she isn’t here.  Trust me when I say she likes it that way.”

      Tim hesitated.  He was uncertain.  A moment later, he made up his mind to trust her and placed both hands on either side of Jill’s hips.  She gripped his cock and angled it toward her wet slit, her gaze locked on mine the whole time.  Even as Tim’s thick head parted her lips, she stared at me.  When he started to enter her, and her eyes became hooded, they were still gazing in my direction.

      I’d never in my life felt the turmoil that bubbled inside me then.  My husband’s cock was slipping inside another woman, inch by inch.  He groaned for her as she moaned for him.  He did as he was told.  He never once looked back at me.  I felt all but forgotten.  It was like he didn’t need me anymore now that he had her.

      And yet my fingers danced wildly against my swollen pussy.  My free hand roamed across my breasts, feeling the hardened nipples through my shirt.  My face was flushed.  My body was eager to come.

      For a moment, Tim was no longer my husband, but rather a man lost to his primal drive to plant his seed.  Seeing him in that light aroused my like nothing else.  He was just a wild beast with a simple drive to pound the ever-living fuck out of a hot girl like Jill.

      And that’s what he did.  He grunted and groaned as he thrust his cock deeper and deeper inside her.  She leaned back on her hands to display her perfect breasts.  Their foreheads touched as they sought ecstasy together.  They were on this journey alone while I watched through the mirror.

      My swollen pussy pulsed and sent a jolt of electricity through me.  My head became dizzy and light and I almost lost focus of them as my euphoria took over.  My head rolled back and then forehead as the tingling heat spread through me.  By the time I’d come down, my pussy and clit were tender from the extremes of my orgasm.

      When I lifted my gaze back to their reflection, that familiar groan sounded out from Tim.  “Oh fuck!” he cried again as he fucked Jill harder than before.  He was shooting his seed into her unprotected pussy, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d get her pregnant.  What would we do then?

      Jill’s fingers were on her clit, circling it as she received my husband’s hot seed.  She let out a delightful little squeal as her body quivered beneath my husband’s.

      A moment later, they were both panting in each other’s arms as they came down.  Tim shamefully hung his head as he withdrew his cock from our realtor’s pussy, and he failed to meet my gaze in the mirror.

      Jill slid off the table and dressed herself as if nothing unusual had occurred.  “So,” she said.  “As I said, I don’t think I can be your realtor after this.”

      “No,” said Tim, “I suppose not.”

      I stood from the chair and faced them for the first time since the affair had begun.  “I disagree,” I said to the surprise of both of them.  “In fact, I think we need to take longer on this house to get it ready.  I think you’ll need to come over every day to help us.”

      Tim’s eyes went wide at my suggestion, but he didn’t oppose the idea.  Jill stepped toward me and stroked my cheek with her fingers.  “I don’t fuck my clients,” she said.

      “Then Tim won’t be your client,” I said.  “I will.”

      Jill smirked and then glanced at Tim before returning her gaze to me.  “Does that mean you want me to keep fucking your husband?”  She leaned in and whispered, “I can still feel his cum dripping out of me.”

      A shiver went down my spine as I nodded.  “Yes,” I said.  “I want you to keep fucking my husband.  You obviously do it better than me.”

      Tim didn’t deny it and I wouldn’t have wanted him to.  It would’ve been a lie.  Jill was clearly superior in bed.

      “Maybe,” said Jill, “once your house is sold, you and I can have some fun of our own.”

      “I’d like that,” I said, wondering how on earth I’d be able to wait that long.

      “Then it’s settled,” Jill said.  She turned to Tim.  “You are no longer my client, and from now on I represent Sarah in the selling of her house.”

      “Did you hear that?” I asked my husband.  “That means we’re going to take as long as necessary to get this house ready.”

      Tim lifted his hands defensively.  “Hey, I’m on board with that.”  I smiled.  It looked like we’d come to an agreement after all.  Even if it did take great measures to get there.
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      I was standing at the kitchen sink when I felt Nick’s hands slide over my hips.  He rested his chin against my neck and whispered, “I want to take you right here, right now.”  A chill spread through my body, but I shook my head.

      “Not now,” I said.  “Maddie is coming over.”

      Nick groaned.  “Not Maddie.”

      “You don’t like her?”

      “It’s not that,” he said.  He withdrew his hands and I spun to face him.  His messy, chocolate hair was just calling to be touched.  His clear blue eyes took my breath away.  “I like her just fine.  But she’s too high energy.  Too bouncy.  And she’s always bragging about her sexual exploits.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh.  “You know the reason for that, right?”

      “There’s a reason?”

      “Nevermind.  I probably shouldn’t tell you.  It’s her own personal business and she’s my friend.”

      “Oh, Heather.  Now you have to tell me.”  Nick stepped toward me and pressed his body to mine.  “I could tie you up and tease you until you tell me.”  I could feel his hard bulge throbbing through his pants as it rested against my hip.  Nick was making me have regrets about inviting Maddie over.  All I wanted to do in that moment was take off all my clothes and let Nick have his way with me.

      “And what if I don’t tell you?” I asked.

      Nick’s fingers gripped my chin and held it as he leaned in for a kiss.  My heart was beating so strong, I could hear it in my ears.  Nick gripped my hips and hoisted me up onto the counter beside the sink and slipped his fingers through the leg of my shorts.  They danced along my skin until they reached my panties, which by now were soaked.  His fingers moved past the wet cotton and brushed along my tender pussy.  “Fuck,” I breathed with my arms wrapped around his neck.

      “How badly do you want to come?” he whispered.

      My hips instinctively rocked forward and my eyes fell closed.  “Badly,” I said.  When Nick pulled his fingers away, my eyes fluttered back open.

      “What are you doing?”

      “You’re not going to get to come until you tell me Maddie’s dirty little secret.”

      I bit my lower lip.  Nick’s wet fingers were still resting against my inner thigh and my body was begging to have them inside me.  But I couldn’t betray my friend.  “No,” I said.  “I can’t.”

      Nick slid his fingers back toward my pussy and brushed the wet tips along my skin.  “Come on,” he said.  “You know you want to.  You just have to spill one little secret and I’ll let you come.”

      I shook my head.  In response, Nick plunged his fingers inside my pussy and pressed his thumb to my clit.  I started rocking my hips against him, but he held them in place with his free hand.  “What is Maddie hiding?” he asked.

      I couldn’t think with his fingers inside me.  My head was spinning and I hadn’t realized I’d blurted out the words until it was too late.  “She’s a virgin.”  As I said the words, I felt Nick’s cock throb stronger against my inner thigh.  Nick rotated his thumb over my clit and pumped his fingers in and out of me.  My climax built and shattered in a matter of seconds.  Once I came down, I realized what I’d done.  Nick was smiling like a smug bastard as he pulled his fingers free and licked them clean.

      “I had no idea Maddie was a virgin,” he said.  “That kind of makes me see her differently.”

      “It does?”

      “But why does she lie about everything?”

      “Because she’s embarrassed,” I said.  “She’s nineteen and still a virgin.”

      “So?  Any dude would love to be her first.”

      A lump formed in my throat.  Did I make a huge mistake telling my boyfriend about Maddie’s virginity?  He went from finding her annoying to finding her fuckable real fast.  “Why does that change anything?” I asked.  “You hated her before.”

      “Because I thought she was having more wild sex than the rest of us.  I was jealous.  But now, I don’t know.  She seems innocent.  It’s hard to hate her.”

      I could feel my brows knit together.  “She’s not innocent just because she hasn’t fucked anyone.”

      Nick shrugged.  “I beg to differ.”

      I opened my mouth to argue but was distracted by a knock at the door.  “Shit.  That’s her.”

      “Want me to go get it?” asked Nick.

      I put my hand on his chest and slid off the counter with a suspicious gaze.  “No,” I said.  “I can get it.”

      I went to the front door and let Maddie in.  Her blond hair was pulled up into a high ponytail and she wore the cutest pink dress.  “Love your outfit,” I told her.  She smiled and did a curtsy.

      “Thanks,” she said.  “I bought it at – ”  Maddie stopped short when she saw my boyfriend.  “Oh, I didn’t know Nick would be here.”  She said this not with agitation, but with excitement.

      Great, I thought.  She’ll flirt with him like always except this time, he’ll be into it.  Now that he knows she hasn’t been deflowered yet.

      “Yes, but he was just leaving,” I said, giving him a glare.

      Nick threw himself on the living room sofa and grinned at the two of us.  “I can stay,” he said.

      Maddie and I joined him.  I took a seat beside him on the sofa and Maddie took the antique chair she’d helped me pick out at the last garage sale we’d visited.  “What about that thing you have to do, though?” I asked, hoping to get Nick to leave as soon as possible.

      “What thing?”

      “You know.  That thing you had to do?”

      “Oh that thing,” said Nick with a laugh.  “Yeah, that got cancelled.  I’m free as a bird.”

      I rolled my eyes.  Funny, because I was making it up, I thought.  Nick was ogling my friend and I couldn’t help but feel a little insecure.  Maddie started describing another fake sexual exploit and I worried that Nick would give himself away.  After all, he knew Maddie’s secret when he didn’t know before.  What if he laughed or rolled his eyes and Maddie noticed?

      “So I was riding his dick with my tits out and I’m like telling him to wait, right?  But the guy can’t.  He comes in me after two minutes.  What can I say?  I must have a magic pussy.”

      My eyes moved to Nick who was now staring at my friend’s chest.  “Honey,” I said, giving his hand a squeeze.  “Could you go get us a couple of drinks?”

      He looked like he was about to argue until his eyes met mine and saw the seriousness of my expression.  “Of course,” he said.  “I’ll be back in a few.”

      “Don’t take too long!” said Maddie, her smile sparkling as she waved him goodbye.  Once Nick had left, Maddie moved to sit beside me.  “Oh my god, is it me or was Nick just staring at my tits?  I’m sorry to say it, Heather, but your relationship might be on thin ice right now.  Nick normally never looks at me like that.”

      Shit.  So she noticed.

      “I didn’t see anything,” I said.  “Maybe it’s wishful thinking on your part.”

      She giggled.  “Maybe so.  I need to get laid badly.  I’m tired of being a virgin and pretending I’m not one.  I just need to find the right guy.  I just need to suck a dick or something, you know?  Is there anyone you can think of that I could practice on?”

      The word ‘no’ was hanging on my lips when an image flashed in my mind.  I pictured Nick sitting on the couch with Maddie on her knees.  She held his cock in her hand and parted her lips, ready to wrap them around his thick shaft.

      I pushed the thoughts back down and said, “Sorry.  Can’t think of anybody.”

      Maddie pouted and looked toward the kitchen.  “You’re so lucky you have Nick,” she said.  “I bet his cock is huge.”

      “Actually,” I started, my mind drifting to thoughts of his massive dick.  My cheeks burned red hot and I realized my panties were soaked again.  But were they soaked because I was thinking about Nick’s cock or because I’d pictured Maddie going down on him?

      Maybe I should be a good friend and offer up Nick to her for her first time.  He seemed interested enough in taking her virginity.  The idea both excited and enraged me.  I was only having these thoughts because Nick and Maddie clearly seemed to like each other now.  I never had these thoughts before I told Nick that Maddie was a virgin.  I shouldn’t have to worry about my boyfriend picturing my best friend naked, but that’s what I was doing.  The worst part was that I liked it.

      Nick returned with a few root beers and sat down on the other side of Maddie, squeezing her in between the two of us.

      “So Maddie,” Nick started, “what was the cock shaped like?  The one you fucked recently?”

      Maddie’s cheeks turned pink.  I glared at Nick, but he didn’t notice me.  His focus was completely on Maddie.  He was testing her to try and get her to admit that she was lying.  I wondered if he’d try to get her to admit she was a virgin too.  He was humiliating her, but to what end?

      “I don’t know,” said Maddie.  “It was long, thick, and veiny.”

      Nick grinned.  “And how did it feel inside of you?”

      Maddie swallowed hard and then looked to me for reassurance.  “This is cruel,” I said finally.  “Maddie, he knows you’re a virgin.  I let it slip.  I’m sorry.”

      Maddie’s eyes went wide and she stood from the sofa.  “You told him?” Maddie looked humiliated.

      “I don’t care,” said Nick.  “In fact, I think it’s hot.”

      Maddie looked uncomfortable, but slightly relieved.  She tugged at her hands in front of her and rocked back and forth on her heels.  “You do?”

      “Yes,” I said with a groan.  “He does.”

      Nick glanced at me for a moment as if just realizing why I might be irritated with him, but he said nothing.  Instead, Maddie spoke up.  “Oh, Heather.  I’m sorry,” she said.

      “Don’t be,” I said.  “You didn’t tell him.  And he should be able to handle a virgin in the house without losing his goddamn mind.”

      “Look, I’m sorry,” said Nick.  “It’s just like…one of those typical fantasies, you know?  It’s not like you were a virgin when we met.”

      “I didn’t realize that was a requirement,” I argued.

      “Well, don’t get your panties in a bunch,” said Nick.  “It’s not like I’m going to cheat on you or anything.  So I see Maddie in a different light now, so what?”

      They both stared at me, waiting for me to deliver the final ruling on the situation.  “The problem isn’t just you,” I told him.  “The problem is – ”  I couldn’t get the words out of my mouth.  How could I tell them that I was starting to have fantasies of my own?

      “What is it?” asked Maddie.

      I sighed and tried to collect myself.  “Nothing.  Nevermind.  It’s stupid.”

      “Tell us,” she urged.

      I lifted my gaze to her and then back to Nick.  “I don’t know,” I said.  “I guess I, um, think it’s hot too.”

      Both their eyebrows shot up.  “You do?” asked Nick.  “Like in a lesbian way?”

      I shrugged, feeling my cheeks burn up.  “I don’t know.  Not exactly.”  I met Maddie’s gaze and pushed the next words out of my mouth before I could second guess them.  “I want to share Nick with you,” I said.  “Maybe he could be your first.”

      Nick pushed himself up from the sofa.  “What?”

      “You heard me.”

      “Are you serious?”

      “If you keep questioning me, I’m going to change my mind.”

      “Maybe you should,” said Maddie.  “I mean, I’ve liked Nick ever since I first met him, but he’s your boyfriend.  You don’t have to do this.”

      My chest ached and my body was alight with desire.  “You’re right.  I don’t have to.  I want to.”

      “This is some kind of trap,” said Nick.

      “Nick, sit down,” I urged.  “Stop arguing with me.”

      Nick sat down in the antique chair and sighed.  Maddie looked to me with her big doe eyes.  “I don’t know what to do.”  My body trembled as I realized I would have to instruct her.  Nick was obviously not going to be any help.

      I cleared my throat and shifted in my seat.  “Just, um, drop to your knees and unfasten Nick’s jeans.”  Maddie moved toward Nick and lowered one knee at a time, finally sitting back on her heels.  Nick watched her with wide, attentive eyes as her trembling fingers moved to the zipper of his jeans.  She slid it down slowly and Nick lifted his hips to help her move his pants and briefs farther down.  His long, thick cock bounced back against his stomach.  Maddie stared at it for a long time.

      “Now, grip the base,” I said, wondering if Maddie would be able to go through with it at all.  Her trembling fingers moved slowly over Nick’s lap and finally gripped his cock.  My heart began to race and my legs quivered.  I couldn’t believe I was actually going through with this, but to be dictating it was even more unbelievable.  “That’s good,” I said.  “Now part your lips.”

      Nick’s breath had quickened as he watched my virgin friend prepare to suck her first cock.  She parted her lips and wrapped them around his perfect mushroom head.  It rested against her tongue, inches inside her mouth.  She slowly moved it in deeper, sucking in her cheeks like a pro.

      “Fuck,” Nick breathed. “That’s perfect.”

      My chest ached.  Did that mean I wasn’t perfect?  Was Maddie somehow better than me even though she didn’t know what she was doing?

      Despite the jealousy I was feeling, I was breathless as I watched Maddie devour my boyfriend.  I unfastened my shorts and slid my hand inside my panties while I watched Nick succumb to his desires.  Maddie was sucking his cock, and even if he knew it was wrong, he didn’t want it to stop.  Neither did I.

      Nick’s fingers slid into Maddie’s hair.  He held her head gently against his cock as he began rocking his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her virgin mouth.  Maddie kept sucking, her saliva trickling out along the base of Nick’s cock and dripping down over his balls.

      My fingers slipped inside my pussy while my other hand cupped my breast.  I shouldn’t have let Maddie do this, but now that she was in sucking Nick’s cock, I couldn’t bring myself to stop it.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, but I realized that I wanted more.

      “That’s enough,” I said.  Maddie stopped and Nick looked pained.

      “Heather, what the hell?” he said.

      “Relax,” I said.  “I want to see something else.  That’s all.”

      “What do you want?” Maddie asked, and for the first time since this started, I felt like I was truly a part of their experience.

      I smiled, my hand still inside my panties as I looked at Maddie’s hooded eyes.  “I want to see him take your virginity,” I said.

      Nick laid her back on the hardwood floor of our living room.  He climbed over her and stared into her eyes with a smile spread wide between his cheeks.

      “Don’t worry,” he said.  “I’ll be gentle.”

      Nick started by kissing her neck.  His lips moved lower, just along the collar of her dress.  His hands gripped her waist.  Her hips were already rocking underneath him, begging subtly for more.  Her body was trying to communicate all of the words her lips didn’t dare utter.

      Her body shivered when Nick slid his thigh between hers, lifting her dress to her hips and pressing it firmly against her mound.  She let out a soft moan, her lips resting against his ear.  He slid a hand behind her ass and pulled her into him, helping her hips to grind against him.

      It was too much.  She looked like she could come already, especially when he moved a hand over her breast, palm against her hardened nipple.  His forehead pressed to hers as she panted each shallow breath.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and moaned as quietly as possible to hide the building orgasm.

      But I could hear it anyway.  She was already coming, and it set my fingers dancing against my own pussy as I remembered my first orgasm.

      Maddie’s eyes closed tightly and she arched her back.  Nick’s thigh pressed wet panties deeper between her lips.  It felt dirty to watch her come for the first time, but it also made me feel alive.

      Nick smiled crookedly as he gazed into her eyes.  “Maddie…did you come?” he asked.

      “What?  No.  Of course not.”

      He slipped his fingers inside her panties.  His cold fingers found her soaking wet slit and pushed themselves inside.  He held them there for a moment, and in his eyes I could see him processing something.  But I wasn’t sure what.

      “You dirty little liar,” he said with another smile.  “I can feel you throbbing and pulsing around my fingers.  You definitely came.”

      “What?  I’m not lying,” she said.

      “Don’t worry,” I told her, as Nick pulled his fingers free from her pussy and licked them clean.  “The next ones will be even more intense.”

      “What do you mean the next ones?”

      “You didn’t think you were done, did you?” I asked.

      Nick lifted his shirt up over his head and Maddie gazed at his rippling muscles.  He pulled her arms up so that she was sitting.  He kissed her as slid her dress up over her head.  She began to shake with nerves.  Her innocence made my skin burn with heat.

      I couldn’t help but be jealous of them.  Only this time, I realized I was jealous of the wrong person.  I wanted to be the one on top of Maddie, taking her virginity.  I wanted to be the one she’d remember forever.  The ache that rested deep in my chest, sent electricity down between my legs.  It was a painful euphoria to watch them together, one that tasted sweet on my tongue.

      Nick reached behind her and unclasped her bra before tossing it to the side.  He kissed her again while his bare hands cupped her breasts.  His tongue slipped into her mouth and Maddie seemed eager once again to come.

      He leaned her back and kissed along her chest and slowly down her torso.  When he reached the exposed waistband of her panties, he looked up at her.  He had a dirty smile on his face as he slipped his fingers into her panties.  He tugged them down slowly over her hips, but she kept her thighs pressed tightly together.  Nick slipped his hands between her thighs and slowly parted them.  The way he looked at her pussy with hungry eyes told me that he more than liked it.  He craved it.  And so did I.

      He lowered his head, his warm breath billowing out across her skin.  She couldn’t help but shift her hips.  She was aroused and didn’t know what to do about it.  Nick smiled again and stretched out his tongue.  I watched with eager eyes as it met Maddie’s folds and then parted them.  A shiver spread through my body as I watched him lick up and down, pausing to circle her clit.

      “Oh,” she moaned softly.

      Nick gripped her hips and held them in place as his tongue swept up and down, massaging her pussy with its warm strength.  He slipped a finger inside while sucking on her clit.  He worked it in gently and slowly.  But she craved more.  Maddie bucked her hips against him and I watched him grin against her skin.  Fuck, I suddenly wanted Maddie more than I’d ever wanted anyone.  I’d never felt this way about her before and it frightened me.

      He pulled back and slipped off his boxers.  Nick lay himself on top of her again, pressing the tip of his cock to her dripping wet pussy.  He leaned over her on one elbow.  He kissed her sweetly as the mushroom head of his cock parted her puffy lips.  And then Maddie winced as it pushed its way inside her.

      She whimpered and moaned as he claimed her for the first time.  Her sweet, innocent moans nearly made me come.  My fingers circled faster as I rocked my hips against my own hand.  It wasn’t enough.  I wanted Maddie.  I wanted to feel her body against mine.

      Nick’s thick cock carefully stretched her open until he was completely inside.  He held his dick there while he studied her face.  “You feel amazing,” he said.

      “So do you,” she told him, trying to stifle her grunt.  My stomach fell to the floor.  They weren’t just fucking anymore.  They were really enjoying it, more than I’d anticipated.

      Nick kissed Maddie long and hard as he withdrew his cock and slowly pushed it back in.  He picked up a rhythm, slow and steady.  He fucked her like he loved her.  Like he needed her.  And she had the biggest smile on her face while he grunted and groaned – his body begging for a release.  She was proud of herself, and I would never forget that smile for the rest of my life.

      As he rocked into her, his pelvis brushed against her clit, sparking a reaction from Maddie.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face into his shoulder as another climax seemed to tear through her.  She cried out, and Nick began to thrust harder and faster.  She was too delirious to care about the small amount of pain that accompanied his thrusts.

      I knew Nick was close to coming too.  My own climax built, sending hot electricity through every limb of my body.  My head was dizzy, and I stared hard at Maddie’s naked body as I let the euphoric waves break over me.

      Nick groaned one last time in her ear and filled her with his cum.  “Fuck,” he breathed as he collapsed against her, trying to catch his breath.  I leaned back against the sofa to catch my breath and watched as he slowly withdrew his cock, leaving her pussy permanently changed.

      I saw Nick’s cum trickle out of Maddie’s pussy.  She lay there spent while Nick sat back on his heels.  I couldn’t just sit there and stare at it.  I wanted to do something.  I had to taste her.  “Would you mind if I clean you?” I asked my friend.

      She placed a hand between her legs and spread her pussy lips until some of Nick’s cum spilled out.  “I’d like that,” she said.

      I dropped to my knees and placed myself between her legs.  Nick watched from the sidelines.  My heart was racing.  Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I pressed my nose to Maddie’s shaved mound and stretched out my tongue.  She smelled like sweet fruit.  I dragged my tongue along her slit, tasting the mixture of her sweet nectar with Nick’s semen.  I became light headed and lost myself in the sensation of licking up and down her pussy.  I slid my tongue inside, swirling it around her walls, eager for every delicious drop.  But I couldn’t get deep enough.

      I slipped two fingers inside her and tried to drag some of the cum outside.  Then I licked my fingers and her outer pussy lips until it was clean.  But when I looked up at Maddie and saw the way she was moaning, I couldn’t stop.  I pumped my fingers in and out of her while sucking on her clit.  She tugged at her nipples and moaned.  Her hand found the back of my head and held me to her pussy.  She didn’t need to hold me in place, though.  I had no intention of leaving.

      “Fuck,” she breathed as I pumped harder and faster – just the way Nick had.  I sucked and flicked her clit with my tongue.  I could feel her pussy walls contract around my fingers.  And then she came.  She let out a whimper and her whole body shook.

      Maddie sat up to meet me.  She cupped my head in her hands and leaned in to kiss me.  I didn’t pull away.  I didn’t want to.

      “Thank you,” she said.  “For being such a good friend.  I never would’ve asked you to share your boyfriend.”

      I smiled and said, “It was my pleasure.  Truly.”

      “There’s only one problem, though,” said Maddie.  “Now that I’ve had him, I don’t know that I can just walk away.  I know he’s yours, and I would never steal him from you, but I can’t promise you I won’t try and fuck him again.”

      I kissed Maddie again, feeling the stinging in my chest slowly fade.  “Don’t worry,” I told her.  “I don’t think that’ll be a problem at all.”

      “What does that mean?” Nick asked.

      “It means that I want you to fuck Maddie any time you want.  As long as I get to watch.”  Maddie threw her arms around my neck and thanked me again.  “Of course,” I said.  “After all, what are friends for?”
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      “You’re so lucky you got in last year,” I said, staring at the group photo Brooke had taken with her new sorority.  “I just hope they pick me this year so we can be in it together.”

      “You’ll get it,” said Brooke as she flipped her thick, brown hair back behind her shoulder.  “I know it.  And if you have any trouble, I’ll be there.  I can help you and put in a good word.”

      “You’d do that?  For me?”

      “Of course, Amber.  You’re my best friend.  It’s just lucky that I’m a year older than you, so I could get in first.”

      “If you help me get in to this sorority, I’ll owe you something big.”

      Brooke smiled, her emerald eyes shimmering in the afternoon sun.  “I’ll keep that in mind.  Speaking of big, what does Tristan think about all of this?”

      I laughed.  I made the mistake of telling Brooke how big my boyfriend’s penis was and now that was all she could think about.  “Of me joining a sorority?”

      Brooke nodded.

      “I don’t know.  I haven’t really talked to him about it.”

      “Sororities are a lot of work.  You won’t have as much free time to spend with him.  You don’t think he’ll get jealous do you?  Or cheat when he gets lonely?”

      Panic surged through me.  “I hadn’t thought about all of that.”

      Brooke smiled and took my hand in hers.  “Don’t listen to me,” she said.  “You’ll probably be fine.  But if something does happen, it’ll probably be for the best.  You’re going to go to so many parties and meet so many guys.  Tristan will probably become an afterthought.”

      “You don’t really think he’d cheat on me, do you?”

      Brooke shrugged.  “He’s a guy.  We’re in college.  I’d say it’s a fifty percent chance.  But try not to concern yourself with that.  You need all your focus on this sorority if you want to get in.”

      “Tell me what I have to do.”

      “Well, the sorority is having a recruitment party tonight.  Show up.  Wear your best outfit.  Go to a salon to get your hair and nails done.  These girls are going to be judging you hard, but don’t tell them I told you that.  You basically have to be one of the prettiest girls to be selected.”

      “Looks?  Really?  That’s what they’re basing it off of?”

      “Looks are just the start of it,” said Brooke.  I studied my friend.  I could see now why Brooke got in so easily.  She looked like a model or an actress.  She had a fit figure with slender curves.  She had the cutest button nose and full, pink lips.  I could never compare to someone like Brooke.  And I couldn’t afford a trip to the salon either.

      “I’ll do my best,” I said, but I was already starting to feel like I wouldn’t get in.

      “Bring Tristan,” said Brooke.  “He’s hot.  If the girls know you’re dating him, it could help.”

      “You don’t think I can get in without bringing my boyfriend along?”

      “I didn’t say that,” said Brooke.  “I think he’ll add a couple of bonus points.  That’s all.”

      I thought about what Brooke had said about Tristan turning into a cheater once I joined a sorority.  Did I really want to risk bringing him to a party filled with beautiful women?  “I’ll see what I can do,” I said, but I had a sinking feeling in my stomach.
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      “I didn’t know you wanted to join a sorority,” said Tristan.  He leaned back against his headboard and picked at his guitar strings.  He was handsome with chocolate hair that fell into his eyes, and a lean but athletic body that made me want to tear all of his clothes off.  “I didn’t know you were the joining type.”

      I sat on the edge of his bed and sighed.  “Do you think it’s weird?” I asked him.

      “No,” he said, lifting his eyes from his guitar.  “That’s not what I meant.  I think it’s cool.  Don’t they have like…career connections and stuff?”

      I smiled.  “Yeah, exactly.  It can be really beneficial for the future.”

      “Cool,” he said.  “Then I think you should go for it.”

      He was being far more supportive than I’d imagined.  It made me fall in love with him all over again.  “There’s just…one catch,” I said.  His right brow lifted.  “I want you to come with me to their recruitment party tonight.  I want to show off the cool rock star I’m with.”

      “I’m all for parties,” he said, “but a sorority party?”

      “Well, it’s technically not a party.  It’s a recruitment event.  But I think it’s going to be handled a lot like a party.”

      “I don’t see how me being there would help you.”

      I met his hazel gaze and knew Brooke had been right all along.  “Trust me,” I said.  “It will.”

      With Tristan on board, I made myself as presentable as possible. I used a curling wand and wore my most expensive makeup.  It was a far cry from visiting a salon and getting my hair done, but it would have to do.

      “You look great,” said Tristan when he picked me up for the party.  “Should I be jealous?”

      “Jealous?  Why?”

      “You never go through this much effort to please me,” he teased.

      I walked down the steps of the dorm and smiled.  “I definitely go through this much effort for you,” I said.  “But it’s different.  I’m not trying to get laid by these girls.  I’m trying to look fashionable.”

      “Interesting,” he said.  “I didn’t know there was different makeup for that.”

      Tristan put his arm around me and left it there until we’d reached the sorority house.  My heart was racing as we approached.  When I saw Brooke outside on the porch, I breathed a sigh of relief.  She looked cute in her pink mini skirt and black halter top.  Her eyes caught me and then moved to Tristan.  “You brought him!”

      “I did,” I said.  Tristan’s arm slipped from my shoulders and I moved toward Brooke.  “How do I look?  Do you think I’ll get in?”

      “It’s not a blowout,” she said, touching my hair, “but it’ll do.  Come on.  Let’s go inside.”

      “Wait,” said Tristan.  “You’re not being judged on your looks, are you?”

      I turned to him.  “Why?  Don’t think I can win?”

      “That’s not what I was going to say.”

      “You’re just along for the ride, remember?  Don’t overthink it.”

      Tristan sighed but gave up the argument.  The two of us followed Brooke inside where my hopes of winning were immediately dashed.  Every girl inside was gorgeous, but worst of all they looked hot.  Skintight clothes and fabulous hair.  I instinctively gripped Tristan’s hand to keep his focus on me, but I knew that wouldn’t get us through the night completely.

      Especially not when Brooke decided to separate us.  “Alright,” said Brooke.  “You go mingle with the sorority sisters.  I’ll make sure Tristan is entertained while you do.”  She took his hand and led him to the opposite corner of the living room.  Tristan looked over his shoulder at me with a concerned look, and I mouthed ‘I’m sorry.’

      I felt awkward and alone as I looked around, trying to find someone to talk to.  Everyone looked so chatty already and all the other girls were better at socializing than I was.  I decided to approach the head of the sorority, Lucy.  She had long red hair and a red pout to match.  She was intimidating as hell, but I knew I needed to impress her most of all.

      “Hi,” I said when I approached.  “I’m Amber.”

      Lucy turned her snooty face to me and smiled in a way that made me feel even more afraid of her.  “Nice to meet you Amber,” she said.  “Did you do your own hair today?”

      The girls around her laughed and I felt my cheeks burn.  This wasn’t going well at all.  “Yes,” I said.  “I recently moved here and I haven’t found a good salon yet.”  It was a lie, but I figured a little lie couldn’t hurt.

      Lucy seemed to buy it.  “It’s so hard to make a new adjustment, isn’t it?”  I nodded.  “Did I see you come in here with that really hot guy?”

      “Tristan?  He’s my boyfriend.  He’s in a rock band.”

      “He’s dating you?”

      I tried not to take offense at her words, but it was difficult.  “Yes,” I said.

      “I thought maybe he was dating Brooke.  Tristan, Tristan. I do remember her saying his name before.”

      “Yeah,” said the brunette behind her.  “When she masturbates.  She fucking screams his name from the top of her lungs.”

      My heart was like a drum in my ears.  “Could you…excuse me?” I left Lucy and the other girls to go find Brooke.  She and Tristan had moved to the kitchen and I noticed she was still holding his hand while they talked to people.

      She caught my gaze and dropped his hand before walking over toward me.  “What are you doing?  You should be mingling.”

      “Can’t I mingle in here?”

      Before she could answer, a bell rang and Lucy called out from the living room.  “Alright!  It’s time to reveal our scores!”

      “Come on,” said Brooke.  She took my hand and led me back into the living room.  The girls had formed a large circle and in the middle was a single stool.

      “Each pledge will stand on the stool and wait for our scores.  We’ll go through each one until we’re finished.  The top twenty girls will be picked to continue onto the next competition.”

      “The next competition?” I asked Brooke.  “What else is there?”

      “I can’t tell you that,” she said.  “But trust me, you’ll make it.”

      Tristan had his back against the living room wall along with a few of the other guys who’d shown up.  He was clearly the hottest one here, but I didn’t believe that would score me any points.  The girls got called one by one, and their scores were revealed.  A few girls started to cry when they got 3’s instead of 10’s.  My name was the next one called.

      I took my place on the stool and waited to be judged.  Tristan’s eyes were on mine and he was the only comfort I felt in that moment.  The score cards started to go up.  I got 6’s and 7’s until it came time for Brooke’s.  I smiled when she flashed me a 10.

      “Oh come on, Brooke,” said Lucy.  “You know she’s not a 10.  You’re not supposed to be biased just because she’s your friend.”

      “If you don’t think she’s a 10, then you’re blind,” Brooke said.  “Does she go to a salon every day?  No, but she doesn’t have to.  Amber has that natural beauty.”

      Tristan stepped forward.  “I agree.  This whole competition is stupid.”

      Lucy raised her brow and pursed her lips together.  “I’m surprised you’re with Amber when you could be with someone like Brooke.  Brooke is gorgeous from head to toe and she’s crazy about you.”

      Tristan’s cheeks turned red and his gaze darted to me for a moment before falling to the floor.  “Yeah, well.  She’s not Amber.”

      Lucy laughed a chilling laugh.  “I don’t believe you’re not attracted to Brooke.  Hell, even I’m attracted to Brooke.  I bet Amber is attracted to her.”  Lucy met my gaze and smirked.  “I bet you’ve seen her naked before and couldn’t pull your eyes away.”

      The room was strangely silent as Lucy humiliated the three of us in front of everyone.  Brooke placed a hand on her hip and said, “What do you want Lucy?  You want me to change my score?”

      “No,” said Lucy.  “I’m just trying to help you get what you’ve always wanted.  We all know how much you want to fuck your best friend’s boyfriend.  And Tristan would be a fool to pass up the opportunity to be with a girl like you.”

      “So what are you going on about?” asked Brooke.

      “I’ll let you keep your biased score of 10 under one condition.  You and Tristan go upstairs to your room and make him prove that he’s not really into you.”

      My heart started to race.

      “How can we prove it?” asked Brooke.  “We could just lie.  You know I’d never do that to my best friend.”

      Lucy smiled.  “I’ll be joining you to watch the whole thing.”  Brooke’s eyes widened.  “And Amber will join me.  You’re going to go up there and get naked and we’ll just see if Tristan gets hard or not.  If he doesn’t, fine.  You all win and you can keep Amber’s score.  If he does, well then you can still keep Amber’s score but the night will become a whole lot more interesting.”

      “This is bullshit,” said Tristan.  “I don’t have to be here for this.”

      “If you leave,” said Lucy.  “Then I’ll be deducting Brooke’s score from Amber’s tally and she won’t get in.”

      Tristan looked at me.  “Come on, Amber.  Fuck these girls.  They don’t give a shit about you.”

      I looked around the room, feeling tense and hot and tingly for some reason.  “I want this,” I told him.  “I want to get in.”

      Lucy smiled wide.  “Well then.  I guess the four of us will be going upstairs.”
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      I got off the stool, feeling the weight of everyone’s gaze on me.  The girls were whispering.  Some were shocked at the turn of events, some just wanted to gossip.  Lucy led Brooke to the stairs and I went to Tristan’s side.  He took my hand and said, “Why are you doing this?  Screw these girls.”

      My mouth was dry.  “Are you afraid you won’t be able to resist her?” I asked him.  “It should be easy enough.  She’ll get naked and you won’t care, right?”

      Tristan sighed.  “That’s not exactly how it works,” he said.  “Just because I don’t want to be with Brooke won’t guarantee anything.  This is going to wreck us.  Is this sorority really worth it?”

      “I’ll be fine,” I said.  “No matter what happens, I’ll forgive you.  Just…promise me you’ll still want me when this thing is all over.”

      He gripped my hand tighter.  “I promise.”

      Tristan and I followed Lucy and Brooke upstairs, and the recruitment party continued on without us.  Once we were in the dark hallway, things seemed less intimidating.  It was just Tristan, Brooke, and me.  Lucy was the odd one out.  Lucy was the one that didn’t belong.

      I breathed a sigh of relief.  No matter what happened, I could handle it.  I was sure of it.  Brooke and I were close.  Tristan and I were even closer.  Lucy had nothing on us, except for one thing.  She’d said that Brooke really wanted to fuck my boyfriend.  I couldn’t help but wonder if that was true.

      Lucy opened a door on our left and I recognized Brooke’s things.  She had posters on the walls of her favorite bands and I recognized the bed linens I’d helped her pick out a year before.

      “Alright,” said Lucy, locking the door behind us.  “Let’s do this thing.”

      “This is ridiculous,” Brooke told her.

      “Brooke,” I started, “It’s fine.  Let’s just get this over with.”

      Lucy took Brooke’s hand and led her to the edge of her bed. Next, she led Tristan by the hand to the center of the room.  Tristan and Brooke were about a foot apart while Lucy joined me on the sidelines.  “See how good they look together?” she whispered.  “There’s no way your pretty boyfriend will be able to resist her.”

      Chills crawled over my skin, but they weren’t from fear.  They were from arousal.  The way Tristan and Brooke looked at each other, even before any clothes had been removed, made me wet.  They knew something terrible was about to happen and they knew they might not be able to resist each other.  The whole scene had my heart twisting in jealousy and yet, I wanted to see them go further.

      It was like choking on cotton when Lucy finally gave Brooke the order to undress.  Brooke slowly lifted her halter top over her head and dropped it on the floor.  The bra that had been underneath was black and lacy.  Her fingers slowly approached the zipper of her pink skirt and tugged downward.  At first, I was watching Tristan to see his reaction.  He just kept swallowing and clenching his jaw.  Eventually, I couldn’t take my eyes off Brooke.  I’d seen her in a bikini before, but I’d never seen her like this; half naked and vulnerable.

      Her skirt fell to the floor and she stepped out of it.  Her thong was lacy and black just like her bra.  Tristan’s breath was audible across the room.  He was trying to contain himself and the thought of it being difficult for him was both torturous and arousing to me.  I felt myself splitting in two directions and didn’t know what to do about it.

      Brooke’s fingers moved to the clasp of her bra and unhooked it.  The straps slid slowly from her shoulders and the cups fell away from her full breasts.  Her nipples were tiny hard buds and I could see the goose bumps forming on her skin.  Brooke hesitated with her fingers on her panty line and she shot a look in my direction.

      “All the way,” said Lucy.  “Not that it’s necessary.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “Look at your boyfriend,” she said.  “He’s huge.  He shows easily.  He’s already hard for your best friend and he hasn’t even seen her pussy yet.”

      Tristan hung his head and looked at the ground.  “I’m sorry, Amber,” he said.  “I told you.”

      “It’s okay,” I said.  I turned to Lucy.  “We’re done now, right?  You tested him and he failed.  You got what you wanted.”

      Lucy smiled.  “We’re not done,” she said.  “I change my mind.  I want to see your boyfriend fuck your best friend.  If they agree to it, then you’ll be guaranteed a spot in the sorority.  How does that sound?”

      My heart raced.  A guaranteed spot in the sorority?  For only one quick night of passion?  Surely that was worth it.  “I’ll do it,” I said.

      “What?” said Tristan.  “Amber, I can’t.  It’ll ruin us.”

      I noticed Brooke’s silence more than Tristan’s arguments.  “Aren’t you going to tell me not to do it?” I asked her.

      Brooke lifted her gaze to me and she bit her lower lip.  “I’m sorry, Amber,” she said.  “But the truth is: I regret every single day that you got Tristan and I didn’t.  I want to be with him.  This is my chance.”

      I had a sinking feeling in my stomach.  This would no longer be a simple night of passion.  Brooke wanted to steal my boyfriend, and if I let him fuck her she might succeed.  Was losing Tristan worth a spot in the sorority?  I wasn’t sure.

      “Amber, let’s go home,” he said.

      “Do you want to fuck her?” I asked.  Lucy was grinning at the drama and controversy.  “I mean, you obviously find her attractive.  So do you want to fuck her?”

      “No,” he said.

      “Come on.  Be honest.  Your dick certainly is.”

      Tristan looked at the topless Brooke one more time and hung his head again.  “Yes,” he said.  “I want to fuck her.  But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you.”

      “I know it doesn’t,” I said.  “So I think you should do it.  You should fuck her.  Everyone will get what they want.  We’ll deal with the fallout afterward.”

      Lucy giggled.  “This is so much more exciting than I hoped for.”

      “What do you want me to do?” Tristan asked her.

      “What you would normally do with a woman,” she said.

      Tristan looked at me one last time and took his first steps toward Brooke.  Brooke’s bare chest was rising and falling as she tried to comprehend whether or not this was really happening.  Her eyes were wide as if she was surprised we were going through with it.  Tristan raised his hands and slowly placed them on her hips.  Brooke, with equal slowness, rested her arms around his neck.  Tristan took another step forward and closed the distance between them.

      Their lips met and their breath was loud as they inhaled the scent of one another.  I watched my boyfriend’s hands glide up over Brooke’s ribs before cupping her breasts.  A soft moan escaped Brooke’s slender throat as their tongues met for the first time.  Brooke’s hands dropped down to the hem of Tristan’s shirt and began to lift.

      In a flash, his shirt was on the floor and Brooke ran her hands over Tristan’s abs.  Lucy leaned into me and whispered, “Damn.  I didn’t know he was hiding all of that.”

      I didn’t say anything back because I was too focused on the agonizing emotions swimming through me.

      “Oh come on,” said Lucy, elbowing my side.  “Have a little fun.  I know I am.”

      “It’s not your boyfriend,” I whispered back just as Brooke slid her hand inside my boyfriend’s pants.  I knew when she had gripped his cock by the gasp that left his lips.

      “That wouldn’t matter,” said Lucy.  “I let my boyfriends do things like this all the time.”

      “Sleep around?”

      “Yes,” she said.  “I think it’s hot.  Don’t you?”

      “No,” I said.

      “You’re such a liar,” she teased.  She brought a hand up to my face and brushed my hair out of the way.  “Your cheeks are as pink as roses.  I bet you’re already soaking wet down there, too.”  I was, but she didn’t need to know that.

      Brooke had dropped to her knees to help Tristan out of his pants and briefs.  He was rock hard for her and it made more jealous than I’d ever felt in my entire life.  When I saw Brooke’s fingers wrap around his cock, I was tempted to stop it, but I was quickly distracted by the fact that Lucy had her hand on my thigh and it was traveling up under my dress.

      I should’ve brushed it away, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  It felt so good to have her hand touching me while I watched Brooke part her lips.  “What are you doing?” I asked Lucy in my pathetic attempt to sound disinterested.

      “I’m checking to see how wet you are,” she said.  Her fingers traveled higher until they brushed against my cotton panties.  “Mmm…you’re wetter than I thought.”  As Brooke’s lips wrapped around my boyfriend’s cock, Lucy slipped her fingers inside my panties and brushed them against my pussy.  A moan escaped me and caught the attention of Tristan and Brooke.

      “New plan,” said Lucy, removing her fingers from me.  “You two will continue, of course, but I have other plans for our newest sorority member.”  Butterflies were in my stomach at the sound of me being a sorority member.  Lucy took my hand and led me to the bed.

      Lucy climbed on the bed and rested her back against the headboard with her legs spread.  With a flat hand, she circled the space in front of her.  “Come here, Amber.  Sit here, but face them.”

      I climbed on the bed, wondering what she had in store.  I pressed my ass to the space between Lucy’s thighs and leaned back against her chest.  Her hands were on my thighs, spreading them as wide as hers, and then they traveled upward until one hand had slid inside my panties completely.

      Lucy’s chin rested on my shoulder and she kissed my neck.  Brooke had already returned to sucking off my boyfriend, and now my boyfriend had the perfect view of me while Lucy teased me.  It was a strange dance we were doing, but it felt too good to stop.  I could only imagine it felt too good for Tristan too.

      “Now,” said Lucy as her fingers circled my clit.  “Isn’t this more fun?”

      My back arched and a moan escaped me again.  Tristan was moved by this.  He saw me letting go and felt like he could too.  His hands found Brooke’s head and his brows furrowed.  He pumped his cock in and out of her mouth until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

      Lucy’s right hand traveled up my stomach and over my breasts.  She teased my nipples through my dress while her fingers slipped inside my pussy.

      Tristan pulled his cock from Brooke’s mouth and gripped her shoulders.  He lifted her upward and laid her back against the bed.  He slid her panties down her legs and began to climb over her, when Lucy stopped him.

      “Not so fast,” she said.  “Turn her to the side so that we can see everything.”

      Tristan gave Lucy a glare which softened when it landed on me.  He turned Brooke to the side and walked to the edge of the bed to climb over her again.  His mouth claimed Brooke’s as he angled the tip of his cock toward her pussy.  He pushed in with one thrust and she let out an agonizing moan.

      Lucy knew how to work her fingers.  They were magic on my clit and inside my pussy.  I could barely keep my eyes open to watch my boyfriend fuck my best friend.  I gazed at them through the slits of my hooded eyes as moan after moan escaped everyone but Lucy.  I was certain Lucy was smirking her usual smirk when she wasn’t tenderly kissing my neck.

      Tristan was different with Brooke than he was with me.  He wasn’t gentle.  He was like an animal that couldn’t resist his nature.  He pawed at Brooke’s tits and pounded his cock into her again and again.  The only tender thing he did with her was play with her clit while he fucked her.  Her body began to quiver and he sucked on her nipples to bring her over the edge.  She let out the loudest scream as her climax broke over her, and then he promptly flipped her onto her belly.

      He rested his hand on her lower back and exhaled.  “Does anyone have a condom?” he asked.

      “No,” said Lucy between kisses.  I’d gone limp against her.  She had my body begging for release.  “Sorry.”

      “That’s what I was afraid of,” he said.  He pressed his hands to Brooke’s firm ass and spread her cheeks.

      “What are you doing?” asked Brooke.

      “The only thing I can do.”  He spit on her ass and then rubbed his cock in the pool of saliva that had built.  My body was on fire as I watched, knowing exactly what he was about to do.

      He pressed the tip of his cock to Brooke’s hole and she gripped the bed sheets to brace for his next move.  He slowly entered and she winced with each inch.

      “Relax,” he told her.  “It’ll hurt less that way.”

      I couldn’t hold back any longer.  I turned my face toward Lucy and kissed her hard as my orgasm shot through me like lightning.  “Fuck,” I breathed as my legs quivered.

      Tristan had turned his gaze to me as his cock disappeared inside my best friend’s ass.  He had seemingly lost all control when he saw me making out with Lucy and coming from her touch.  He began to pound Brooke’s ass as hard as she could stand.  As she adapted to his girth and length, he fucked her harder.

      Tristan gripped Brooke’s ass in his hands and buried his cock in again and again.  He let out groan after groan as if he couldn’t get enough.  I came down from my high and was hit all at once with the realization of what we were doing.  But it was too late to stop it.  Tristan let out one final groan before burying himself deep and coming inside my best friend’s ass.

      “Fuck,” he breathed as he emptied his load.  Brooke’s eyes were on me and they were filled with guilt.  She, too, was coming to the realization that we had really gone through with all of this.

      Tristan, out of breath, pulled his cock from Brooke’s ass and ran a hand through his hair.  “There,” he said.  “I did it.”

      A grinning Lucy slid herself out from behind me and got off the bed.  “Yes, you did,” she said.  “Congratulations, Amber.  You’re officially in the sorority.”

      My body was still trembling.  How could I be in a sorority with Brooke and Lucy now?  Tensions would always be high, and I’d always have the memory of how Lucy made me come.  I should’ve told her to fuck off, but all I could respond with was, “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” she said.  She looked around the room and added, “Clean yourselves up.  We have a party to get back to.”  She walked to the door and left the three of us with our guilt.

      Tristan started to dress himself.  Brooke sat up on the bed and hung her head.  “Amber, I’m so sorry.  I never should’ve done this.”

      I moved closer to her on the bed and took her hand in mine.  Tristan watched us closely as he dressed.  “I told you to do it,” I reminded her.  “And you’re not the only one who came.”

      Brooke lifted her eyes to mine and I leaned in.  Our lips met and sent my adrenaline racing through me.  I cupped her face and she cupped mine.  Our lips parted and our tongues met, and we stayed like that long enough for Tristan to figure he should interrupt us.

      “Do you guys want to be alone?” he teased.

      I pulled away from Brooke and laughed.  “No,” I said.  “At least…not right now.  We have to get back downstairs.”

      Brooke sighed.  “I don’t know if I can face everyone now.  I’m sure the whole house heard me scream.”

      I took her hand again and smiled.  “I liked it.  It was hot.”

      Tristan threw Brooke’s clothes on the bed and said, “So are we okay, Amber?”

      “That depends on whether or not you still want to be with me,” I told him.

      He came toward me and leaned down for a kiss.  “Of course I still want to be with you.  I told you that I would.  Do you still want to be with me?”

      “On one condition,” I said, which had Tristan lean back a few inches.  “I don’t want this to be over.  I don’t want this to be the last time you fuck Brooke.”

      Brooke had been dressing herself but paused when she heard what I said.  “Amber, you don’t have to do that.”

      “I know,” I said.  “But I think…I mean, we all had a pretty good time, right?  Even if Lucy can be over the top.”

      Brooke shrugged.  “My ass hurts like hell, but yeah.  I had a good time.”

      “I had a great time,” said Tristan with a grin.  The jealousy was still hiding somewhere deep in my chest, but I didn’t care about it anymore.  I had as good of a time as both of them and I wanted it to continue, even if my instincts were telling me to run the other direction.

      “Then let’s do this.  From now on, Tristan, I give you permission to fuck Brooke whenever you feel like it.  Just…try to include me as much as possible.”

      Tristan took my hand, pulled me up to standing, and cupped my face.  “That won’t be a problem,” he said before kissing me again.
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        * * *

      

      Lucy had kept her word and immediately made me a sorority sister.  It was everything I’d thought I’d wanted until that night when Lucy showed me how much more there was to life and relationships.  Brooke, Tristan, and I spent the next four years in a three-way relationship and I knew I was changed forever.  I would never be able to go back to the way I was before, and I was pretty certain Tristan and Brooke felt just as changed as I did.
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      It was supposed to be a simple girls' night in, just me and my closest girlfriends. We had all been looking forward to it - a chance to gossip, laugh, and relax without any men around. I had even planned out a fun game of Truth or Dare for us to play. But as soon as I walked through the door of my own home, I knew something was off.

      There were cars parked in front that didn't belong to any of my friends. And as soon as I stepped inside, the loud voices and music hit me like a wave. Confused and annoyed, I made my way towards the living room where I expected to find my husband Craig watching TV or playing video games as he usually did on our girls' nights. But when I rounded the corner, I was met with a scene straight out of a fraternity house party.

      Craig and his buddies were scattered around the room, drinks in hand and music blaring. The smell of alcohol hung heavy in the air and empty bottles were strewn across every surface. My heart sank as I realized that not only had Craig forgotten about our girls' night, but he had also invited his loud and rowdy friends over without even consulting me.

      "Did you forget that tonight is supposed to be girls' night?" I asked Craig, trying to keep my voice calm despite the anger bubbling up inside me.

      He turned to me with an annoyed expression. "Relax Julie, we'll be done by the time your friends get here," he said dismissively before turning back to his friends.

      I couldn't believe him. How could he be so clueless? Didn't he understand how important this night was for me and my friends? But before I could say anything else, the doorbell rang.

      "That must be Monica," I said through gritted teeth. "Now come on, we need to clean this mess up before anyone else gets here."

      To my surprise, Craig didn't budge. He stood his ground, a stubborn look on his face. "Why do you get to have a girls' night but I can't have the boys over?" he argued back.

      I could feel myself trembling, not just from anger but also from the intimidating presence of my husband. I hated how he always managed to make me feel small and powerless with just one look. But this was supposed to be my night, and I wasn't going to let him ruin it for me.

      "Just stay out of our way," I snapped before storming off to answer the door.

      As soon as Monica walked in, she caught sight of the group of rowdy men in the living room and her eyes lit up with excitement. She waved at them flirtatiously and smiled at me. "I don't mind the boys' night," she said, blushing slightly. "They're all pretty cute."

      Her comment made me feel a twinge of jealousy, even though I knew I had nothing to worry about with my loyal husband. But it just added insult to injury - not only had Craig forgotten about our girls' night, but now he was getting attention from other women while I was trying to salvage what was left of our plans.

      Despite my frustration, I forced a smile and led Monica towards the dining room where I had set up our game. One by one, the rest of the girls arrived and were greeted by the boisterous group of men still lingering in the living room. To my dismay, none of the girls seemed bothered by their presence and some even flirted back with them.

      As we sat down around the table with our cocktails, I couldn't help but feel disappointed and frustrated. This was supposed to be a fun and relaxing night with just my girls, but instead it had turned into a chaotic mix of loud music and drunken men invading our space.

      Just as we were about to start playing our game, the boys entered the dining room and started hovering around us. I could feel my patience wearing thin, and I knew that if they didn't leave soon, I was going to lose it. But little did I know, things were about to get even more complicated and intense as the night went on...

      “Can we help you?” I asked in a confident tone, eliciting a smirk from Craig. He and his group of friends were standing awkwardly, unsure of their place at our annual girls' night poker game.

      “The guys were wondering if we could join in? Since we’re all here and everything,” he said with a mischievous glint in his eye. I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to hide my annoyance. The nerve of him to just show up uninvited and then try to join in on our sacred tradition.

      “Absolutely not,” I said as firmly as I could, hoping to put an end to this ridiculous request. But before I knew it, one of my girlfriends spoke up in support of letting the boys play. I sighed and ran my hand through my hair, feeling outnumbered by the single women who were practically drooling over Craig's friends.

      “We’ll make it worth your while,” said one of Craig’s friends, his charming smile making me weak in the knees. His blond, wavy hair fell into his eyes and his perfectly chiseled jawline was enough to make any girl swoon. Why were all of Craig’s friends so hot? My mind was racing with questions as to why they wanted to play with us in the first place.

      “Why don’t we make it interesting and play a game of strip poker?” he suggested, causing a collective gasp from the girls around the table. They all nodded eagerly in agreement, practically salivating at the thought of seeing these handsome men stripped down to nothing. I rolled my eyes at their obvious thirst for these boys.

      Why would my husband be okay with his friends stripping around me?  It was unlike him. He had always been the jealous type and wasn't very good at cards either. What was his endgame here?

      Outnumbered by my own friends, I hesitantly agreed to let them play. But as the game went on, I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off. A few of the girls insisted on explaining the rules to the boys, but they just laughed it off, saying they had played before. Another wave of suspicion hit me. Craig was turning down a refresher on the rules of the game, something he never did. What did he know that I didn't?

      As more seats were pulled up and cards were dealt, tensions rose between us girls and the boys. We all held our cards close to our chests, trying to outsmart each other with our poker faces. The girls were confident that we would easily beat these boys, especially since most of us played every week while the boys seemed inexperienced.

      The idea of beating Craig at his own game and getting him completely naked and embarrassed in front of his friends made me smile. That would teach him to butt into our girls' night. It became my objective to beat him as often as possible, not for money or fun anymore, but purely for revenge.

      But then a thought crossed my mind - he would be getting naked in front of Monica, one of my closest friends. Was this really something I could handle?

      These thoughts plagued me as we continued playing and I couldn't help but wonder what Craig's true intentions were for wanting to join in on our game. Little did I know, this seemingly innocent game of strip poker would lead to an even more unexpected night than I had original planned for.
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      As the night dragged on, my suspicions only grew stronger. The boys were winning hand after hand, and it seemed like they always knew what cards we were holding. Our money was disappearing rapidly, along with our clothes. I had lost a shirt and my shoes, while Monica was left with only her bra and panties. The other girls were in similar states of undress, their once fashionable outfits now reduced to mere scraps of fabric clinging to their bodies.

      I glanced over at Craig, trying to figure out his angle. He watched me carefully as each of my friends stripped down further, a smirk playing on his lips. Monica's voluptuous body in particular seemed to be distracting him, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy.

      I focused on maintaining my best poker face, but it seemed like Craig could see right through me every time. Frustration built within me as I continued to lose hand after hand. Finally, I found myself down to just my socks. Monica had lost her bra by this point, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from her as she stood up from her seat with rosy cheeks. My heart raced as she slowly unhooked her bra and revealed her full, round breasts with small pink nipples.

      My body tensed and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. Why was I getting turned on by seeing my friend nearly naked? This wasn't right or normal. I hoped desperately that we could all manage to keep our underwear on for the rest of the game, but deep down, a part of me wanted to see more.

      "Let's call it quits, boys," I suggested, hoping they would agree and end this humiliating game. But all of them shook their heads, determined to continue.

      "Don't be a sore loser," Monica chimed in with a sly smile. Her gaze locked onto mine, curiosity gleaming in her eyes as if she had seen something that interested her. I did my best to keep my face stoic and hide my thoughts, but she could see right through me.

      I gulped down my fear and gave the game my all, determined not to lose any more clothing. But then, once again, I lost. Standing up slowly, I fumbled with the button on my pants as I tried to stall for time. Monica's eyes were glued to my hips, and I couldn't ignore the fact that my pussy was soaking wet. This was not happening. I didn't want anyone to see how this game was affecting me, least of all Craig.

      "Play by the rules," Craig taunted, his friends laughing along with him. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment as I caught Monica's intense gaze. She was biting her lip in a way that made it clear she knew exactly what was going on with me. With shaky hands, I pulled down my pants and stepped out of them, feeling exposed and vulnerable in just my soaked panties.

      As we continued playing, a few more articles of clothing were shed. The boys seemed to have nothing left to lose except for their shoes, while the rest of us girls were down to our underwear. And then it was Monica's turn to strip completely. She had no other pieces of clothing left to lose at this point.

      Monica stood up, her face flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. I could see the chills crawling over her skin, mirroring the same ones that were creeping down my spine. As she straightened her skirt, I couldn't help but notice how wet her panties were - just like mine had been earlier. A primal urge within me was awakened as I compulsively licked my lips, unable to tear my gaze away from her.

      I looked up to meet Monica's gaze and saw that her jaw was set, determination etched onto her features. Her piercing gaze lassoed around me, pulling me deeper into a web of desire and longing.

      In one swift motion, Monica pulled down her panties, revealing a perfectly shaven pussy that had every guy in the room salivating. I felt a twinge of unease at the attention she was receiving, but it also turned me on in ways I didn't expect. When I noticed Craig staring at her hungrily, my stomach churned. Why was I allowing this to happen? What was happening to me?

      The other girls in the room seemed uninterested in Monica's naked body, their heads bowed in discomfort or disinterest. But for me, I couldn't tear my eyes away from her mesmerizing figure.

      This wasn't the Monica I knew - confident and in control. This was Monica exposed and vulnerable, succumbing to her own lust and desires for someone in this very room. Was she lusting after me or my husband, or one of his many friends? The thought alone sent shivers down my spine and made my body flush with heat. Could it be possible that she desired me in the same way I desired her? The mere thought of it sent my mind spiraling down a rabbit hole I feared to explore.

      Was this all just a game for Craig? Did he know the potential consequences and choose to ignore them? Or was it all just a coincidence?

      "You're out now, Monica," Craig's voice cut through my thoughts. "Unless you want to play for something more interesting."

      "More interesting than being naked in front of our friends?" Monica scoffed, her eyes briefly flickering towards me before darting away. Each time she denied her gaze to me, I felt a pang of emptiness deep within me. My body would heat up under her intense gaze, only to cool down each time she turned away.

      "You can win your clothes back and keep playing," Craig continued, a sly smirk playing on his lips. "But if you lose, you'll have to do something a little more extreme."

      "What's your angle, Craig?" I interjected with a huff, unable to contain my frustration any longer.

      "Nothing," he shrugged nonchalantly. "I'm just trying to help everyone have a good time."

      "This isn't fun for any of us," I protested, my voice shaking with anger and confusion.

      "Oh no?" Craig's tone turned mocking as he gestured around the room. "Then why are there wet panties all around?"

      Every woman in the room immediately dropped their heads, afraid to be singled out or judged for their arousal. A wave of shame washed over me as well, but I couldn't deny the intense desire that coursed through my veins.

      "What do I have to do if I lose?" Monica asked hesitantly, her voice trembling with nervousness.

      "You have to eat out my wife." Every girl gasped at his words, but Craig didn't seem to care about their reactions.

      I stood up abruptly, slamming my fists onto the table. "Now listen here, Craig!" But he didn't even acknowledge my outburst; instead, he reached his hand out towards my groin and stroked his fingers along the lips of my pussy. The sudden touch elicited a moan from me that I couldn't stifle.

      "Tell me you don't want her to," he taunted, looking up at me with a smug expression.

      "I don't-" I started to protest, but my eyes were drawn to Monica once again and I couldn't bring myself to finish my sentence. Deep down, I knew the truth - I did want her. More than that, I wanted to taste her; to explore every inch of her body with my own. The realization hit me like a ton of bricks, leaving me reeling. What did this mean for me? For my marriage?

      My mind was still reeling from the events of the past few minutes. Craig's proposition had caught me off guard, and I couldn't believe that I had actually gone along with it. But here we were, in his living room, playing strip poker with a group of my friends and their significant others.

      "That's what I thought," Craig's voice snapped me out of my thoughts. "Alright guys, let's continue." He picked up his cards and urged the other girls to do the same, but they had finally had enough and refused to play along any longer.

      “This is too weird for us,” one of them said as she quickly gathered her clothes and started to dress. “I think your husband's cheating somehow anyway.” Her words stung me, but I couldn't argue with them. This whole situation was definitely not normal.

      “Yeah, Craig. This has gone a little far,” chimed in one of his guy friends. “I’m all for girl on girl action, but not like this.”

      “I’m with the girls,” said another of his friends as everyone else filed behind each other and left through the front door. “Call us when you want to have a normal night.”

      I turned to Monica, the only one who stayed behind. She was staring at me with an intense gaze, her lips curled into a mischievous smirk. “Don’t you want to leave, too?” I asked her, feeling exposed and vulnerable under her stare.

      Her eyes slowly moved up my body and back down, taking in every inch of my naked form. She clenched her jaw and swallowed before responding in a firm, confident voice, “I'd like to keep playing, actually. That is, if you're okay with that.”

      I hesitated, unsure if I wanted to continue this game or just run out of there as fast as possible. But then I remembered Craig's earlier comment about exposing my weakness and the undeniable attraction I felt towards Monica. She knew it too, and now that she had seen me naked and vulnerable, there was no turning back.

      I exhaled slowly and sat back down in my chair, trying to regain some semblance of composure. “Let's keep playing,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.
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      I did something I thought I’d never do. I lost on purpose. As Monica and Craig watched, I slowly, teasingly, pulled my panties down. My wet pussy was exposed and Monica licked her lips in anticipation. The room was tense with excitement as the three of us sat at the table, engaged in a high-stakes game of poker.

      As we continued playing, the sexual tension between Monica and I became palpable. We had been best friends since college, but there had always been an underlying attraction between us that we both tried to ignore. And now, with our inhibitions lowered by alcohol, it was becoming harder to resist.

      Whichever one lost next had to taste the other one. All while my husband watched. It was a provocative bet, but we were all caught up in the thrill of it. I sat back down and picked up my cards, trying to focus on the game even though my mind was running wild with forbidden desires.

      I lost the next round, though not on purpose. I couldn’t decide which I wanted more: to taste Monica’s pussy or to feel her mouth on mine. I wasn’t disappointed with the loss, even though I knew I shouldn’t want this. Monica looked worried, but I could see the desire burning in her eyes.

      We were about to cross a line we might not come back from. But in that moment, with Monica spread out before me on the table and my husband watching with hungry eyes, I couldn’t bring myself to care.

      I stood and walked toward her, then hesitated. What if we lost our friendship because of this? But the pull between us was too strong and I couldn’t resist any longer. My heart beat rapidly against my ribcage as Monica turned her chair to face me and spread her legs.

      I lowered to my knees, my heart pounding in my chest. My husband could only see my head and shoulders above the table, but I didn’t care. All I could focus on was Monica’s pussy, pink and puffy, making my mouth water. I exhaled slowly, trying to calm my nerves before finally giving into the temptation.

      I stretched out my tongue and dragged it along her slit, feeling the folds part around my tongue. She moaned, her voice filled with desire that matched my own. The taste of her sweet juices flooding my mouth made me feel intoxicated. I sucked in my cheeks and used my tongue to explore every inch of her soft, slick skin.

      “Fuck,” she groaned, watching me do the unthinkable.

      “That’s it,” said Craig, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “I knew you two would enjoy this.” Monica didn’t respond, but Craig’s cocky words fueled me even more. I no longer found his commands insufferable. In fact, they were leading me to fulfill a desire I didn't know I had: eating out my best friend while being watched by my husband.

      My lids fluttered closed as I sank into the feeling of Monica’s pussy around my tongue. I swirled and flicked my tongue inside her, listening carefully to her grunts and groans. Her hand slid around the back of my head and held me in place as she moved her hips faster and harder.

      “I’m going to come,” she moaned moments later. Seconds later, she was a moaning, quivering mess as her climax reached its peak.

      When I looked up from between her legs, I saw the lust that was in my husband’s eyes. Not lust for me, but lust for her. My best friend. He stared hard at her naked body, transfixed by the sight of her pleasure. My chest tightened with a mix of emotions, but my pussy ached with desire.

      “Now, it’s your turn to give,” I said, my voice husky with need. “I want you to suck my husband’s cock.”

      Monica’s eyes widened in surprise, but Craig didn’t flinch. It was as if he had been hoping I’d say that all along. He stood, removed his shirt and unfastened his jeans, revealing his impressive erection. Monica walked toward him, her movements unsure yet eager. She lowered to her knees and wrapped her fingers around his long, thick shaft, shooting me one last questioning look.

      “Julie, are you sure about this?” she asked.

      My mouth went dry and I nodded.  I wasn’t sure, but I couldn’t deny how hot it was to see her grip my husband’s cock.  She gripped his cock hard, seeming eager to please him.

      But in that moment, as my husband's hard cock was inches away from my best friend's lips, I knew there was no turning back. Craig moved his hips forward and Monica sank her mouth over his long, thick member.  Her cheeks puffed out and sucked in.  Her eyes were big and round as they looked up at Craig.

      I’d never realized how beautiful she was.  Her blue eyes were deep and strong.  She wanted my husband and I wanted him to take her.  Craig ran a hand down her cheek and cupped the side of her neck.  She pulled back and pushed forward.  By the look on Craig’s face, Monica’s mouth was creating an unbelievably tight suction around his cock.

      He rocked his hips against her.  Monica placed her hands on his waist as if to guide him.

      “Fuck! I’m going to come,” Craig growled, but he didn’t let himself.  Instead, he pulled out.  Craig leaned down and whispered something in Monica’s ear, and before I knew it, he had her bent over the table and was gripping her hips.

      It was all moving so fast, but I didn’t have the desire to stop it.  My husband had been given permission to start something he couldn’t stop.  He wanted her now.  He had to have her, and there was nothing I could do or say to stop him anyway.  His cock rested against her lower back.  He slid it up and down her spine and kissed her shoulder.  He wrapped a hand softly around the front of her neck and up to her jaw, lifting her head back.  “I’m going to fuck you hard,” he whispered loud enough for me to hear

      Monica nodded, his hand still cupping her jaw.  I watched as he guided her face to his for a kiss.  She didn’t pull away.  She kissed him back.  As her tongue slid into his mouth, his wet cock pressed against her pussy from behind.  Adrenaline pumped through my body.

      My husband pushed his cock in and my chest ached with jealousy.  Monica reached along the width of the table and found the edge.  She gripped it in her hands.  Craig pushed in further and I felt reluctant to watch, yet I couldn’t look away.  Monica let out a moan and Craig paused, leaving his cock halfway in.

      When she was ready again, he pushed his hips back toward her.  He took the bait and pressed into her.  Watching them please each other filled me with joy.  The pain of jealousy began to subside and was replaced with pleasure.  When Craig was all the way inside, I stepped in closer to enjoy the show.

      Craig leaned over Monica and pressed his hands to her lower back, pinning her against the table.  He pulled his hips back and pushed them in.  I watched Monica’s expression and blushed.  Her mouth hung open and her brows furrowed.  She was so focused, lost in the experience of getting fucked by my husband’s long, thick cock.  I fully focused on him too.

      His bulbous tip stretched and massaged my best friend’s pussy.  A warm tingle crawled up my spine and down my legs.  His cock kept growing bigger the longer he pumped it inside of her.  I worried that he would like fucking her more than he liked fucking me.  What if he only wanted to fuck her from now on?

      He thrust his hips back and forth, picking up speed.  With each thrust, the adrenaline moved faster through my veins.

      The table began to shake beneath them as he fucked her.  He became lost in the sensation of her tight pussy around his huge cock.  He was so deep in her that I thought it was impossible.  I bit my lower lip when his hand move to her ass cheeks.  He spread them to get a better look at the act he was committing.  He pushed and pushed, sending waves of pleasure through Monica and in a way, through me.

      He leaned over her and let a hand slide up her spine between her shoulder blades.  It moved up to the back of her neck and his fingers wove into her hair.  He gripped the strands and pulled her head back.  His other hand slid under her neck and eased her upward.  She arched her back until her shoulders were almost touching Craig.  He kept a hand wrapped around her neck as he fucked her.

      One hand held her hip so he could control everything.  This was a new side to Craig I hadn’t seen.  He’d always been such a people-pleaser.  He was always a little bit timid.  I wasn’t sure if he’d been hiding this ferocity or if Monica had ignited something new in him.  All I knew was that I loved it.  Watching his cock dominate my best friend quickly became like a drug.  I watched with hooded eyes as Monica laid her head back and he bit into her shoulder.

      He thrust faster and harder.  He reached around the front of her and teased her clit.  The faster he pounded, the faster his fingers worked.  Monica glanced through the sides of her eyes at me to find me standing beside them, watching.  I had one hand on her chest and another between my legs.  My mouth was hung open.  She was in a daze, my eyelids half-closed.  Monica looked exactly how I felt.  My heart raced knowing she was enjoying this as much as I was.

      Craig’s cock swelled as he pumped in and out of Monica.  He let out a low growl.  He spanked her ass and warned us he was going to come.  Just as he began to fill her, Monica let out a series of moans similar to before.  She was coming while my husband’s seed filled her.  That was enough to make me come too.

      I felt the waves of ecstasy roll through me as I let jealousy guide me to the greatest pleasure I’ve ever known.  Sharing my husband’s cock with another woman excited something so deep inside me that it burst through me like a lightning bolt.

      Craig withdrew his cock and his cum slid out of Monica’s pussy and down her legs.  He panted in her ear and released his grip on her neck.  She fell forward onto the table, pressing her palms into the stained wood.

      I turned to Craig with a sarcastic tone, “Did this make you happy?  Did you finally get what you wanted?”  I didn’t mean to sound as angry as I did, but I was still in wife mode despite how ecstatic they’d both made me.

      “Julie, he didn’t make us do anything,” Monica said in my husband’s defense.  I sighed.  He was right.

      “I’m sorry.  I just don’t know what any of this means.”

      “It doesn’t have to mean something,” said Monica.  “I know how much Craig loves you.”

      “I knew you wanted this,” Craig said to me.  “You’ve been talking about it in your sleep.  Why else do you think I would’ve taken such a risk tonight?”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked as I dressed myself.  “I don’t dream about Monica or threesomes.”

      “That you remember,” he said.

      Monica blushed and rubbed the back of her neck.  She quickly dressed herself.  “I, uh…I’ve dreamt about you.”  She laughed nervously.  “That feels so weird to admit.”

      My heart beat picked up again and thudded in my ears.  “Really?”  She nodded and smiled.

      Craig stepped up to me and wrapped his arms around my waist.  “Honey, ever since you started talking about Monica in your sleep…I’ve had this fantasy of watching you two.  I wasn’t sure if you’d actually let me fuck her though.”

      I felt my eyes widen in response to his admission.  I got on my toes and kissed Craig passionately.  “I didn’t know I wanted this,” I said.  “But thank you.”

      Monica stood next to us.  Craig broke our kiss and Monica pulled my face to hers.  She kissed me too, sliding her tongue along mine.  I didn’t want the kiss to end, but somebody had to ask the obvious question.

      “So when’s the next poker game?” I said.

      Monica and Craig laughed.  “We don’t need poker,” said Monica.  “In fact, why don’t we go again in the bedroom?”

      From then on, instead of having game nights with the boys and the girls, Monica came over so I could watch my husband fuck her.
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      Ever since Anna started working in the booth across from me at the state fair, I couldn't take my eyes off her. Her long, golden hair and brilliant smile were like a magnet, drawing me in closer and closer. And sometimes, when she caught me looking at her, I could swear she was checking me out too.

      But I couldn't let myself get carried away. I had a steady boyfriend at the time, and I didn't want to jeopardize our relationship. Anna knew Michael too - she also worked at the fair and would often visit my booth when he was around.

      As Michael paid me a visit one day, I couldn't resist telling him about Anna's stares. "She's staring at me again," I whispered, feeling both flattered and guilty at the same time. Michael laughed, brushing it off as a silly crush. But I couldn't shake off the feeling that there was something more between me and Anna.

      "Maybe that's because you’re always staring at her," he joked, nudging me playfully with his elbow. "Do you and Anna have like a lesbian thing going on or what?"

      I felt my cheeks heat up with embarrassment, knowing there was some truth to his words. I couldn't deny my constant attraction to Anna, admiring her beauty and carefree spirit. And I couldn't blame Alex for finding her attractive too. "She is pretty," I admitted, sneaking a glance towards Anna's booth in the distance.

      "You're not supposed to say those kinds of things to your girlfriend," I scolded him, though I couldn't help but smile.

      Alex chuckled, still looking at Anna. "I'm only teasing," he assured me, though his gaze remained fixed on the other woman. "But seriously, do you think she's single?"

      It was a Wednesday, and the fair crowd had not yet picked up, giving Anna and me a clear view of each other. I couldn't help but notice Michael's smile as he stared at her. It made me feel uneasy, like he was being a little too friendly.

      I coughed to disrupt him and express my disapproval. "Chill out," he said, nudging my shoulder. "Like I'm really going to run off and do anything with Anna."

      "I'm sorry," I replied. "It's just...how do you think it makes me look when my boyfriend is making googly eyes at another woman?"

      Michael rolled his eyes. "You're being ridiculous," he said. "I can't even look at another girl without you getting jealous?"

      "I'm not jealous," I insisted. "I just don't like the way you were looking at her."

      "Maybe I like embarrassing you," he teased, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "You make it so easy," he added, sticking his tongue out at me. "Besides, Anna makes googly eyes at you far more than she ever does with me. I think she has a girl crush on you." He couldn't help the teasing note in his voice.

      I blushed and felt strangely aroused, thinking about Anna's lingering stares. I couldn't deny that I was jealous, even though I knew Michael only had eyes for me. I stood on my toes and wrapped my arms around his neck, seeking reassurance.

      I didn't admit it aloud, but I felt insecure about my thin frame. Especially given that Anna had the right amount of curves in all the right places. I knew if Michael ever decided he wanted a woman like that, I'd never be able to compete.

      Michael's expression softened and he pulled me closer, kissing the top of my head. "You have nothing to worry about. You're perfect just the way you are. I only have eyes for you." His words were like a balm to my insecurities, and I melted into his embrace.

      Michael's lips met mine, his tongue slipping inside my mouth. The sensation was electric, sending a jolt down my spine and making my stomach flip. I was lost in the moment, until a loud voice broke through our embrace.

      "Excuse me?" yelled a customer who had just approached my booth. "Isn't this a family-friendly place?"

      Startled, Michael and I pulled away from each other. We both apologized quickly, returning to our respective booths. I was grateful for the interruption, as it allowed me to focus on something other than the heated gaze of my coworker, Anna.

      Anna ran the ring toss booth, one of the least popular games due to its difficulty. That gave her a lot of spare time to stare at me, and I couldn't help but feel uncomfortable under her intense gaze. Not because her gaze bothered me, but because it excited me. I wasn’t a lesbian or bisexual. So why did I feel this way?

      I tried to focus on my own booth, selling tickets and handing out prizes, but I could still feel Anna's eyes on me. I couldn't shake the feeling that she wanted something from me. But what that something was, I couldn't quite figure out.

      As the day went on, I found myself glancing over at Anna more and more. She was beautiful, but there was something about her that made me uneasy. Maybe it was the way she always seemed to be watching me, or the way she would sometimes touch my arm when she talked to me. I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but I couldn't deny that there was an attraction there.

      I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but I liked the attention.  If it had been a hot guy gazing at me all day I’d be beaming.  Having the hottest girl at the state fair stare at me, though, made me uneasy.  If I admitted to myself that I liked it, I’d have a whole mess of other questions to sort out.

      So I did what I always did best.  I shoved any pleasant feelings way down and bathed in anxiety insteadI finished my shift with Anna’s gaze beating down on me, trying my best to ignore it, except for those few moments when I couldn’t help but lift my gaze to her too.

      When the fair closed for the day, the booth attendants packed everything up, and I could still feel Anna’s eyes on me. Alone, in the dark, my mind roamed to the idea of Michael finding her attractive. Why did the thought of them make my legs quiver?

      But I pushed the thought away, reminding myself that Michael was mine. He had chosen me, despite Anna’s obvious attempts to draw him in. And even if he did find her alluring, it didn’t matter. He was mine and I was his.

      Without warning, however, my mind flashed to an image of her on her knees in front of him, unfastening his pants.

      "That's ridiculous," I told myself, feigning nonchalance.

      "What is?" I heard a chipper voice behind me.  I turned around to see Anna standing on the inside of my booth. She stood behind me, lowering the awning of my booth, as I tried to pretend that my soaked panties were not a result of my own thoughts.

                  “Shit,” I said.  “You scared me.”

                  Her eyes burned into me, somehow glowing in the dark.  “You never answered the question.”

      "Oh, um. It’s nothing, just a strange fantasy. I daydream a lot," I lied, trying to brush off her curious gaze.

      "Hm," she said, her eyes still burning into me. She helped me clean up the remaining prizes in the booth, her presence both comforting and unnerving at the same time. I couldn't help but wonder if she could see right through my facade and into my true desires.

      At one point, we reached for the same stuffed animal and our hands touched. Her skin was soft and warm. I looked up at her and met her gaze. It was then that I realized I was holding my breath and exhaled slowly.

      "What's going on in here?" asked Michael, arriving on schedule to pick me up. "A little lesbian party, perhaps?"

      "Shut up, Michael," I shot back, feeling a surge of protectiveness towards Anna. I hadn't meant to sound so angry about it. Fortunately, Michael never took me seriously and he just rolled his eyes at me.

      Anna’s face paled slightly at Michael's joke, but she quickly recovered and gave me a small smile.

      "What's up Anna?" he asked, his hands nonchalantly tucked into the pockets of his khakis. His cigarette's embers glowed dimly as he leaned against the wall of the booth, casting a somber, romantic light. The confidence in his voice was unmistakable, yet there was also a hint of genuineness that softened his words.

      "Oh, not much," replied Anna, shifting slightly in her spot to face him. “What about you?” I couldn't help but feel like an outsider, awkwardly observing their familiar exchange.

      "Just waiting for this girlfriend of mine to finish up so we can go to her place for a smoke," continued Michael, his gaze shifting between us. As a smoker, he always carried a lighter, and he flicked it on now, illuminating the booth and allowing me to see him more clearly.

      "You should come," he added, extending an invitation to Anna. I couldn't tell if he was being sincere or just trying to make me feel more uncomfortable. Either way, I couldn't shake the feeling of nervousness that had crept over me at his invitation.

      I turned around quickly, dropping the stuffed prizes that were in my hands.  “What?  No-“

      “Don’t be rude, Bella” said Michael.  “Do you want to come or what, Anna?”

      "I shouldn't. I have some things to take care of," said Anna, her eyes glancing between Michael and I. I breathed a sigh of relief, grateful that she had declined the invitation to join us.

      "But...I have the best stuff to smoke at my place. You guys can chill there, if you want," Anna offered, a mischievous smile playing at the corner of her lips.

      Michael's eyes lit up at the mention of "the best stuff." He pushed himself away from the wall he had been leaning against and took a step towards Anna. "Yeah. Let's do that," he said eagerly.

      "Michael," I started, but he ignored me.

      "Come on," he continued. "Lighten up. It'll be fun."

      I hesitated, unsure about going to Anna's place. But Michael seemed set on the idea, and I didn't want to disappoint him. "Sure," I said, looking at Anna nervously. "Sounds good."

      Anna's grin widened, and she beckoned us to follow her.

      Inside, I could practically hear my bones rattling.  I was shaking and trembling at the thought of the three of us being alone inside the walls of Anna’s apartment.
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      We closed up, clocked out, and followed Anna home.  She lived in a luxury apartment complex and I cocked my head when I saw its new exterior.  “If she can afford this place, she doesn’t need to be working at the state fair.”

      “Maybe she likes working the booths,” said Michael, hopping out of the car.  “Come on.”  He jetted off and I chased after him.  We caught up with Anna in the parking lot as she was getting out of her car.

      “Bella wants to know why you work with us if you can afford this place?”  Michael asked her.  I elbowed Michael pretty hard and he glared at me.  Anna looked me up and down as if trying to figure me out.

      “I have a little inheritance, but it’s not enough to retire on or anything.  I still have to work.”  She didn’t seem upset, which surprised me.  She was as calm as ever.

      “Cool,” I replied, looking away nervously.  We followed her to her first floor unit and our mouths dropped when we walked in.  It wasn’t the ritziest place, but it was far nicer than anything Michael or I had ever lived in.

      “Damn,” he said while scouring the place with his eyes.  “Nice pad.”

      “Thanks,” said Anna, who hadn’t taken her eyes off me since she turned on the lights.  “You guys can have a seat and I’ll grab the goods.”  We walked across the dark, hardwood floors and into his open living room.  In the center he had a glass oval coffee table surrounded by a dark grey sectional sofa.

      “It’s beautiful,” said Michael.  “Why don’t we have this nice of a place?”

      “Because we don’t have an inheritance,” I shot back.  I loved Michael, but I was getting sick of him.  I was also sick of him comparing me to Anna.  I knew she was hotter than me and had a little bit of extra money.  There was nothing I could do about it besides feel humiliated each time he’d bring it up.

      Anna brought out a tray with “party favors” on it.  She set it on the coffee table and joined us on the sectional.  She put some herb in a grinder and kept his gaze focused on the tray in front of him.

      “Smells like some good shit,” said Michael.

      “This is good shit,” said Anna.  She wrapped an arm casually around me and I felt my heart beat a little faster.  I didn’t mind her touching me so much, but her arm lingered there.  I looked up at her and for a moment there was silence as we stared at each other.  Then, without any warning, she brought her hand to my face and kissed me.

      I stood up quickly.  “Woah.  Hey, what’s going on?”  My voice was shaky but I tried to assert dominance.  “I have a boyfriend.”

      Michael frowned at me.  “Geez, Bella.  It’s almost like you don’t want to have any fun.”

      “How is getting kissed by another girl fun for me?”

      “I’m sorry,” said Anna with a bewildered expression.  “I thought you were into me.  I misinterpreted.”

      “Why would you think that?  You know I have a boyfriend…” I said.

      “And I noticed the way he looked at me too.  I thought you guys had an open relationship or something.  It kind of seemed like you were both checking me out at the same time.”

      I didn’t know what to say.  Anna hadn’t misinterpreted anything.  Michael and I had been checking her out at the same time, but I wasn’t sure what that meant.

      “I just thought we could have a little fun,” she said, her gaze now on my boyfriend.  I was reminded of my fantasy image from earlier.  I imagined her down on her knees in front of Michael.  I was in a committed relationship with Michael.  So why did the image keep turning me on?

      Seeing no easy way out of the situation, I sat back down and sighed.  I definitely didn’t want to make Anna feel like she’d been completely wrong, but I didn’t know the first thing about open relationships.

      Anna took me sitting down as a sign of submission.  She leaned into me and kissed me again.  Her tongue pushed past my lips and her hand rose to my breast.  I moaned as she cupped it, and my panties were wetter than they should’ve been.  My body twisted under the pressure of conflicting emotions.

      Michael leaned across me and placed his hand on Anna’s thigh.  Anna broke her kiss with me to kiss him.  I was sandwiched between them as their tongues danced.  My body shook with anticipation as I watched them.  She slid her fingers toward his khaki pants until she found the button and zipper.  She unfastened them.  He lifted his hips so she could pull his pants to his ankles.  He was wearing white briefs that showed an outline his big cock.  I blushed.  I’d never shared something so intimate like this with someone else.

      Anna smiled at the sight and ran her palm over his briefs.  He removed his shirt, showcasing his rock hard physique.  His abs flexed as he returned to the sofa.  She shifted positions until she was on her knees in front of him.  I sat beside Michael, staring down at the beautiful girl from the booth across from us.  She looked just like I’d pictured in my fantasy.

      She ran a hand over his pecks and he smiled down at her.  Michael pulled his briefs down until his cock sprang out.  It was thick and long.  Anna grinned at the sight of his throbbing member.  She tucked her hair behind her ear and lowered her head to his lap.  I can’t believe I’m watching this.  I can’t believe I’m letting her.  I should be pushing her off of him, not staring at her while she sucks my boyfriend’s cock.

      Despite what my thoughts screamed, my panties became wetter by the minute.  Anna licked her lips, parted them, and wrapped them snugly around the tip of his cock.  I exhaled, ran my palms along my thighs, and leaned back on the sofa. The sight made me sweat.  My legs quivered and my clothes felt increasingly uncomfortable.

      “You can undress, if you want,” said Michael suddenly.  My cheeks grew hot and Anna paused to look up at me.  She nodded and smiled as if to egg me on, but I was frightened.  I was so much thinner than Anna and I was embarrassed.  I didn’t have the perfect curves that she had.

      “Don’t be afraid,” she teased.  She lowered her head again to Michael’s cock and sucked him in.  Michael groaned and leaned back.   Anna’s gaze lingered on me.  She seemed to moan more while watching me.  I reached for the hem of my shirt and tugged it off my body.  Anna’s gaze widened and relaxed as if she enjoyed what she saw.  Michael brought me into him and kissed me hard while unfastening my bra.  His kiss was different.  Fiercer.  I could tell he was too distracted by having his cock sucked by Anna to kiss me like he normally did.

      He slid my bra from my chest and Anna stared hard at my small breasts.  She pulled off of Michael’s cock and smiled.  “You’re so beautiful.”

      My cheeks blushed.  I didn’t feel beautiful in the slightest.  Not compared to her.  Still, the way she looked at me made me feel beautiful.  So I stood and unfastened my jeans, tugging them down with my panties until I was naked in front of her.

      I sat back down beside my boyfriend, and to my surprise, Anna shifted herself between my legs instead of his.  She parted my thighs and leaned her head in.  I could feel her warm breath roll over my skin.  Michael began stroking his cock as he waited for his turn again.

      Anna stretched out her tongue and dragged it up my slit, landing on my clit.  A storm of electricity shot out all at once, and I found myself clinging to the couch behind me for support.  Michael leaned down and sucked in one of my nipples.  It was so sudden, my body burst with another round of electricity.  I reached a hand down for Anna’s hair as she licked me.  I was in utter disbelief that this was happening, but it felt so good.  Just as I was about to come, she pulled back, sending a deep, throbbing ache through my entire body.

      “You’ll get to finish when I’m done with your boyfriend,” she teased.

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “I bet you want to come badly right now, don’t you?”  I nodded, hoping she would give in.  “Well, first, you’re going to watch me fuck your boyfriend.  I’m going to fuck him so much better than you ever could.  And you’re going to think of me any time you fuck him from now on.  After he comes inside me, I’ll come back to finish you off.”

      I should’ve been terrified, but I wasn’t.  Her mouth felt so good on my pussy and I knew I’d do anything to feel it again.  I nodded silently.  Go ahead, I thought.  Fuck my boyfriend.  I knew I might regret it the next day, but in that moment, all I wanted was for her to return to me.

      Michael shifted his hips to relax more while Anna went back to sucking him.  I watched her bob her head up and down over his cock.  I slid my fingers between my legs and started playing with my pussy while I watched.  I can’t believe this is really happening. My boyfriend is two feet away from me having his cock sucked by another woman.  A woman who has been checking me out all day.  A woman whose mouth felt amazing on my pussy.

      Anna picked up her speed while running her hands along Michael’s abs.  He reached for her hair, wove his fingers into it, and gripped tightly.  He slid his cock deep into the back of her throat and held her there.  I could hear her gag a little and that’s when Michael pulled back.  He did this a few more times; gliding it in and shoving it back.  I strummed my clit at the same rhythm and let out a quiet moan.

      Michael leaned his head against the back of the couch and groaned.  Michael tensed as he spilled his load into her mouth.  She tried to swallow everything, but a few streams dripped back out along the shaft of his cock.  When he had finished, she pulled her head up and turned to me.

      “Undress me,” she said.  “I’m the only one still fully dressed.”

      “You want me to undress you?”

      She stood and raised her arms above her head.  Michael looked at me and smiled.  “Well, go on.”

      I stood and reached for Anna’s top.  I swallowed the lump in my throat as I lifted her shirt above her head.  Her breasts were full and covered by the prettiest lacy pink bra I’d ever seen.  When I removed her shirt, Anna leaned forward and kissed me.

      Her tongue was in my mouth when I reached around for her bra clasp.  I pulled her bra from her chest and my fingers grazed over her nipples.  She moaned through our kiss and brought my hands up to her breasts.  I felt her nipples harden against my palms and wondered what it would be like to suck on them.

      I broke her kiss and leaned down.  I sucked one nipple into my mouth as I unfastened her shorts.  She held my head to her chest and moaned as the denim slid down her hips with her panties.  I could feel the smooth skin of her pussy.  She was fully shaved, and the wetness was spilling down her thighs.

      I dropped to my knees to get a closer look.  It was beautifully puffy and pink.  “I want to taste you,” I said.

      She smiled.  “I was hoping you’d say that.  Lay back.”

      I didn’t know what she meant, so I laid back on the sofa.  Anna crawled on top of me, placing her hips over my face and her face above my hips.  Michael moved behind Anna, his cock and balls hovering over my face.  The tip of his cock was inches from her pussy, and Michael was just waiting his turn.  I gripped Anna’s hips and leaned up to lick her.  She tasted salty-sweet as I devoured her liquid arousal.  My tongue swept back and forth, teasing her clit and making her squirm.  Her mouth hovered over my own pussy, her tongue refusing to play until my boyfriend had come in her.  But I could feel her warm breath rolling over my skin, and I wanted more.  So I left enough room for Michael to slide into her pussy while I sucked on her clit.

      I was filled too much with ecstasy to question anything.  I was hooked on whatever it was we were doing, and I wanted more of it.  I thought I might come without Anna’s tongue even touching me.  Just feeling her breath on my skin was enough to bring me over the edge.

      “Tell me, Bella,” said Anna, “will your boyfriend’s huge cock hurt?”

      “You’ll like it,” I said.  “He’ll be gentle…at first.”  I returned to licking Anna’s pussy while my boyfriend rested the tip of his cock at her entrance.  I reached up for his balls and gave them a little squeeze.  When he groaned, I smiled.  I loved reducing him to his most primal desires.

      I can’t believe how turned on I am.  There was something about watching my boyfriend’s cock about to enter another woman’s pussy that made everything feel so much more intense.

      “He’s going to fuck you so good,” I told Anna.  I smiled and saw the tip of Michael’s cock push into her pussy.

      “Ohhh!” she cried out as he stretched and split her open.  His breathing was labored and intense.  He was as gentle as he could be, but holding back to be gentle meant he was torturing himself.  I clutched Anna’s hips and sucked on her clit while he slowly disappeared inside of her.

      He pushed in deeper.  I felt a searing, jealous pain jolt through me, followed by a wave of warm pleasure.  This wasn’t right.  None of it was.  But if it was wrong, then why did it feel so fucking good?  Michael pushed in further.  I didn’t think he could go any deeper but he did.  I knew he was all the way inside when his balls hung above my face.  I dragged my tongue back in their direction and sucked them in.  He leaned over Anna, held himself in place, and let out a long exhale.

      Despite the jealousy I felt, my pussy was aching for a release.  But I knew I couldn’t touch myself or Anna would punish me.  I’d have to wait for my reward.  I’d have to wait for my boyfriend to come inside of her before I would feel any kind of release.

      Michael withdrew slowly and pushed back in. “Oh,” Anna moaned softly.  Michael seemed to relax after this, and he picked up his usual rhythm.  He slid in and out of her more comfortably, without fear of hurting her.

      I sucked Anna’s clit as he pumped in and out of her.  “Harder,” I heard Anna say.  Michael did as he was told.  He slammed against her, his balls swinging and his pelvis rocking against her hips.  He buried his cock deep within her and he groaned like a wild beast.  I sucked on her clit harder as he pounded her from behind.

      Anna let out a loud moan and that set off Michael.  Michael growled, grabbed her hips, and slammed his cock into her.  His warm cum began to spill out.  I caught as much as I could with my tongue.  While I was licking, I felt Anna’s mouth cover my mound.  Her tongue swept over my clit and sent a slew of storms raging through me.

      I continued to lick and clean Anna’s pussy even once Michael withdrew his cock.  I wanted to taste every drop of his cum inside of her.  My body tensed and my back arched as I felt the beginnings of an orgasm sweep through me.  I clutched Anna’s hips in my hands and pulled myself upward toward her.

      It ripped through me like lightning.  My vision blurred as my body split in two, divided by uncertainty and complete euphoria.  It was the most intense orgasm of my life, sending me reeling in a way I’d never before experienced.

      I fell back against the couch and Anna turned herself so that she was face to face with me.  “I’m really glad you guys came over,” she said, stroking the hair from my face.

      “Me too,” I said.  “It was worth it.”

      “I told you we’d have a good time,” said Michael.

      “I guess I did,” I said, realizing that all of the jealousy was fading.  Michael was the same as ever.  My big, loveable boyfriend.  He was the same despite having just fucked another woman.  Not that I could blame him for enjoying her.  I enjoyed her just as much.

      “You know, I’m really happy I took this summer job,” said Anna.

      “I’m happy too,” I said.  “We’ll have to make this a regular thing.”

      “I’m down for that,” said Michael.  Anna and I both laughed and rolled our eyes.  Something told me we’d be sending different gazes to each other’s booths from now on.
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      “Isn’t it beautiful?”  I walked into the foyer of our new rental, spread my arms wide, and spun around to take in the sight of it all.

      “It’s pretty nice,” said my boyfriend Jax.

      “Pretty nice?”  I walked up to Jax who had just set his first box down by the front door.  I slid my arms around his waist and laid my head on his chest.  “What if we could own something like this one day?”

      It may have just been a rental, but with any hope we would eventually buy this place.  Jax and I were only in our early twenties, but we didn’t want to be stuck waiting until our forties to buy a house.  We both had decent jobs despite having no degrees, and I knew if we were disciplined we could make it happen.

      I could feel his smile radiate down to his chest.  “Owning this would definitely be pretty sweet,” he said.  Jax wasn’t simple minded, but he didn’t always talk much.  I was always trying to get a little more emotion out of him; a little more excitement.  I shrugged off his half-heartedness and leaned up to kiss him.  When my lips touched his, everything else slipped away.  He was better at communicating with touch.  His lips parted and so did mine.  His tongue slide into my mouth.  Regardless of how quiet or reserved he was the rest of the time, he never lacked passion in the bedroom.

      He shut the front door before reaching for my ass which was only covered by a pair of tattered jean shorts.  He breathed in deep as he kissed me and caressed my body.  He pulled away only long enough to say, “How about we christen our new place?”  He winked and smiled his gorgeous, sparkling smile.  I brushed his blond locks out of his eyes and kissed him on the nose.

      “You know we have to return the moving truck by five.”

      He sighed.  “Yeah, I know.”  He kissed me hard one more time and grabbed my ass again.  Chills spread through my body at the thought of how much he wanted to fuck me.  I wanted to fuck him just as much, right then and there.  But duty called.

      He turned around I followed him back to the truck.  That’s when I saw her for the first time.  Our new next door neighbor.

      She looked like she could be as young as we were except for the faint lines around her eyes and mouth.  I guessed her age as late 30s but I’d later come to find out she was 45.

      She had the most perfect body I’d ever seen on a woman.  Full curves and a tight waist.  She had long, toned thighs.  She must’ve worked out.  She looked so fit and gorgeous in her denim shorts and white halter top.  I couldn’t tell if I was jealous or if I was feeling something else…

      Her hair was naturally dark brown with blonde highlights.  It fell in waves around her face and shoulders.  She was the spitting image of a classic pin-up girl.  She sat on her porch in a swing and lit up a cigarette.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her soft, strong legs.  Eventually she caught me looking at her.

      “Come on, Katie!” yelled Jax from the truck.  “You gonna help or not?”

      I replied by sticking my tongue out at him playfully.  When I turned back to our sexy neighbor, she was staring back at me.  I felt myself blush and my legs tingle.  Then I quickly ran to the truck to put some distance between us.  I’d never felt mesmerized by another woman like that before, and I wasn’t sure what it meant.

      I tucked the loose strands of my mousy brown hair behind my ear and smiled.  I wasn’t sure what had come over me.  I felt as if I’d just been checked out by a hot stud, only the stud was an older, attractive woman.  I dug for a box in the back of the truck to give myself more time to calm down before I stepped into our neighbor’s view again.  But when I set foot on the driveway, she was gone.

      A strange disappointment washed over me at her absence.  I stared at her empty porch one more time before following Jax inside.
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      The next day, I was awakened by a knock on the front door.  I was still in my pajama shorts and a t-shirt from the night before.  Jax and I were so exhausted from moving that we had slept in.  I opened the front door with tired puffy eyes and saw the gorgeous woman from next door.

      “Oh, I’m sorry.  Did I wake you?”  Her voice was smooth and silky like honey.  “I just wanted to welcome you guys to the neighborhood.”  She extended her hand and I reluctantly took it.  Her skin was warm and soft.  A surge of electricity spread through me at her touch.

      “That’s okay,” I said.  “We overslept.  We needed to get up soon anyway.  I’m Katie.”  I flashed a weak smile.  I was embarrassed at how I looked, but she didn’t seem to eyes wandering over my body, exploring every inch. I convinced myself that was only my imagination.

      “Nice to meet you, Katie.  I’m Carol.”  Just then I heard Jax’s big feet thudding behind me.

      “Who’s this lovely woman?” he asked in a sad attempt to be flirtatious.  I rolled my eyes and stepped to the side.  He extended his hand out to Carol and they shook.  She smiled to appease him but then her eyes quickly returned to me.

      “If you guys ever need anything, I’m right next door.  It gets lonely sometimes.  I’d be happy to have the company.”

      We both nodded and smiled.

      Carol smiled back and then turned to walk away.  Jax was staring at her perfect figure from behind.  “Stop staring,” I said, even though I couldn’t stop myself.

      “I wasn’t staring,” he lied.  “I was just gazing in the distance.”

      “Yeah, right.”

      “Come on.  No one is ever going to compare to your hot body.”  He quickly reached over and gave my ass a squeeze.  But I barely felt it.  I still felt drawn to Carol instead.  Before Carol reached her driveway, something had come over me.  I ran down the walkway and put my bare feet down on the hot street, cursing myself the whole way.

      “Carol?”  I said.

      She turned quickly to face me.

      “Would you want to come over for a drink sometime?  I mean we don’t have everything unpacked yet, but-“

      She smiled.  “I’d love to.  Maybe tonight?  My boy is going to be at his dad’s house.”

      “Oh you have-“

      “You’re sweet.  Yes, I have a kid.  My husband and I are separated but luckily he’s still involved.”

      “Well you look really hot, despite-“ I quickly covered my mouth.  I couldn’t believe I just told her I thought she was hot.  I tried to think of something else to say but my eyes fixated on her body instead.

      She noticed and smiled.  “Thank you.  Not as hot as you though,” she said with a wink.  My heart started to race and my cheeks flushed.  Did she really just say I was hot?  “Of course,” she added, “I’m old enough to be your mother.”

      The idea of it sent chills through me.  Carol was nothing like my own mother, thank god.  But still, I wasn’t sure why I was so attracted to the older woman next door.  I mean, I had never checked out another woman period.

      “So, see you tonight?” she said, breaking my chain of thought.

      I nodded and smiled.  “Tonight,” I said.

      I watched her walk away again.  This time, I let my eyes linger on her curves.
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      “You invited the hot neighbor over here?” asked Jax with an expression of pleasant surprise.

      “Will you stop calling her hot?”

      “What you don’t think she’s hot?”

      I shrugged my shoulders.  “I mean, I guess in an objective sort of way.”

      “Oh my god!” he said.  “I knew it!  You have a thing for her!”

      I rolled my eyes.  “No way.  That’s gross.  She’s old enough to be..”

      “Don’t say it,” he said with a groan.  “Because she isn’t.”

      I knew I couldn’t deny it to myself any longer.  I was attracted to Carol.  Even if she was an older woman.  The fact that I wasn’t supposed to like her made it even harder for some reason.  Everything about her was deliciously forbidden.  Jax and I had plenty of sex, but it was ordinary and understood.  Carol had me feeling things I’d never felt before.  Something about Carol made my adrenaline rush through my entire body.

      I decided to wear a strappy black dress and Jax didn’t bother wearing anything special.  He had cargo shorts and a band t shirt on.  Thank god he’s a stud under those lame clothes, I thought as I pushed moving boxes to the side so that Carol would have a place to walk and sit down.

      There was a knock on the door earlier than I had expected.  I rushed over and opened it.  I couldn’t help but smile at the sight of Carol.  My heart pounded against my ribs like a drum.  She was wearing a bright blue tank top with a pair of khaki shorts.  Her breasts were full and delicately framed by her shirt.  I could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric.  I tried my best to keep from gawking as I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra.

      “Katie.  I feel so stupid for not inviting you guys over to my place instead.  It’s completely empty and you guys have so much unpacking still to do…”

      “Oh, well…that sounds great.”

      “Jax, did you want to go to Carol’s place instead?”

      Jax looked around at the mess of boxes and sighed.  He nodded his head eagerly.  The two of us locked the doors and then followed Carol back to her place.

      Carol’s house was decorated in rich, earth tones.  Even though it clashed with my modern and contemporary style, I fell in love with how warm and inviting her place felt.  She ushered us to the living room where she had big, soft sofas that opened up to her kitchen.  Jax and I sat down next to each other and watched her pour us drinks.

      “Katie.  Could you give me your opinion on something for a moment?  As a woman?”  I nodded and stood up quickly.  “We’ll but just a minute, Jax.”  I felt a hint of pleasure at excluding him, at the idea of being alone with Carol.

      I met Carol in the hallway where she grabbed my hand and pulled me toward her bedroom.  She had a big canopy dressed in maroon and gold fabrics.  Once we were in her room, she closed the door quietly.

      “What did you need my help with?” I asked.

      Her eyes landed hard on mine and she came closer.  My heart was in my throat.  She was much too close to me, and yet I wanted her even closer.  Before I had a chance to realize what was happening, Carol’s lips were on mine and she had pushed me against a wall.  Her breasts pushed against mine and her hands were on my neck.  She brushed her thumbs against my cheeks and then pulled away slowly.  Her pupils darted across my face looking for a response, but I was speechless.

      I didn’t want her to think I didn’t like her, but I was confused.  I decided the only way to show her how I felt was to lean in and kiss her back.  I pushed my lips to hers and inhaled her sweet perfume.  She breathed in deep and slid her tongue into my mouth.  It was soft, like silk, and tasted like vanilla, but none of it compared to how alive my body felt next to hers.

      She moved me to the bed and lay me down.  She climbed over me and kissed me again.  “You just had to wear that naughty little dress tonight, didn’t you?” she asked me.

      I smiled.  I had picked that dress out specifically for Carol, but I had no idea it would lead to this.  She ran her hands along my outer thighs until they had reached under my dress and rested on my panties.  She slid them down slowly, teasingly, until they were ripped off at my ankles.  She smiled at me and I blushed.  Then she ran her fingers along my inner thighs slowly, until they reached my soaking wet pussy.

      “Is this your first time with a woman?” she asked as the tips of her fingers danced along my slit.  I gulped and nodded.  She smiled.  “Good.  I like virgins.”

      She climbed over me again and then slid her finger slowly into my pussy.  I arched my head back and gasped.  She moved her lips to my neck and kissed along the curve of my tightened muscles.  She brought her kiss to my ear lobe and flicked her tongue across it.

      I writhed as she fingered me, her thumb occasionally circling my clit.  She reached for the top of my dress and pulled it down underneath my breasts.  She seemed frustrated by the strapless bra that was there.  Her hand slid underneath my back and unfastened it in seconds.  It popped off effortlessly and slid to the side of my torso.

      She moved a hand to my breast and ran her fingers over my nipples, pinching them and rolling them between her fingers.  I bit my lower lip as I squirmed.  She was touching me in a way Jax had never touched me and I wasn’t sure how long I could keep from coming.

      I moaned and wiggled beneath her.  She smiled devilishly as she slid her slick fingers deeper inside of me.  I arched my back, pushing my breasts up to her and she eagerly wrapped her lips around my nipple.  I felt the tip of her tongue flick across it.  She seemed to love dominating me.  I felt as if she was drinking me in like a fine wine.

      “I’ll show you how your body is meant to be pleased,” she told me after lifting her head from my breast.  She slid her finger out of me and brought it to my lips.  I quickly sucked my wetness from it until it was clean.  Then she climbed between my legs and lifted the skirt of my dress up above my hips until it bunched around my stomach.

      She bent my legs at the knee and spread my thighs apart.  I felt the cool air of forbidden night sweep across my skin.  She licked her lips and then lowered her head to my aching pussy.  The coolness turned warm as her breath danced over my wet slit.

      I moaned again and clenched the sheets in my fingers.  Jax had never gone down on me.  No one ever had.  I wasn’t sure what to expect, but when Carol extended her tongue to my clit she sent me reeling into another dimension.

      I closed my eyes and watched vivid shapes dance about.  I could barely focus on any one thing in particular beside her tongue and the way she expertly swirled it over me.  Waves of heat swept through me each time her tongue shifted across my skin.

      She slid a finger inside me again while her lips pressed themselves to my folds.  I felt my pussy walls contracting around her and my nipples were hard as the little stones.  I thought of us as two beautiful flowers, brushing against one another in the wind.  She penetrated me deeper with two fingers, curling them up to hit me in just the right spot.

      An electric heat flushed through me and I gasped over and over again.  My orgasm was so intense I thought I might explode from the inside out.  She never let up.  Her tongue kept swirling and flicking and her fingers kept probing.  My legs shook until they ached and my body quivered until it collapsed back onto the bed.

      I lay there attempting to catch my breath.  Carol climbed back up toward me and kissed my forehead while stroking my hair.  “You’re so beautiful when you’re coming,” she told me.

      I blushed.  “No one has ever made me feel like that before.”

      “Not even your husband?”

      “Boyfriend-“

      “Oh, sorry.”

      “And no.  Not even him.  We’re still very much new at all of this,” I confessed.  Her eyes darted to the side and she bit her lip.  I could tell she was turning over an idea in her mind.

      “May I ask something personal?”

      I nodded.

      “Well…I could give him a few pointers, if you wanted.  Feel free to say no.”

      I laughed until I realized she wasn’t kidding.  “Really?”  I thought about the incredible orgasm she’d just given me and how badly I wanted to experience that over and over again.  If she could teach Jax how to please a woman, maybe our sex life would get even better.

      “I guess that’d be alright,” I told her.

      “Excellent!  You’re such a wonderful girl,” she said, making my heart race.  She stroked my face and kissed my nose.  I felt like her girl.  I was hers completely.  And soon Jax would be too.  “Don’t worry about a thing.  You wait here and I’ll set him straight for you.”

      “Right now?”

      “Is now a bad time?”

      I didn’t have an argument against it.  “No, I suppose not,” I said.  Still, I felt like this was the type of thing I should discuss with him first.  It was the sort of idea I needed to turn over in my mind a few times.

      I knew she was right, so I nodded for her to go.  I watched her leave and then I shifted to the edge of the bed.  She had left the door cracked and I heard mumbling, but I couldn’t quite make out what they were saying.

      I brought my knees up to my chest and waited.  The mumbling quieted, drawing in my curiosity.  I slid off the bed and walked toward the door.  I peered out through the crack and down the long hallway into the living room.

      That’s when I saw Carol straddling Jax with her tongue down his throat.  I gasped and quickly covered my mouth.  I couldn’t pull my eyes away, but I couldn’t stop them either.  I was surprised at my lack of jealousy.  I realized I wanted to watch them.

      I knew it was wrong.  I knew I should stop it and take my boyfriend home, but I couldn’t find the nerve to end it.

      Jax was taking Carol’s top off and exposing her perfect, bare breasts.  I couldn’t shift my gaze.  My eyes were glued on the tiny nipples poking out from her chest.

      My gaze fixated on Jax’s lips wrapping around her nipples one at a time.  It seemed like it took hardly any convincing to get my boyfriend to sleep with her.  Part of that made me angry and jealous, but part of it aroused me so much that all I could do was sweep my fingers over my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

      My heart raced faster and my aching pussy became soaking wet again.  I dropped to my knees out of weakness and watched from the dark bedroom through the sliver of the cracked bedroom door.  Carol rocked her hips over Jax’s lap and he started to unfasten her shorts.  She stood up to remove them and he quickly removed his clothes until he had revealed his long, thick cock.

      I couldn’t believe I was watching this.  That I was letting it go on.  We’d only met Carol the day before.  We’d only just come over for dinner.  But here she was topless in front of my naked boyfriend.  And I was the humiliated girlfriend hiding in the bedroom, watching with my fingers pressed to my clit.  All of it should have had me storming out of there with my boyfriend in tow, but I couldn’t move.  I wanted to see more…

      Carol lowered herself to the floor between Jax’s legs and stroked his long, thick cock.  He lifted his arms back behind his head and watched her wrap her experienced lips around the bulbous tip of his cock.  He groaned loud enough that I knew he didn’t care if I heard.  I watched Carol’s head bob up and down over his lap.

      She sucked in her cheeks and flipped her hair around to one side.  They stared into each other’s eyes and Jax’s abs flexed as he groaned.  When he was seconds away from coming, Carol pulled her mouth off of him and whispered something in his ear.

      I watched her climb on her hands on knees on the floor, pushing her round ass into the air.  Jax climbed on all fours behind her and placed his mouth on her wet pussy from behind.

      “Oh yeah.  Just like that,” she said, making sure to direct him to all the right places.  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  She was teaching him how to eat out a woman.  I felt a strange kind of love sweep over me as I watched the lesson.  I knew I was supposed to hate her for what she was doing, but all I felt was gratitude.

      She rocked her hips along Jax’s tongue, guiding him in his endeavor.  Her hips shook and she started to quiver in front of him.  I wasn’t sure, but it looked like she might come soon.  She reached back behind her and grabbed Jax’s gorgeous locks to keep his head in place.  Then she let out a long, slow moan as she came on his tongue.

      Pride surged through me as I watched the orgasm overtake her.  She deserved it after how good she had made me feel.  I watched her back arch and I felt a smile stretch across my face.

      She panted as she came down.  “Okay,” she said.  I leaned my head in further, curious as to what she meant.  Then I watched Jax straighten up on his knees and hold out his cock.  He rested the tip against her wet slit and pushed in.

      I gasped again and covered my mouth.  There was no going back now.  There was no unseeing what I’d just witnessed.  My boyfriend had his long, hard cock inside another woman.  An older woman.  He had his thick cock inside a woman so much older and wiser than he was.  Somehow it felt wrong.  Like we shouldn’t be doing this with her.  We should be experimenting with people our own age, not someone who knew much more about sex than us.  But that’s what made her alluring.  The lessons she had to give.  The experiences she had to share.  It felt wrong, but at the same time, nothing in the world felt more right.

      Despite my shock, my body was begging to come again.  I reluctantly moved my hand between my thighs and let my fingers graze my clit.  It was so swollen and sensitive from watching the scene before me.  I was so hot.  I was so turned on.  I couldn’t not touch myself while watching.

      Jax thrust his hips deep inside of Carol.  He grabbed her ass while he pounded her hard and rough.  I watched his balls swing back and forth, while Carol’s cheek was pushed further into the carpet.  He reached across her back and grabbed a tuft of her hair, pulling her head backward.

      She moaned as he pumped into her.  His abs flexed and I knew he’d only last a few more minutes.  I slid my fingers inside my pussy and imagined myself as Carol with Jax fucking me like her.  Like he wasn’t supposed to be.

      He pounded her pussy over and over.  He was much rougher with her than he ever was with me.  I always thought I wanted soft and gentle, until I watched the fuck.  Seeing the way he pounded her and grabbed her hips made me want to feel his throbbing cock pound me too.

      Jax grabbed Carol’s curvy ass again with both hands and let out a low growl.  His muscles flexed and his brows furrowed.  I knew he was coming.  He shot a load straight into our neighbor’s pussy without a condom or anything.  I was horrified and yet I was coming with him.

      I whimpered quietly as my second orgasm swept through me.  My eyelids lowered and I could only see Jax and Carol through the slits in my eyes.  He started to pull out just as my waves of pleasure began to cease.

      “Holy shit,” Jax said as Carol flipped onto her back to catch her breath.  “You sure she’s okay with this?”

      I suddenly realized what Carol had said to him before.  She must’ve told him that I wanted it, but I never would’ve agreed to this.  Maybe she knew that, I thought.  Still, despite knowing I wouldn’t have agreed, I also knew that I hadn’t stopped it.  It was almost like I needed it.  Like she knew I needed it.  How could she have known what I wanted before I did?

      I saw her turn her head to the side and her gaze met mine.  Can she see me sitting in the doorway in this dark room?

      “I don’t know.  Maybe we should ask her,” she said.  “Katie?  Could you come out here?”

      “Shit! No!” cried Jax, scrambling for his clothes.

      I walked out of the room and down the hall slowly.  I was blushing.  My cheeks burned with the heat of embarrassment.

      Jax looked up at me apologetically, his hard, slick cock still hanging from his hips.  “Baby!  I’m so sorry, I promise-“

      I stopped him before he could continue.  I walked up to him and kissed him tenderly.  “It’s okay,” I told him.  “Carol was just trying to help us.”

      Carol leaned up and rubbed my back to soothe me.  “That’s a good girl,” she whispered.

      Jax smiled awkwardly.  “Did you…you’re not mad?”

      I shook my head.  “No,” I said.  “I should be, but I’m not.”  I glanced at Carol who was smiling at me.

      Jax stood and said, “I’m going to go clean up.”

      “What did you think?” asked Carol when we were alone again.  “Did you enjoy watching me fuck your little boyfriend?”

      “Why did you-“

      “Ah-ah,” she said, pressing a finger to my lips.  “Answer the question.”  I nodded and bowed my head.  “Mmm.  Did you touch your pussy while you watched us?”  She slid her hand between my legs and let her fingertips graze my wet slit.  I nodded.  “Mmm.  That’s my good girl.”

      Carol stroked my hair and pulled me into her naked body.  I wrapped my arms around her and touched her bare back.  I laid my head against her breasts and listened to her heart beat.

      “Now,” she said.  “You’ll always think of me when he pleasures you.  You’ll know he’s only pleasuring you because he learned how to pleasure me first.  I will always be with you guys in the bedroom.  Jax is as much mine as he is yours.”

      I nodded and picked up my head.  “Thank you,” I told her.  She leaned into kiss me, swirling her tongue around mine once more.

      “Holy shit,” said Jax as he exited the bathroom.  “Fuck that’s hot.”

      Carol pulled away from me and we both laughed.  “You didn’t think you were the first one I fucked tonight, did you?”

      “What?  With Katie?”

      Carol nodded while keeping her gaze fixed on me.  “And there will be more where that came from, I’m guessing,” she said with a wink.

      There was indeed more.  Our relationship with Carol only blossomed over the next few months.  We had many more adventures in store, and Carol had been right.  I would never fuck Jax again without thinking of the two of them together.  Fortunately, that just made me love the two of them even more.
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      “Hey, what about these?”  Emma held up a pair of black crotchless panties, confidently as if she didn’t care the whole store could see her.

      I was less confident than Emma.  I always had been.  I came closer to her, took the panties from her hand, and laid them back on the table.  “What do you need those for?  Do you have a new boyfriend I don’t know about?”

      “Oh please,” said Emma.  “You know I only have eyes for your man, Mason.”  She batted her eyelashes and smiled.  I knew that Emma was only joking because she’d made that joke before, but it didn’t change the fact that each time made me wonder whether or not she was secretly harboring feelings for my boyfriend.

      “That’s not funny,” I said.

      “Aw, what?  Things aren’t going so well between you and Mr. Perfect?”

      “He’s not perfect,” I said.  I tried to hide the disappointment I was feeling.  My relationship with Mason had been strained ever since I refused to do anal.  He pretended to be understanding, but I’d sensed a distance in him ever since.

      “Uh oh,” said Emma.  “Trouble in paradise?”

      “You didn’t answer my question,” I said, desperate to change the topic.  “Who do you need crotchless panties for?”

      She flipped her long, golden hair back behind her shoulder.  “For myself,” she said.  “For a new endeavor.”

      I laughed.  “A new endeavor?  What kind of endeavor requires crotchless panties?”

      Her green eyes landed hard on mine.  “Ever heard of a little website called MyFans?”

      For a moment, my thoughts shut down completely as I tried to process what she’d just said.  Then, remembering this was Emma, I started to laugh.  “Nice try,” I said.  “You almost fooled me with that one.”

      She rolled her eyes.  “Brittany, I’m not lying.”  She pulled her phone out of her purse and looked around the lingerie store.  When she felt confident no one was looking, she pulled up her MyFans page and then handed me the phone.

      As I looked down, I saw picture after picture of my best friend half-naked and sometimes fully naked.  In some pictures, she was touching her bare pussy and looked as if she was moaning.  I felt my back tense up and my legs begin to quiver.

      I swallowed, trying to hide the strange arousal I was feeling for my best friend suddenly.  I handed her back the phone and cleared my throat.  “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

      “I don’t know,” she said with a shrug.  “This thing was just for me.  But then you had to go and be completely unhelpful with my shopping…”

      A nervous laugh escaped me.  “I’m sorry.  I had no idea what you were shopping for.  Can you blame me?”

      Emma smiled and put her phone away.  “I suppose I can.”  She picked up the panties again and held them up.  “So?  What do you think of them now?”

      An image of Emma’s naked body popped into my head and I thought about her shaved, pink pussy appearing through the intentional hole in Emma’s crotchless panties.  I felt my mouth water, similar to the few times I’d seen Emma change in and out of her bikini.  “I think they’re great,” I said, hoping she couldn’t hear the arousal in my voice.  “I think they’re hot.”

      Emma studied the panties and grabbed a few more pairs before heading to the checkout.

      ---

      On the way back to my place, Emma sat in the passenger seat of my sedan, studying the panties she purchased.  “I should really buy some new heels sometime, too.  Maybe you could come and help me pick them out.”

      “I don’t know,” I said, unable to forget the image of Emma’s naked body.  “How can you do that stuff, honestly?”

      “Do what?  Take off my clothes?”  Emma laughed.  “It’s no big deal, Brittany.  We all get naked, I just happen to do it for strangers online.”

      “Yeah, but…you don’t just get naked.  You…well, you know.”

      “What?” Emma said.  She rested a hand on my thigh and dragged her fingers upward.  “You mean masturbate?”

      I shifted in my seat and she pulled her hand away and laughed.  “I can’t believe you’re the one with the hot boyfriend when you’re such a prude.”

      Her comment stung, but she couldn’t have known why.  I never told her that I wouldn’t do anal with Mason.  I never told her that he’d barely looked at me since I denied him.  “I’m not a prude,” I said.  “But sex is a very intimate experience for me.  I could never just…expose myself like that for strangers.”

      “Hm, that makes me wonder if Mason would.”

      My head whipped in her direction.  “What?  Why?”

      “Relax,” she said.  “Just curiosity.  You know, something I’ve been missing is a real cock to do things to.  All of my photos and videos are solo.  But Mason has a huge cock, right?  You used to brag about it all the time.”

      I clutched the steering wheel and kept my focus on the road.  “Did I?  I don’t remember.”

      “Well, tell me now.  Does he have a huge cock or not?”

      “That’s really none of your business.”

      “Brittany…really?  We’ve been best friends since we were practically born.  You’re really not going to tell me what Mason’s dick looks like?”

      “No.”

      “Fine.  I’ll just have to sneak a peek myself.”

      I pulled the car into my apartment complex and parked it near the door.  “Emma, you’re such a handful sometimes.”

      She grabbed both of her breasts in her hands and winked.  “Some might say two handfuls.”

      I rolled my eyes and we headed inside.  Mason was supposed to be at work, but to my surprise, he was sitting on the living room sofa sipping a beer.  “What are you doing home?” I asked.

      He saw Emma and smiled.  “Bad news,” he said.  “I was let go.”

      I set my purse and keys on the kitchen counter.  “Let go?  You’re a server.  Who lets a server go?  You must’ve really fucked something up.”

      “I’m not in the mood right now,” he said.  “I don’t want to argue about it.”

      “Woah,” said Emma.  “What happened to you two?”

      “Nothing,” we said in unison.

      “Well, if you need some money,” Emma said, winking in my direction.  “I know of a way I can help.”

      “Emma, please – ”

      “How?” asked Mason.  My heart pounded like a drum inside my chest.  Please, Emma.  Please just be putting me on.  Don’t actually ask him to join your little perverted job.

      “Ever heard of MyFans?”

      Shit.

      Mason turned in his seat to face Emma.  “Uh, yeah.  Who hasn’t?”

      “Well, I’m on that site.  I have my own page.”

      “Bullshit.”

      Emma reached into her shopping bag and pulled out a pair of crotchless panties.  She tossed them in his direction.  I covered my face in my hands, in disbelief that this was actually happening.  Mason held the panties up and stared through the open hole.

      “What do you think I bought those for?” Emma asked.

      “Prove it,” he said.  “Let me see your page.”

      “Mason!”  I was furious.  The anger bubbled under my skin like a pot about to spill over.  “Emma is my best friend.  Like I’m going to let you just look at naked photos of her.”

      His eyes widened.  “You really are on there, aren’t you?  Naked, you say?”

      Emma joined him on the sofa and pulled out her phone.  “Yeah, take a look.”  I walked up and snatched her phone from her.  “Hey!”

      “This is crossing a line,” I said.

      Mason frowned.  “Why am I not surprised?” he asked.

      Emma, noticing the tone of his voice, studied him for a long time.  “What’s going on here?” she asked.  “Something’s happened between you two.”

      “That’s for Brittany to tell you.”

      Emma’s eyes moved in my direction.  “Spill.  What’s happened?”

      “No.  It’s embarrassing.”

      “What?  He couldn’t make you come or something?”

      Mason laughed.  “That’s not the problem.”

      “Oh, you think you’re so high and mighty.  You can do no wrong.  Well, I’m sorry I don’t want your dick in my asshole.  It’s too fucking big anyway.”

      Emma stood and held up her hands.  “Woah!  Did I hear that correctly?”  She smirked at me.  “You won’t let Mason fuck your perfect little ass?”

      I could feel my lower lip sticking out in a pout.  “What’s so perfect about it?”

      Emma rolled her eyes.  “Have you seen yourself?”

      Every day, I thought.

      “Look, if Mason’s cock is really that big, then he’d be perfect for my MyFans page.  And if you don’t want to give him anal, well…”

      “No,” I said.  “No fucking way.”

      “Sounds like a compromise to me,” said Mason.

      “Are you kidding me right now?  You want me to let you fuck my best friend in the ass to make some money from her MyFans account?”

      Mason shrugged.  “Why not?  It’s nothing personal.”

      “Exactly,” said Emma.  “It’s just sex.  In fact, it’s even less than sex since there’s money involved.  He gets his dream fulfilled and he helps me with my business.  It’s a win win.”

      “And what about me?” I asked.  “What about how it makes me feel?”

      Emma’s eyes fixed on mine.  “How does it make you feel?  Don’t you think it would be hot watching your boyfriend fuck someone else?”

      “No,” I said, swallowing the lump in my throat.  “I don’t think that would be hot at all.”

      Emma studied me and then smiled.  “You’re fucking lying.  I know you better than anyone else and you’re a fucking liar right now.”

      “Why would I be lying?  Why would I want my boyfriend to cheat?”

      Emma laughed while Mason watched with intrigue.  “It’s not cheating if you allow it,” she said.

      Mason stared at me.  “Brittany, come on.  Just think about it at least.”

      “There’s nothing to think about,” I said, feeling like the odd one out.  “There’s nothing good about this idea.”

      Emma crossed the living room until she was beside me in the kitchen.  “Real talk,” she whispered.  “Tell me honestly that it doesn’t make you a little hot to think about it.”

      “Even if it did, I – ”

      “I knew it!”  She grabbed my hands and pulled me into the living room where a wave of tension between me and Mason.  “Hear me out.  What if you don’t just watch the video…what if you’re part of it?  What if you direct us?  You tell us when to start and when to stop.  If you want to stop the whole thing and scrap it, we’ll do that too.  But at the very least, give it a chance.”

      Mason’s eyes could hardly meet mine.  I was losing him and I knew it.  Our troubles weren’t just about anal sex, they never had been.  We were starting to grow apart.  Mason loved excitement and adventure and I craved stability.  I didn’t know how to bring the excitement he wanted into the bedroom without feeling ashamed of myself.  But Emma…Emma knew exactly what he wanted, and maybe she could teach me how to give it to him.

      No, I thought.  This is insanity.  But as I shifted my weight from one hip to another, I noticed that my panties were wet.  My head was swimming in conflicting thoughts and images.  I pictured Emma naked with my boyfriend leaning over her.  Emma had been right.  The thought did arouse me.  But just because it made me wet didn’t mean I could actually go through with it, could I?

      Emma had her hands on her jeans, slowly lowering the zipper.  “I’m going to take these off,” she said.  “You can tell me if you want me to stop.”

      I watched her lower her jeans over her hips, exposing a bright pink thong and her slender legs.  Mason’s eyes were round and fixed on her perfect curves.  My mouth opened to protest, but nothing came out.  When Emma’s shirt came off next, I knew the words would never come.
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      “This is ridiculous,” I said.  “You don’t even have a camera set up.”

      Emma reached down into her jeans pocket and pulled out her phone.  She pressed the camera button and then set it up on a nearby bookshelf, overlooking the living room.  While her back was turned, I noticed Mason staring at her practically bare ass and I couldn’t believe I was letting it happen.  “There,” she said.  “Ready to go.”

      Emma turned around, her bra matching her bright pink thong and reached behind her back to unfasten it.  “Wait a second,” I said.  “How are we going to do this, really?”

      Mason licked his lips and struggled to tear his gaze away from Emma.  “Does that mean you’re considering it, Brittany?”

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “I mean, it’s crazy, right?”

      “No,” said Emma.  “Not really.”

      “Plenty of people have casual sex,” said Mason.  “Some of those people are in open relationships.”

      “Is that what we would be, then?  In an open relationship?”

      Emma giggled.  “I’m sorry, Brittany, but you’re taking this way too seriously.  It doesn’t have to mean anything.  That’s what makes it hot.  It’s completely meaningless.”

      “I don’t believe that,” I said.  “You can tell yourself what you want, but I think there will always be some level of meaning when two people connect in that way.”

      Emma smiled and tilted her head.  “I promise I’m not going to take any meaning away from you and Mason.  In fact, this might feel a little fairer if you got naked too.  Then it wouldn’t just be me seducing your boyfriend.”

      I glanced at the phone on the bookshelf.

      “Don’t worry,” she added.  “You’re out of frame.  The closer you are to the bookshelf, the safer you’ll be.  Now go on.  Get undressed.  Remind Mason why he wants to be with you and not me.”

      I’m not so sure that’s how he feels, I thought as I watched Mason practically salivate over Emma’s half naked body.  He hadn’t even seen her pussy yet and I knew once he did, he’d forget about me completely.  At least, I forgot about him when I saw Emma naked.

      I took a deep breath and then slowly lifted my shirt over my head.  I couldn’t turn down another opportunity for Mason to have adventurous sex.  I couldn’t be seen as just another prude.  No, I had to give Mason what he wanted or else I’d risk losing him forever.  And if I couldn’t give him what I wanted, then Emma was the next best thing.  At least, that’s what I told myself.

      I dropped my shirt to the floor and unfastened my denim shorts.  Mason watched with a sly smile, as if he didn’t believe I’d go through with any of it.  Maybe that’s why he’s not that hard yet, I thought, looking at his groin.  Maybe he doesn’t really believe this will happen.

      I slipped my shorts down to my ankles and kicked them off with my shoes.  I felt awkward standing there on display for Emma and Mason.  To my surprise, Emma’s gaze was more focused on me than Mason’s.  “You’re so fucking hot, Brittany,” she said.  “You’d make a killing on MyFans.”

      A laugh escaped me.  “I don’t think so.  I could never do any of that.”

      She winked at me.  “Who knows?  Maybe by tonight you’ll be a completely changed person.  Now, why don’t we take our bras off at the same time?”

      Mason smiled and rubbed his palms together before readjusting himself on the sofa.  “Let’s do this,” he said.

      Emma’s hands went to the clasp of her bra when I stopped her.  “No,” I said.  “Let Mason do it.  For your video.”

      Emma and Mason exchanged glances and then she moved toward him.  That’s when Mason’s guard dropped.  His cheeks were pink and his eyes wide.  Emma came closer and straddled his lap.  Mason seemed like he didn’t know what to do with his hands.  He didn’t know what he was allowed to do.

      I rubbed my neck before giving the order.  My panties were already soaking wet.  “Mason, why don’t…um…you…you know, grab her ass?”

      Mason cleared his throat and slowly moved his hands to Emily’s ass.  “Like this?”

      Fuck.  Just like that.  “Um, yeah.  That’s good,” I said.  “Now, slide them up her back and unclasp her bra.”

      Mason shifted, his eyes occasionally making contact with mine before moving back toward Emma.  “Okay,” he said.  “I’m going to do it.”  He hesitated.  He still didn’t believe I was going to go through with this.  Not that I could blame him.  I could hardly believe it myself.

      “Go ahead,” I said.

      In one quick motion, he unclasped her bra and then let the band dangle there.  Emma was in a more playful mood than either of us.  She leaned back and shook her breasts in front of his face until the bra slid from her chest.  It was then that I saw how much Mason really wanted her.  She was almost naked, straddling his lap, her tits right in his face.  His eyes managed to flick up to hers once in a while, but they were mostly locked onto her tight curves.

      Emma turned over her shoulder to look back at me.  “What now, director?  Maybe I should suck your boyfriend’s big, thick cock first?”

      My mouth was dry and yet I was salivating at the same time.  “Um, yes,” I said.  “Go ahead and suck his cock.”  Fuck.  Did I really say that?

      There was no turning back as Emily climbed off of Mason’s lap and lowered to her knees.  Without direction, Mason took off his shirt and showcased his rippling abs to Emma.  She couldn’t help but run a hand over his taut muscles before unfastening his jeans.

      Mason helped her slide the jeans and briefs from his hips until his long, thick cock fell back against his hard abs.  “Holy hell,” said Emma.  “No wonder you didn’t want to do anal with him.”

      “Does that mean you don’t want to either?” Mason asked her.

      “Oh, I want to,” she said.  “But that doesn’t mean you’re going to fit very easily.”

      Emma gripped Mason’s shaft and brought the tip of his cock to her lips.  “Fuck,” Mason breathed.  Before Emma could wrap her lips around his head, he stopped her.  “Brittany, are you sure this is okay with you?”

      How could I tell him it was and it wasn’t.  Did I want to share my boyfriend with Emma for some smutty video?  No.  But were my panties soaked just from seeing them grind against each other and play around?  Yes.  My body was already on fire and I wasn’t about to tell it to cool down.  “Yes,” I said, a half-truth.  “It’s okay with me.”

      Emma looked at me and winked.  “Good girl.”  When she turned back to the task at hand, she parted her lips and sank her mouth over Mason’s huge cock.

      “Oh fuck,” he breathed, reaching for her head.  She sucked in her cheeks and he began pumping himself in and out of her tight mouth.  And there I stood, half-naked, watching my boyfriend enjoy another woman.

      I watched Emma closely.  She did things I’d never considered doing, even though I’d sucked Mason’s cock before.  For one thing, she took him in so deep she started to gag.  She pulled off occasionally to take a breath and then went in for more.  Each time she came up, she dragged her tongue along his shaft and circled the head.  The sight of her tongue on his cock made my pussy so wet it ached.

      “Now, um…maybe she could…ride you?  To get her ready.”

      Emma removed Mason’s cock from her pretty pink lips and smiled.  “That’s a great idea,” she said.  “I’ll ride his dick until I come and then I’ll be nice and relaxed for anal.”

      Mason, with a hoarse voice, said, “Sounds good to me.”

      Emma stood and slowly pulled her pink thong down her legs.  Mason stroked his cock while he watched her, but he had to stop stroking when he saw Emma’s pussy.  I knew why he stopped.  He would’ve come otherwise.

      Emma straddled his lap again and the two of them angled his cock toward her pussy.  “Fuck,” Mason breathed as the tip entered.  “I don’t know how long I’ll be able to last.”

      “Think of the reward,” said Emma.  “Just hold on a little longer.”  Emma lowered her hips over Mason’s lap and I watched his big cock disappear inside of her.  With it went any semblance of monogamy between us.  I couldn’t reconcile the tearing in my chest with the way my pussy was begging to be touched.  It was as if giving him to her was killing a small part of me, and I was only realizing now how much that part of me had been standing in my way.

      “Now fuck her hard,” I said, finding a new strength in my voice.

      “Not too hard,” she said.  “We don’t want him to come early.”

      “Fuck,” breathed Mason as he gripped her ass and rocked his hips into hers.  I watched Emma’s breasts sway as she rode him, grinding her pelvis against his.  Mason slid his hands up from her ass to her waist and finally to her breasts.  He cupped them, his mouth practically drooling, as he fucked my best friend.

      Emma began to moan and I couldn’t help but drop to the floor.  My legs were too weak to hold me upright.  When I was certain Emma and Mason were lost to their own distractions, I slipped a hand inside my panties and circled my clit.  The intense feeling of forbidden euphoria sent my eyes rolling backward.

      “Oh, fuck,” cried out Emma as she rocked faster and harder against Mason.  I could hear his cock digging deeper inside her along with his grunts as he tried not to come.  “Just like that, Mason,” cried Emma.  “Fuck, just like that.”

      Mason groaned like he was in pain, and I wondered if he’d filled her pussy with come.  Emma’s body began to shake as she started to come down from her climax.  She collapsed on him for a moment while she caught her breath and then finally lifted her hips up to reveal a clean, hard cock.  Mason’s brows were furrowed and his abs were flexed.  Somehow, he hadn’t come, but it looked like it was the most difficult thing in the world for him.

      Emma turned her body toward me and smiled.  “Playing with ourselves, are we?”

      I looked down and remembered that she wasn’t supposed to see me with my hand inside my panties.  “I um…I, uh…”

      “It’s okay,” she said.  “I’m glad you’re enjoying the show.  But you know what would be really hot?”

      “What?”

      “Is if I eat you out while your boyfriend fucks my ass.  In fact, what if we eat each other out so you can get an up close view of the whole thing?”

      I glanced up at the camera on the bookshelf above me.  “Come on,” she insisted.  “Don’t be shy.”

      Fuck it, Brittany.  You’ve already come this far.  I stood up and walked into the frame.  Emma closed the remaining distance between us and helped me remove my bra and panties.  Feeling her soft hands on me sent chills all over.  My head was spinning by the time she led me to the couch and whispered, “Lay back.”

      Mason stood and gave me plenty of room to lay down.  Emma climbed above me, her hips hovering over my face as she lowered her tongue to my bare pussy.  I was on camera now, but I couldn’t have cared less.  Feeling Emma’s hot tongue brush against my wet slit was like a drug induced haze for my mind.

      In the blur that was my vision, I saw Mason’s cock appear over the arm of the sofa as he positioned it near Emma’s asshole.  I lifted my head enough to lick her pussy.  Her moan vibrated against me, sending a gentle hum through my entire body.  I gripped her hips and dug my tongue deeper inside her.

      Mason spit on his cock and lathered it with his saliva.  Then he worked a finger or two inside Emma’s ass.  She cooed and moaned, rocking her hips against my tongue and against his fingers.  I wondered which she enjoyed more, my tongue or his touch.

      Mason removed his fingers and pressed the tip of his cock to her ass.  It all started with this, I thought.  The fact that I didn’t want to do anal.  And yet, now that I was watching it happen, it didn’t seem like a big deal at all.  Emma relaxed herself above me and Mason slipped right into her.

      “Fuck,” he breathed as he entered the tightest hole of his life.  I watched her spread open for him as I devoured her pussy.  Emma’s whole mouth wrapped around me while her moans sent tiny buzzing sensations over my clit.

      Mason slipped further inside of her, burying his cock deep.  She moaned, her breasts swaying against my stomach as he began to fuck her from behind.  His hands were on her ass and he rocked back and forth, his balls swinging between my tongue and his cock.

      I saw the opportunity and took it.  I swept my tongue from Emma’s clit all the way back to Mason’s balls.  He whimpered at the surprising encounter and shoved himself deeper inside her.  With each deep thrust, Emma moaned louder and sent a stronger vibration through me.  I kept licking back and forth between the two of them as if I could control them like two oversized toys.

      A tingling, burning heat built inside me like a storm about to sweep through.  I was the next to moan and I used my moans to stimulate them along with my tongue.  As my voice tickled the skin of Emma’s pussy and Mason’s balls, the three of us began to moan in unison.  I could tell by the intensity of Mason’s grunts and groans that he was about to come.  I could only guess that Emma was coming too.

      In the strange triangle of ecstasy we’d become, I felt more connected to each of them than ever.  With Emma’s vibrating moans of pleasure at my wet pussy, and with Mason’s cum trickling down from Emma’s ass, it felt as if the three of us had become one entity of euphoric exploration.

      By the time the three of us had finished climaxing, we were out of breath and holding each other in our respective positions.  Still, I couldn’t help but turn my head toward the camera perched on the bookshelf and wonder what strangers would think about what we’d just done.

      “Don’t worry,” Emily said, looking at me down the length of her body.  “This can be a dress rehearsal if you want.”

      “Don’t you mean a naked rehearsal,” joked Mason.

      Emma reached back and slapped his thigh.  “I’m trying to be sensitive to your girlfriend’s concerns, you jerk.”

      I climbed out from underneath Emma and the two of them separated.  “It’s okay,” I said.  “Really.  If you think your fans will like this, then I’m alright with it.”

      “What happened to you?” Mason asked, clearly recognizing a change in me.

      I glanced at my best friend and smiled.  “It’s pretty simple.  I saw Emma’s naked body.”

      “And you became a fan?” joked Mason.  Emma and I both glared at him but then laughed anyway.

      “Maybe next time, you could try anal,” Emma said.  “I bet I could help you relax enough to let him inside you.”

      “I have no doubt that you could,” I said.  “In fact, I think I need you around more often.”

      “Need me around like this?”

      I nodded.  “I feel braver with you.”

      Mason gripped his cock in his hand and began to stroke it.  “Whatever you need, Brittany, you just say the word.”

      I reached for Emma and took her hands in mine.  “I need Emma,” I said.

      “Sounds good to me,” he said.  Emma and I smiled at each other.  I realized then that I never had to fear losing Mason to Emma.  If anything, Mason should’ve feared losing me to her.  Of course, in the end, I learned that what I really wanted was to experience both of them together.
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