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      Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

      But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

      Click here to join my newsletter!

      

      Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/c44f97845f6a/selena-hart

      

      No spam, just romance goodies!
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      Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sweethearts

          

        

      

    

    
      The crisp autumn air swept through the bleachers, carrying with it the unmistakable scent of excitement and anticipation. The stadium lights bathed the football field in a bright glow, mirroring the high energy of the crowd. In the midst of the cheering spectators, I sat on the edge of my seat, my eyes fixed on the field.

      My heart skipped a beat as I watched the players in their uniforms, but my attention was reserved for one in particular. Among the athletes charging across the field, my high school sweetheart, now my husband, stood tall and determined. Ethan, the star quarterback, moved with a grace that captivated the entire stadium.

      I couldn’t have been prouder of my loving partner as he went after his dreams.  I’d never been the athletic type.  I was more of a nerd with my nose always in books.  But Ethan and I were meant for each other, and I came to every game and practice to support him.

      As the game unfolded I couldn't help but reflect on the journey that had brought us here. Our relationship had blossomed in the halls of high school, where stolen glances turned into the love of a lifetime, one we knew would outlive graduation. Beneath the stars after many high school games, promises of forever were exchanged.  Dreams of a shared future became our reality sooner than we had imagined.

      We’d been high school sweethearts and married a month before college started.  Most college freshman were unmarried, but we’d never been very traditional.

      Now, in the sea of cheering fans, I marveled at how effortlessly Ethan commanded the field. The familiar thrill of watching him play surged through my veins, as memories of our shared victories and defeats flooded my mind. The connection we had, both on and off the field, was undeniable.  All of classmates had seen it too.

      Ethan's eyes met mine from across the field, a brief but powerful connection that sent a jolt of warmth through my entire being. It was as if we were communicating in a language known only to us. In that moment, the roar of the crowd faded into the background, and it was just me and Ethan, lost in the intimacy of shared glances and unspoken understandings.

      My husband was leading their team to glory.  The game was nearing half-time, and I held my breath as Ethan led a daring play. The crowd erupted in cheers as he gracefully dodged opposing players, his skill and determination evident with every step. My heart swelled with pride, knowing that the man on the field was not just my high school sweetheart but also the love of my life.

      Yet, my attention wavered as I noticed the sparkling spectacle on the sidelines—the head cheerleader, Tiffany. Clad in the team colors, Tiffany dazzled under the stadium lights, her every move an effortless dance that seemed to command the attention of everyone present. I couldn't deny the magnetic allure of Tiffany's charm, and an unwelcome pang of jealousy gnawed at me.  The cheerleaders and the football players frequently hung out together.  At parties.  At the movies.  At away games.

      I knew Ethan and Tiffany had been growing closer as friends, and in a lot of ways she seemed like a better fit for him than me, even though he assured me I was the only woman for him.

      As the cheers of the crowd reverberated through the air, I tried to silence the insecurities bubbling within me. I knew Ethan loved me, but the undeniable chemistry between him and Tiffany ignited a flame of jealousy I hadn't anticipated. My fingers traced the rim of my foam cup nervously, my eyes darting between the game and the mesmerizing cheerleader.

      Ethan, engrossed in the game, didn't notice the internal struggle I was facing. The crowd erupted in cheers as Ethan made a spectacular play, and Tiffany's radiant smile lit up the sidelines. I couldn't shake the feeling that there was a connection between Ethan and Tiffany that went beyond the cheers and high-fives.  I saw her frequently steal glances at my husband, but I always told myself I was imagining things.

      As the halftime show commenced, my unease grew. Tiffany took center stage, leading the cheer squad in a performance that seemed to captivate everyone in the stadium. I felt a knot tighten in my stomach, an irrational fear that I could lose Ethan to the glittering allure of the head cheerleader.

      Unable to contain my emotions any longer, I excused myself and made my way through the crowded stands, desperately needing a moment alone to collect my thoughts. I found a quiet spot near the concessions, away from the jubilant cheers and flashing lights.

      After a moment, surrounded by the echoes of the halftime show and the distant cheers of the crowd, I told myself that our love could withstand anything. As I returned to my seat, I tried to let go of my jealousy, focusing on the game and the unwavering connection I shared with Ethan.

      

      But the insecurity had a deeper hold on me than I thought.

      

      As the final whistle blew, signaling victory for our team, I joined the ecstatic crowd in applauding the players, even as the emptiness threatened to swallow me whole. I couldn't wait to rush down and wrap my arms around Ethan, to celebrate the triumphs of the game and claim him physically in front of the cheerleading squad.

      

      I’d never been a possessive person, but Tiffany seemed to bring out the worst in me.

      

      I ran down to the field and straight up to my husband, throwing my arms around him in a very public display of affection.  I’d never done this before, and I thought my husband would be pleased, but instead, I was met with Ethan's concerned gaze. His eyes mirrored the intensity of the stadium lights, searching mine for an explanation.

      

      "What's going on, Mia?" he asked, his voice filled with genuine concern.

      “Nothing.  I just wanted to congratulate you.”

      He took my hands and pulled them from around his neck.  He forced a smile on his face and said, “We’ll celebrate in a minute, yeah?  After I celebrate with my team.”

      I nodded and slipped back into the crowd while I watched the cheerleaders swarm the football players to congratulate them.  I noticed he hadn’t pushed Tiffany away when she hugged him.  Even though she only hugged him for a moment, a surge of jealousy shot through me.

      I took a deep breath, trying to push aside the insecurities that threatened to overshadow the love I shared with Ethan.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening, there was a party to celebrate the team’s victory.  I was invited, of course, but couldn’t have felt more like a third wheel.  Or a thirtieth wheel if you counted all the players and cheerleaders.

      Ethan met me in the backyard with a root beer in his hand.  He never drank, because I never wanted him to.  It was one of the many things that made me feel like I might be holding him back.

      He could sense my unease as he sat next to me on the back steps.  “Hey, I’m sorry about earlier.  I was surprised, that’s all.”

      "You were right to be upset.  I guess... I just felt a little overwhelmed. It's silly, really."

      “What is it?  Overwhelmed about what?”

      I shrugged.  “Well, I noticed you didn’t pull Tiffany off of you when she hugged you.”

      Ethan frowned.  “All of the cheerleaders were hugging everyone.  It didn’t mean anything.”

      I let out a breath.  “I know.  You’re right.  I know.”

      Ethan's expression softened as he pulled me into a comforting embrace. "You're the only one I see, Mia. Tiffany is just a cheerleader. You're my everything."

      I smiled up at him before sharing a passionate kiss, our tongues swirling and teasing each other.  Just then, one of his teammates came out and whistled at us, making Ethan pull away.  It seemed he was embarrassed of me around his college team.  He’d never been that way before.

      “Get in here, we’re going to play some beer pong,” said his teammate.

      Ethan flashed an apologetic glance.  “Duty calls,” he said.

      I sat there alone, under the stars, thinking about all the nights we’d shared together before, when suddenly someone sat beside me.

      My heart jumped in my throat at the sight of Tiffany, wearing a tiny pink crop top and black leggings.  “What’s up, girlfriend?”

      I’d seen Tiffany a lot at these types of parties, but we barely spoke to one another.  “Nothing.  You?”

      “I saw what you did today,” she said with a laugh.  “I was like, damn, you go girl.  Claim that man!”

      I faked a laugh.  “I wasn’t trying to claim anyone.”

      She rolled her eyes, took my root beer and chugged some of it down.  “Ew.  Why is this so sweet?”  She turned the bottle to look at the label and started to laugh.  “Oh, isn’t that just precious.  Pony up girl and have a real beer.”

      “I don’t drink.  Neither does Ethan.”

      Tiffany scoffed.  “Oh, Ethan drinks.  Just never around you.  Now I know why.”

      My heart raced.  What else did Ethan do that I didn’t approve of when I wasn’t around?

      “You’ve got to give him a longer leash, girl.  Let him have some fun.  You guys are already married, right?  Do you ever regret that?”

      “No,” I said.  “We’re soulmates.”

      She studied her nails.  “I don’t believe in soulmates.”  She lifted her gaze, her eyes sparkling.  “I believe in having fun.  Don’t you two think you’re going to regret never sleeping with anyone else again?”

      “No, I mean we were each other’s firsts.  I don’t think we care to know what anyone else is like.”

      Tiffany, who’d taken another swig of my root beer, nearly spit it out all over me.  “Neither of you have ever slept with anyone else?”

      I shook my head.

      “Oh, man.  You guys really should’ve.  Of course, it’s never too late.  People have open relationships all the time.  Frankly, that’s the only way I can see him not cheating on you.  You have to give him permission.”

      My heart nearly stopped.  “What?  You really think he’d cheat on me?”

      She cocked a brow.  “Do you want to find out?”

      I shook my head.  “No.  I trust him completely.”

      Tiffany took my hand and pulled me inside.  “Let me just give you a little taste.  Stay hidden around this wall here so he can’t see you.”  I did as I was told, hugging the living room wall and peering into the dining room where he was playing beer pong with his teammates.

      Tiffany sashayed over, wiggling her hips until she had all of the guys attention, my husband included.  She pretended to knock over a cup full of beer onto my husband’s pants, then immediately dropped to her knees, apologizing while she dabbed his crotch with a napkin.

      My heart raced, the ugly jealousy returning and snaking around my throat.  But the rest of my body didn’t get the memo.  For some reason, seeing her on her knees, dabbing my husband’s jeans, made me wetter than I’d ever been before.

      The whole room cheered as they watched an obviously sexual interaction, even if Tiffany was pretending otherwise.

      “Damn, son,” said one Ethan’s teammates.  “Wife or no wife, you gotta tap that.”

      Ethan was blushing, but worse, he was hard.  I could see the outline of his cock in his jeans, trying to burst free.

      I felt a horrible mix of agony and curiosity.  My body buzzed with desire and my stomach churned with guilt and jealousy.  Tiffany rose up slowly, making sure her breasts were mere inches from my husband’s body the whole way up.  Then she placed a hand on her chest, rose up on her toes, and whispered something in his ear.

      I tapped my fingers nervously against the wall.  She returned with an I told you so look.  I swallowed the lump in my throat.  “Okay.  So how do I keep him from cheating on me?”

      She shrugged and looked at her nails again.  “You can’t.  But you can give him permission to.”

      “Permission?”

      “Yeah.  That way you get to pick the girl at least.  You know who he’ll be fucking.”  She smiled a devilish smirk.  “I’d be happy to help you out in that department.”

      I took a step backward.  No.  The last person on earth I wanted to let him sleep with was Tiffany.

      She stepped toward me, following me until my back was pressed against the sink, the rest of the party swarming around, buzzing in and out of the kitchen.  “Look, it’s either me or he cheats with someone else.  At least you know me.”

      She was so close to me I could smell her lavender shampoo.  My breath hitched as her tits brushed against mine, my nipples puckering in response.  Her eyes searched mine and she grinned.  “Did it turn you on to see me with your husband?”

      I choked out a no, but she only laughed.  “You’re such a bad liar.”

      I glanced over her shoulder at my husband who was now in the doorway of the kitchen.  He was staring at us, and I wondered how long he’d been there.  “Okay,” I breathed.  “So if I let him have sex with you, then what happens?  You’re just going to try and steal him from me.”

      She leaned in closer, tilting my chin so I faced her.  “We can share him, silly.  I don’t need to own him.  You shouldn’t try to own him either.  He isn’t property.”

      Her eyes moved to my lips and lingered.  “Besides.  I’d be down for sharing you too.”

      “Me?”

      Tiffany answered with a kiss.  Her soft, warm lips pressed to mine in the middle of the whole kitchen.  Cheers erupted as I kissed my first girl.  Her tongue slipped between my lips and I let it.  I let our kiss deepen, our breasts pressing tightly against one another.  She slipped a leg between mine and I couldn’t help but rock my hips, though I tried to be as subtle as possible so that no one would notice.

      I was so aroused that I was losing my head.  Succumbing to the very desires I had feared my husband would succumb to.

      Out of nowhere, a hand yanked me out of the way, and I came crashing straight into my husband’s chest.  “What’s with you tonight?” he asked, his eyes blazing.  But even the fury in his eyes couldn’t hide the hard-on that was digging into my stomach.  He liked our little show.  He could pretend all he want that he didn’t, but he couldn’t hide his body’s reaction to seeing me kiss the head cheerleader.

      “Sorry,” said Tiffany behind my back.  “That was all my fault.”

      Ethan didn’t answer her.  He took me by the shoulders and led me out of the kitchen into the nearest bedroom where he could shut the door.  Before it closed all the way, however, Tiffany burst through.

      “Get out, Tiffany.  I need to talk to my wife alone.”

      Tiffany locked the door behind her, disobeying orders like the wild card that she was.  “Why don’t you ask your wife why she wanted to kiss me?  She told me neither of you have ever fucked anyone else.  I told her that you should.  And clearly, I was right, because she started dry humping me in front of everyone.  She’s so starved for sexual experiences, and you must be too.”

      Ethan’s lips parted as he processed the information.  “Is that true?” he asked.

      I stepped into him, my hands on his chest.  “Listen.  Tiffany makes a good point.  Maybe we should have more experiences.  With other people.  That way, we don’t feel like we’re missing out.”

      “What is this?  You want to fuck other men?”

      “No,” I said shaking my head.  “I mean, not yet anyway.”

      Tiffany glanced at her nails again, as if bored by our conversation.  “Silly, she wants me to fuck you.”

      “What?”

      “Ask your wife how wet she got watching me spill that beer on you.”

      Ethan’s eyes pierced through me.  “Is that true?” he asked with a swallow.  “Did it make you wet?”

      “As much as it made you hard,” I said, pinning him with a look.

      Ethan swallowed again before crashing his lips into mine.  He slipped a hand inside my jeans roughly and probed my panties for a sign of my arousal.  His fingers sent a shudder through me, and when he found what he was looking for, he broke our kiss then brought his slick fingers to his lips.

      Tiffany smiled.  “Looks like it’s showtime,” she said.  She came up behind me so that I stood between her and my husband.  She lifted my shirt slowly above my head.  I thought about protesting, but since Ethan didn’t, I didn’t either.

      Before I knew it, I was naked with Tiffany’s hands roaming my body.  Her arms were wrapped around me.  Her lips planting little kisses on my neck, making me moan and making my skin prickle with heat.  Her hands slid up past my ribs and over my breasts.  Her fingers found my nipples and twisted them, making my knees buckle.

      Ethan removed his shirt while he watched with labored breaths.  Then he unzipped his pants and whipped out his cock, stroking it to the sight of us.

      Tiffany slipped her hand between my legs and played with my dripping wet pussy while she kissed my neck and shoulders.

      I leaned back against her body, moaning.  My husband grunted while he tugged his cock and adrenaline coursed through my veins.  Fuck.  Were we really doing this?

      

      My body quivered with an orgasm and then I turned in Tiffany’s arms, tugging at her top.  I slid it up above her head, our eyes maintaining contact the entire time.  I slid her leggings down while kissing my way down her stomach and even planting a kiss on her wet panties where her slit was.

      

      Her body shook with pleasure, her eyes closing momentarily.  Her fingers dug into my hair and held my face close.  I inhaled her sweet scent and wondered what she tasted like.

      

      Tiffany unclasped her bra and let her tits hang free.  Two perfect ripe fruits with tiny, hard nipples poking forward.  I felt my husband’s presence as he stepped up behind me.  I rolled Tiffany’s panties down her thighs while my husband’s cock rested on the top of my head.  He cupped Tiffany’s breasts and they kissed for the first time while I was on my knees between them.

      

      I felt humiliated in such a way that turned me on even more.  I didn’t know who I was anymore, but Tiffany had been right.  We needed this.  We needed to experiment. To figure out who we were outside of us.

      

      My tongue dove between Tiffany’s legs and licked up her juices.  I teased her clit by swirling and swiping across it.  My husband continued to play with her breasts while their tongues swirled and danced above me like I wasn’t even there.

      

      Only Tiffany’s soft moans acknowledged my existence.

      

      Tiffany broke their kiss and pulled my head back from her pussy.  She dropped to her knees and gripped my chin in her fingers.  Her lips met mine again and her tongue entered my mouth, hunting the taste of her own arousal.

      

      Then she turned me until I was face to face with my husband’s cock.  While she was kneeling behind me, she angled the tip to my mouth.  “I want you to get him ready to fuck me,” she whispered, brushing my hair away and tickling my neck.

      

      She pushed the tip of him past my lips and I eagerly sucked him in.  “Oh fuck,” he hissed as he watched me enter with the hot head cheerleader behind me, guiding him in.  He reached down for both of our heads, stroking the strands of our hair while I sucked him.

      

      His cock was harder than usual as it glided across my tongue.  It crept down my throat and Tiffany placed pressure on the back of my head, urging me to swallow even more of him.

      

      “That’s it,” she whispered, her breath sweeping over my skin like a summer’s breeze.  “Take him all the way in.”

      

      I choked on my husband’s huge cock, but I wanted to please her.  I liked the idea of pleasing her, no matter how degrading of a thing she might ask me to do.

      

      I nearly lost my breath completely when Tiffany pulled his cock from my mouth and stroked my hair.  “Good girl.  Now you’re going to watch him fuck me.”

      

      I caught my breath and nodded while saliva dripped down my chin.  She stood and put her hand on my husband’s chest, nudging him back toward the bed.  His ass fell against the edge and she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips.

      

      I sat like a helpless victim on my knees, watching her lower down onto him.

      

      His cock disappeared inside her, inch by inch, and I knew it was something I could never unsee.  An image I would carry with me to the bedroom each time we made love.  I would always know he fucked another woman while we were married and in front of me.

      

      He cupped her breasts and then sucked on her tits like she was a delicious dessert.  Her fingers were in his hair and her hips rocked, eager to take in more and more of him.

      

      He growled as he started to lose control and that’s when he gripped her hips and pulled her off of him.  He spun her around to the bed so that she was face down and he was behind her.  Angling her hips upward, he plowed his throbbing dick inside her ass.  The only lube was the slick arousal from her pussy.

      

      She let out a moan that sounded more ecstatic than painful and the familiar snake of jealousy wiggled in my belly.  I’d never given him anal and it seemed like it wasn’t Tiffany’s first time.

      

      Her fingers slipped between her legs while she played with her clit.  Ethan slammed his hips against her, grunting and groaning like he couldn’t resist her even for a moment.  He’d never been that rough with me or uninhibited.  In a way, I felt amazing for giving something he craved and needed.  In another way, I suddenly wanted to be the object of his cravings.

      

      After tonight, I knew I’d be asking for his rough hands on me next.

      

      Tiffany’s pussy leaked with arousal and I licked my lips.  Crawling over to them, I slid between my husband’s legs and pressed my tongue to her slit.  His balls grazed my forehead as he pumped in and out of her.  I didn’t care how degrading it might look, I just wanted to be a part of them.

      

      Tiffany’s pussy clenched around my tongue and she let out a wild moan.  Her body writhed and quivered while my husband angled his cock in deeper and pounded harder.

      

      He gave her ass a hard spank seconds before he buried in deep and held himself there, no doubt unloading into her ass.  His groans turned into deep growls as he emptied his balls.

      

      He withdrew from her ass, momentarily leaving a gaping hole.  It puckered and spilled some of his cum out.  I watched it trickle down her thigh and stretched out my tongue.  I wanted to lick it all clean and devour their mess.  The very one I had encouraged they make.

      

      I sucked and licked Tiffany’s pussy and ass until she was spotless and then she watched as I sucked my husband’s cock clean too.  I felt like an obedient little thing, ready to do anything they asked of me.

      

      Tiffany lay on her back, lifted up by her elbows with her legs crossed, staring at us with a grin.  Ethan yanked me up from the floor and held me to him.  “You are still my everything,” he whispered and my heart melted into a puddle of adoration in my chest.

      

      I leaned up on my toes and pressed a kiss to his lips which he reciprocated.  Tiffany laughed.  “Get a room, you two.  Oh…wait.”

      

      We broke our kiss to join Tiffany in a laugh, and I knew in that moment that nothing would ever be the same again.  Every game and practice would have a secret lingering within it.  Tiffany and I would always make eyes at each other the way that Ethan and I did, and Ethan would make eyes at Tiffany.

      

      But the idea of the secret and the thrill of the future was enough to make me feel whole in a way I’d been lacking since we entered college.  Maybe it was true that I could give Ethan everything he wanted without him having to cheat on me.  Maybe I could always give him girls like Tiffany.

      

      One thing was for certain, I was ready for more.
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      Lauren was my best friend in the whole world.

      “So?  How was the honeymoon?”

      It was obvious she wasn’t asking about the food or the vacation.  She wasn’t asking if my new husband, Bobby, was especially romantic.  She wanted to know about the sex.  She was wondering if it was good and more specifically, if he was good.

      Now, she’d already have that information if I had been most women.  If I’d been the type of woman to have lots of casual sex before getting married, but I hadn’t been that type of woman.  No, I was the type of woman who’d been saving myself until marriage.

      I was a virgin until I tied the knot.  My honeymoon with Bobby was my first time.

      So naturally, Lauren – who knew good and well that I’d never had sex before – was very, very curious as to how the night went.  She was very curious about whether or not it was good and whether or not I enjoyed myself.

      Perhaps she planned on giving me a few pointers, too.

      I twirled my hair around my finger and avoided eye contact.  Sex was still new to me and this was going to be the most awkward conversation of my life.

      Lauren and I were sitting on my living room sofa and my honeymoon felt like a thousand years away even though we’d just come back home the day before.

      I thought back to how it felt as Bobby climbed over me while I was lying in bed.  I thought about how his thick muscles had flexed as he prepared to take my body and claim it for himself.

      I thought about how his coal eyes seared his mark into my skin.  How his dark hair smelled as he kissed his way down my body.  I thought back to how gentle he was and how nervous I was.

      But I knew it was bound to hurt a little, no matter how gentle he’d been.  After all, he was big, and it was something I didn’t know about him until that night.

      But, when I thought about the flashes of heat that filled my body as he covered my naked body in his kisses, I still couldn’t keep myself from smiling.

      I couldn’t keep from blushing as I remembered the electric feeling of Bobby sucking on my perky nipples as his fingers slid in and out of my wet pussy, preparing me to take his massive, veiny cock for the first time.

      I hadn’t said a word about it yet to Lauren, but she was already smiling along with me.  She knew me all too well.  She could read me like a book.

      “He must’ve been something amazing,” she said, placing her hand on my knee and grinning.  “Nicole, you know I’m going to need all of the sexy details.  Seriously, don’t leave anything out.  I want to hear it all.”

      Lauren’s gentle touch on my knee stirred something inside me, now that I was no longer a virgin.  I felt a little like a sex addict, wishing her hand would slide up further on my thigh and brush just under my skirt.

      I wanted to feel her fingers dare to climb farther.  Maybe for her to pause with uncertainty before I told her to keep going.  But I knew that was wrong.  I wasn’t a lesbian and she was my best friend.  Lauren and I practically grew up together.  Not to mention, I was married now.  What would Bobby think about all of this?

      He'd probably think it was hot, I told myself.  Hell, even I think it’s hot.

      But still, her soft fingers drummed against my skin and sent a shiver through me that made it hard to focus.  I swallowed, realizing my mouth had gone dry, as I tried to feed her some innocent little details about my honeymoon.

      I couldn’t tell her everything, even if that’s what she had asked for.  Because it would only turn her on.  And then what?  What good would that do?

      “It was good,” I finally said.  “It was really good.”

      “That’s it?” she said, laughing.  She pulled her hand back, leaving me with an emptiness I didn’t understand.  Why did I crave her touch so much, especially now after having hot sex with my new husband all week long?  “You can do better than that,” she added.  “I told you.  I want details.  I want everything.  Stop holding out.  We’re besties.”

      “I don’t know what to say,” I replied, tucking a strand of my dark hair behind my ear to pull it out of my face.  I was stalling.  I was hoping she’d let me off the hook.  “I can’t describe it.”

      “He must’ve been magical then,” she teased, her green eyes sparkling.  “A real spiritual experience.  Come on, Nicole.  There’s no way I’m buying it.  Tell me what he did to you?  Step by step.”

      I saw Lauren differently now.  I’d always known she was beautiful with a perfect figure and long, flowing blond locks.  But now I noticed how desirable she was.  She was stunning.  Gorgeous.  And she was dripping with sexuality.

      She must’ve been every man’s dream – and possibly every woman’s too.  I couldn’t help but notice her full breasts in her tight black v-neck shirt.  It stretched over the fullness of them and the neckline dipped down enough to showcase smooth, round cleavage.

      I wondered what it would feel like to run my tongue between her breasts.  Would she pant beneath me?  I hoped she would.  She seemed like a panter.

      I couldn’t help but notice how soft and smooth her skin looked, or how it pinked a little when she was embarrassed or hot.

      I couldn’t stop noticing her full lips and wondering how they’d feel wrapped tightly around my nipples while she sucked on them while I ran my fingers through her hair.  I felt myself getting wet the longer I sat beside her.  I shifted in my seat awkwardly.

      “Well,” I said, trying to distract myself from my dark, forbidden thoughts.  “He’s big, you know?  And veiny.  And it hurt like hell.  Seriously, it was more pain than I’d ever imagined.”

      “So, it hurt until it didn’t?” she asked.

      I nodded and blushed.  “Something like that,” I said.

      “Was he rough or gentle?”

      “Gentle,” I said.  “He was very tender and slow until he wasn’t.”

      We both laughed and I realized I’d never felt closer to Lauren than I did right now.  Maybe opening up about my sexual experience with her was a good thing after all.  But it made my body flush with heat and desire.

      I worried soon I might make a move on her, even though that was crazy.  I knew it was crazy.  So why did I want to so badly?

      Lauren moved a hand to my side and it made me jump.  She brushed her thumb along my ribs and asked, “Did he play with your nipples?  While he fucked you, I mean?  Did he suck on them?  And how did it feel?”

      I swallowed, trying to make room for the words to escape, as chills crawling over my skin.  But my breath was ragged and the words didn’t want to leave my chest.  Eventually, I mumbled a yes and

      Lauren smiled.  She dropped her hand and placed it on my upper thigh, above my skirt.  Oh, how I wished it was under it instead.  “Did you ride him or let him take you from behind?”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat again and shook my head.  Those things still seemed out of my reach.  I needed more confidence first.

      “Don’t worry,” she said. “You will.  The more sex you have, the more things you’ll want to explore.  It’ll keep things interesting, so that it always feels as exciting as your first time.”

      “I hope so,” I told her.  “I know Bobby would like it if I changed it up.  He’d been having sex for years before he met me.  I still can’t believe he waited for me to marry him.  I kept waiting for him to bolt.”

      “Of course, Bobby will want to change it up every now and then,” she said, flipping her hair back behind her shoulder.  Her soft neck was exposed and I wanted to kiss it, starting at her earlobe.  “Every guy likes to fuck his woman from behind.”

      She leaned in closer until her breath rolled gently against my cheek.  “To thrust his cock in nice and deep.”

      My eyes locked onto hers and for a moment I dared myself to kiss her.  To press my lips to hers and let my tongue taste hers.  My body craved it desperately, but I knew that wasn’t what this was about.

      I knew I’d be risking my friendships with her forever.  But my body felt like it was on fire from her words and her touch alone.

      I could only imagine what it would feel like to actually sleep with her.  I was only just now realizing how sensual of a girl Lauren really was.  And then, with her next words, she made my blood run cold.

      “Of course, now that you’re married, I’m going to have to steal him from you.”

      I did a double take, and studied her face.  She was smiling, but her eyes were dead serious, and this was the one thing I knew to be true about Lauren.  It was something I’d forgotten about when I agreed to marry Bobby.

      Lauren was always single, and she loved to play the field.  But she never chased single men.  She didn’t even chase men with girlfriends.  No, the type of man she chased were married men, with wives like me.

      She’d been that way since she was eighteen years old.  I suddenly felt so stupid for not realizing that I wouldn’t be any different to her.  For not realizing that Bobby wouldn’t be any more off limits than any other man.  In fact, it probably made her want him even more.  The stakes were higher and he’d be a challenge.

      “Good luck,” I teased her, hoping to sway her away from the idea.  Would she really try to steal the husband of her best friend?  And what would happen if she succeeded?  “After this weekend, he’s probably even more in love with me than ever before.”

      “I don’t doubt that,” she said, smiling with one side of her mouth.  “But that doesn’t mean I can’t get him to lose his head for an hour or two.  Men don’t always think with their brains, if you know what I mean.”

      I knew all too well what she meant.  And I had no doubt that Lauren could get Bobby to lose his head.  Even I was starting to lose my head around her.  She was just that beautiful.

      My body trembled at the thought, both because it was terrifying and exciting to imagine her with Bobby.

      “I don’t know,” I said, teasing her further.  I knew I was playing a dangerous game.  “I don’t think anything would sway him.”

      She raised her brow and tilted her head.  “Nicole…is that a dare?”

      “What?  Don’t be ridiculous,” I said.

      My adrenaline was buzzing through my veins.  Would she really take it up as a challenge to go after my new husband?  I wouldn’t put it past her.

      I’d seen her with countless married men before.  It seemed they preferred her as much as she preferred them.  There was something alluring about Lauren as a homewrecker.  Even I felt it.  It was utterly undeniable.

      “I guess you’ll never know for certain.  Will you?” she said.  “Maybe I’ll go after him or maybe I won’t.  But you’ll have to spend every day wondering if I ever did, or if I ever will.”  She grinned.  “That would just torture you, wouldn’t it?”

      It would torture me, but not in the way that she thought.

      My eyes were wide as saucers as my thighs clenched together.  The terror and the excitement were all too much.  It was beginning to feel like some twisted rite of passage to share Bobby with my best friend.

      As if now I had really joined the married world by having a man that Lauren wanted to go after.  Pride swelled in my chest.  She wanted Bobby.  Bobby was just as desirable to her as any other husband.  I couldn’t not feel proud of that.

      “Of course,” she said, leaning into me.  “There will always be the scent.”

      “The scent?”  My heart raced with anticipation.

      “My scent,” she said.  “You’ll know when you kiss him.  Or when you suck his cock.  You’ll faintly smell that maybe I’d been there first.  You won’t be able to look at him the same way again.  So maybe, in a way, you’d know.  You’d know that he had been inside me.  That he’d filled me with his cum.  You’ll wonder if he got me pregnant, and if I do get pregnant, you’ll wonder if it was his.”

      I brushed off her wild ideas, but they had my head spinning.  Would that really be true?  Would I be able to smell her on him?  I quickly took note of her perfume.  Rose petals.  If I ever smelled rose petals on Bobby’s skin, then I’d know.  I’d know he’d been inside of her.

      That was only the beginning of my upcoming torture.  For weeks I started scrutinizing Bobby’s scent every night that I came home from work.  Bobby was unfortunately off work by three every afternoon whereas I worked until seven.  There was plenty of time for Lauren to make a sexy visit.  There was more than enough time for her to seduce him when I wasn’t there.

      Bobby began to notice my strange behavior.  One night, when he embraced me in his arms, he caught me smelling his neck and his shirt.  I’d become wild with the need to know if he’d slept with my best friend.

      “Is everything okay?” he asked.  “Do I smell?  Do I need to take a shower or something?  You’re sniffing me a lot.  Like a dog,” he laughed.

      “Everything’s fine,” I lied.  But the truth was that Lauren’s remarks had been driving me crazy.

      I came home every night wondering if she’d been with him.  I wondered if I’d really find the answer just from smelling him.

      But I was starting to lose my mind, and Bobby was witnessing the unraveling.  I decided I need to give it up.  To trust the both of them, even if it meant feeling a tinge of disappointment.

      Some fucked up part of me wanted to know he’d succumbed to his desires and screwed my best friend.  Some dark, twisted, thrill-seeking part of me wanted to even catch them in the act.  To watch him slide his monstrous cock inside of her.  To know that I’d lost and Lauren had won.

      But the last thing I wanted was to ruin my marriage. I had to put away my strange fantasies and my twisted imagination.

      The next time I spoke to Lauren, I confessed to her about the effect on me.  She’d called me one afternoon when I’d ended work early.  “Want to meet up?” she asked.  “I’m on the way to your house right now.  You better hope Bobby isn’t there.”  She giggled and my gut twisted.  With jealousy.  With desire.

      I suddenly burst into a fit of laughter.  “I hope he is,” I joked.  “Do you know what?  Our conversation has been slowly driving me insane.  I’ve come home every night to sniff my husband.  And the worst part is that he’s catching on.  He’s wondering what the hell is wrong with me.”

      “Oh really?” she asked, and I could hear her smiling on the other line.  “Does that mean you want me to do it?  Because it kind of sounds like you do.”

      “Of course not,” I lied.  “I’m married.  I don’t want you to steal my new husband.  I was just making sure you hadn’t already.”

      “Mmhmm,” she said as if she didn’t believe me.  “Your panties are probably wet right now just thinking about it.”

      It was true, they were.  But I wasn’t going to tell her that.  “I’ll meet you at my place in ten,” I told her.

      “For kicks,” she said, “why don’t you sneak around the back way?  Maybe I’ll have your husband wrapped around my finger by then.  You can witness me stealing him firsthand.”

      My mouth was agape as I tried to form a response.  “Sure,” I said.  “For kicks.  So, I can see you fail to seduce him.”

      “Maybe we should make a little wager,” she said.  “Loser buys the winner a few drinks.  Once I seduce Bobby, you’re going to want to get so drunk so that you can forget the whole thing.”

      I exhaled.  “You’re on,” I said, surprised at my own willingness to play along.

      “See you soon, Nicole,” she said with a deep, sultry voice.  And then the phone clicked to silence.
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      My fingers clutched the steering wheel like my life depended on it.  I could hear my heart beating in my ears, pounding like a drum.  I was numb and my body felt electric at the same time.

      I turned the last corner before reaching home and it felt like it was moving in slow motion.  There was Lauren’s red sedan in the driveway at three in the afternoon.

      A gentle thrumming moved through my veins.  I parked on the street and quietly snuck into the backyard, carefully peeking through the windows.  She was here.  Now, I just had to find them.

      I immediately recognized Lauren in her blue sundress in the kitchen.  Bobby was leaning in his pressed suit against a counter across the room from her.  But his eyes were fixed on one thing and one thing only.  Her perfectly round ass.

      She’d bent down to remove her black heels.  She walked with bare feet toward my new husband and twirled before him, her dress flaring out at the hips.

      I wondered what their conversation had been about.  What had required her to remove her shoes and do a little twirl?  But I knew it didn’t matter.  All that mattered was the way their eyes lit up at each other as her body came closer to his.

      There was a palpable energy between them.  One I now recognized as sexual tension.

      Bobby’s jaw clenched as he stared at my friend’s delicious curves.  Even I was licking my lips as I stared in at her.

      She came within inches of him, flicking her gaze up into his.  She slowly leaned up on her tip-toes, her lips coming closer, but Bobby turned his head.

      Good, I thought, but at the same time I felt cold disappointment.  I wanted to see them kiss.  I wanted to see him cheat.

      Most of all, I wanted to see her win like she always did.  Even if I told her I wanted her to lose.

      But my desires were quickly realized and my fears ignited.  Bobby turned back to her, cupped her face in his hands, and pressed his lips to hers.

      My gut twisted with regret all while my panties became wetter.  It was incredibly hot to watch him claim her and to know that her seduction techniques had worked.

      It had turned Bobby into the simplest of men, filled with a primal need to own and dominate.  To take a woman without regard to the consequences.  To sow his seed.

      But I was smiling at the realization that it was Lauren who was in control.  It was always her pulling the strings.

      Bobby’s hands gripped Lauren’s waist and slowly slid up her back.  His thick fingers pulled at tied straps of her halter top.  He untied it and then pulled his head back, keeping his forehead pressed to hers.

      He swallowed and clenched his jaw.  I could feel his hesitance.  I could feel his desire mixed with his fear to fulfill it.

      He knew he’d be cheating on me.  He knew he couldn’t take it back.

      And perhaps it made it that much more powerful, knowing that he wasn’t mindless in his decision.  He was weighing his options and his cock was winning.

      Lauren cupped his face, assuring him – I guessed – that it would be their secret and that I would never know.

      Lauren must’ve been one damn good liar, because his eyes softened and soon his fingers released the top of her dress.  I watched it fall around her waist, revealing her gorgeous full breasts.  Full and proudly on display.  Her nipples puckered as he slowly ran his knuckles across them.

      Lauren arched her back, pressing her stomach into his.  I could tell by the way she looked at him that she’d felt the full length of him pressing against her abdomen.

      He was huge, and she was about to find out for herself just how big he was.

      That is, if I let it continue.  But I couldn’t find my will to end it.  In fact, I found myself ducking just under the window out of breath.

      With my back pressed to the outer wall and my ass on the ground, I spread my legs and slipped my fingers under my work skirt until they pressed against my wet panties.  I traced my slit through the cotton and turned my head to watch the two of them continue.

      Bobby picked Lauren up by the waist and propped her onto the kitchen island.  I imagined what that cold marble must’ve felt like against her ass as I felt the dirty ground touch mine.

      Bobby lifted her dress up to her waist and pulled her black thong down her legs.  He dropped to his knees and spread her thighs apart.

      I gasped as I saw his tongue glide up and down her perfect wet slit.  She was perfectly shaved, and even from the window I could see how wet she was.

      Bobby devoured her pussy like his life depended on it.  Lauren ran her fingers through his hair and rocked her hips against him.  I felt a hint of envy.  I wanted to be the one to taste her.

      And then I began to wonder if this was another scent that would linger.  Would I taste her on his tongue next time Bobby kissed me?  Would his cock feel different inside me after it’d been inside her?

      The thought of it excited me, even though I knew it would mean sex with Bobby would never be the same again.  Still, nothing was more invigorating than knowing my best friend would always be there – in scent if nothing else – when Bobby fucked me.

      Lauren arched her back and moaned so loudly I could hear it through the walls.  Her body shook when she came, her breasts swaying as she quivered on the kitchen island.  Bobby pulled his head back and wiped his mouth before standing up between her legs and kissing her long and hard.  She kissed him hard right back.

      Lauren unfastened his pants and slid off the counter, dropping to her knees on the floor.  Bobby removed his suit jacket and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his thick, corded muscles.  By the time he’d finished undressing his top half, Lauren already had his cock out and her lips parted.

      I slid my fingers inside my panties, eager to touch my own burning flesh as I watched them.  My clit sparked as my fingers grazed it, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning.  My body was on fire, consumed by the passion that Lauren and my husband were sharing.

      Lauren wrapped her lips around the head of Bobby’s cock and sucked her cheeks in.  Bobby groaned as his cock slipped further in, no doubt hitting the back of her throat.

      Even in all of our days of fucking, I hadn’t gone down on him yet.  He hadn’t asked me to and I wasn’t sure how.  Though after this brilliant display by Lauren, something told me I’d have the confidence to know how in the future.

      She sucked, gagged, and choked on his cock, and I started to realize how different he was with her.  He was forceful. Rough.  Animalistic.  Needy.

      He craved her body as much as he hated himself for it.  As much as he hated his cock for feeling so damn good inside her mouth.

      I knew by his expression that he was wondering how much better it would feel somewhere else…deep inside her body.

      My fingers slipped inside my pussy, aching to be filled.  But my fingers couldn’t do what Bobby’s cock could.  And I knew I’d be completely filled with jealousy if I had to watch Bobby fill my best friend’s pussy instead.

      But still, I couldn’t find the will to stop it.  My curiosity grew.  How far would they go?  Would he really slide his cock into another girl’s pussy? And not just any girl…but my best friend.  After all, we were just married.

      My answers would soon come, and they would both torment and please me at the same time.  Bobby, unable to hold back any longer let out a groan and pulled his cock free in time for his cum to soak Lauren’s face.  She held open her mouth, stretching out her tongue, eager to taste every drop of his seed.  I tensed at the sight of him marking her like that, and I wondered if I’d ever be able to look at her the same.

      When he was done, Bobby handed her a hand towel to wipe her face.  I wondered if I would smell his cum mixed with her rose scent on that towel forever.  I couldn’t imagine how I wouldn’t.

      She tossed it to the side and stood up, hoisting herself back up to the kitchen island.  She spread her legs and slipped her fingers between them, and Bobby was practically drooling at the sight of her pussy.

      However, it turned out he wanted something completely different from Lauren.

      He gripped her hips and pulled her off the island, spinning her around and bending her over the counter.  Her bare tits were pressed against the marble as Bobby slapped her ass so loud the neighbors could probably have heard it.

      I had three fingers shoved deep inside me as I waited for his next move.  That’s when Lauren turned her head to the side and saw me peeking through the corner of the window.

      She smiled and winked in my direction, but I felt like a rabbit in the headlights.  Frozen with the fear of being caught watching.

      That didn’t stop my fingers though. The worked in and out of my pussy desperately seeking out the orgasm I knew I was on the brink of.

      My body began to shake, but my climax was stubborn.  My body seemed to be waiting for something more before it would unleash its pleasure.

      Bobby spat on Lauren’s ass and rubbed his shaft between her cheeks.  I raised my brow, desperately curious to know what was coming next.  And then I gawked and gasped as I saw him angle the tip of his cock toward her ass and slowly push in.

      Lauren’s face twisted with pleasure and pain as he pushed himself in further.  Her fingers were between her legs, playing with her clit as Bobby’s cock disappeared inside her ass.

      I couldn’t begin to imagine what it felt like, and I was more jealous than I thought at the sight of them.  So I licked my index finger of my free hand and circled my asshole with it while I played with my clit.

      My body came alive in ways I didn’t know were possible.  I slipped my finger inside my asshole as Bobby pushed the full length of his cock inside Lauren’s.

      He gripped her hips, pulled back and slammed into her.  I worked my fingers in and out of my ass and pussy to the same rhythm of Bobby fucking Lauren.  And before I knew it, I was pressing my forehead to the outer wall and cursing under my breath as my body erupted into white, hot ecstasy.

      Fuck, fuck, I breathed as the most intense climax tore through me.  It tested the very limits of my flesh, and still, I somehow managed to open one eye and watch Bobby pound Lauren over the kitchen island.

      It was just as I was coming down that their orgasms were starting.

      Bobby fucked Lauren like he both hated her and loved her.  And Lauren came as if she was queen of the world, knowing that both Bobby and I would now be wrapped around her little finger.

      Bobby pulled free from her and I could see his cum spill from her ass and down her thigh.  He tossed her another towel and dressed himself.

      He walked away, running his hand through his hair, conflicted about what he’d done.  But I was smiling.  If only he knew I was smiling so fucking wide.

      Lauren cleaned herself and straightened her clothes.  Then she texted me to come home.  I tip toed around to the front of the house and slipped into my car.  I pulled it into the garage, pretending like I hadn’t seen a thing.

      I walked into the house, my cheeks still burning from what I’d witnessed.  But Bobby was so distracted by his guilt that he didn’t seem to notice.  “Honey!  You’re home early,” he said, wrapping me in his arms.  And then it hit me.  The scent of roses on his neck.

      I clung tightly to him, inhaling the mixed scent of both of them.  She was right.  I could smell her on him.  Rose petals and her arousal smeared across his cheeks.

      “Welcome home,” said Lauren, walking up beside Bobby and making him tense.  “Ready to take me out to dinner?”

      “You two are going out?” asked Bobby.

      “Yeah,” I told him.  “I owe Lauren a dinner for a bet we made.”

      “What kind of bet?” he asked.

      “Oh, just a girly bet. You wouldn’t get it,” I teased him.

      He raised his brow but he didn’t argue.  He was probably just relieved to think I didn’t suspect a thing between them.  Little did he know, I watched the entire thing and touched myself while they enjoyed each other’s bodies.

      Lauren followed me back out to my car and slipped into the passenger seat.  “You little perv,” she teased.  “I saw you watching us.”

      “What can I say?  I was curious.”

      “You know what curiosity did to the cat, don’t you?” she teased.

      “Yeah, well,” I said.  “I’m not dead.  In fact, I’ve never felt more alive.”

      Lauren reached across my lap and took my hand in hers.  “Just you wait,” she said.  “This is only the beginning.”
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      We were nearly there.  Our gorgeous cabin lay just up the road, surrounded by breathtaking views of a winter’s landscape.  My husband and I visited every year.  We drank some wine or cider, sat naked in the hot tub, and enjoyed the break from the rest of our typically mundane lives.

      This year felt like it would be different.  I was sure of it.  The feeling of hope and excitement buzzed through my veins.  This year would be an especially spectacular vacation.  We needed it more than ever.  Our jobs had been rough lately, filled with long hours that left us hardly any room for our private lives.

      Our time in the bedroom lately had only been for sleeping and not much else.  I was ready to let my husband pound me into the next century and make me scream his name like I had when we were younger.  I thought about those times of youth when our bodies were in their primes and we had fewer obligations and fewer worries.

      Despite our annual vacations, we’d lost that spark, and I was hoping – perhaps naively – that this year we’d get it back.  I glanced at my husband.  His blond hair was slicked back and his eyes sparkled with the same hope and excitement that I felt rumbling in my chest.  I could feel it.  The second we got to the cabin, we’d be tearing each other’s clothes off.  I was hot and ready just thinking about it.

      It was snowing hard outside and I could barely see a thing.  Ed was beside me in the passenger seat, scrolling through the phone he’d pulled out of his puffy black coat.  “It seems like we’ve lost reception.”

      I couldn’t help but smile.  “That means we’re close,” I said.

      I placed a hand on his knee over his dark jeans and squeezed.  My fingers itched to trail upward toward his thick shaft.  I wondered if it was hard for me already or if I was the only one ready to go.  My mouth could already taste him on my tongue.  The salty sweet taste of my husband’s skin.

      A figure appeared through the falling snow and I slammed on my breaks, careful not to run us off the road.  The car skidded then came to a stop, but my heart was still barreling forward.  I was a good driver, but that was a close one.  All thoughts of arousal halted in place of a desire to feel safe.  I wasn’t sure what I saw, but it looked like a person, which meant one of us would have to get out and take a look.

      “What is it, Jenna?” Ed asked.

      “I thought I saw a woman.”

      “Really?  The snow is really coming down.  I can’t imagine there’d be a woman out here in this.  Are you sure it wasn’t an animal?  It was probably just a deer.”

      I shook my head and then pulled the car safely off the road.  It was only then that my headlights shone on the back of a grey sedan.  I could barely make out the grey car through the falling snow.

      I stepped out, pulling my jacket hood over my head, and headed to the car.  The hood was popped and a woman was hunched under it, trying to figure out what was wrong.  Unfortunately, she didn’t look like she knew anything about cars.  I thought about how I’d feel in this situation.  I also didn’t know a lot about cars and it would be terrifying to be out in this storm all alone with no reception.

      But surely, she had a husband or something, right?

      “You need any help?” I asked, hoping to hear that she didn’t.  It wasn’t that I wasn’t a generous person, it was just that I was itching to get my vacation started with my husband.  I was itching to rekindle some of that lost fire.

      She looked up, her emerald eyes shining below thick, dark bangs.  She looked embarrassed and apologetic.  She didn’t need to be either of those things.  Her sad eyes stirred a sense of guilt in me that made me want to help despite my body’s desire to leave her high and dry and get back to my vacation.

      “I don’t know what’s wrong with it,” she said.  “And there’s no reception out here.”

      My husband had traipsed up beside me, his large presence looming over me.  “Is everything okay?”

      I shook my head.  “Her car broke down and there’s no reception.  I’m guessing she’s out here all alone.”

      “I am,” she said, her tone apologetic.  “I come out here all the time, but I’ve never had my car break down before.”

      Ed glanced between her and me before offering up a solution.  “Our cabin is just up the road.  Why don’t you come back with us? You can use the landline to call a tow company.”

      The dark-haired woman stood up.  It wasn’t until then that I realized just how perfect her figure was.  Intimidatingly so.  Her puffy coat clung to her frame and her jeans hugged her curvy hips.  She looked like she came out of a magazine and the last thing I wanted to do was bring her back to our cabin.  But what I could do?  Say no and leave he stranded out here in the blizzard?

      “I don’t want to put you guys out,” she added.

      I wanted to agree and leave her there, but my conscience wouldn’t let me.  I could get mad about it later, but right now she needed help.  Even if I’d been willing to leave her out in the snow, Ed wouldn’t.  I married a perfect gentleman and he’d insist.  Fortunately for the girl, he wouldn’t have to.  I’d insist on my own.

      “No, it’s fine.  You should come,” I said.

      “It would be a huge help,” she said.

      Ed pulled his jacket hood up high over his head.  His blond hair was already soaked from root to end.  “Then say no more.”

      The three of us climbed back into our car and out of the gloomy weather.  Ed made small talk with the stranger while I drove us toward the cabin.

      “I’m Ed,” he said, leaning toward the backseat to shake the strange woman’s hand.

      “Mia,” she said.  Something fluttered in my chest.  Mia had always been one of my favorite names, and it fit her beauty perfectly.

      I met her gaze through the rearview.  “My name is Jenna,” I said, smiling.

      “Good to meet you guys.  I really appreciate the help.  I was starting to freeze my tush off,” she giggled.  I wasn’t sure why my brain immediately tried to picture her ‘tush.’

      “Of course,” said Ed.

      I smiled.  Ed had a heart of gold.  He really was the type to help anyone under any circumstances.  He wasn’t a pushover, but he was always there for others and it was one of the reasons I loved him so much.

      I just hoped helping Mia out wouldn’t impede on our vacation.  My plans of dropping to my knees and taking my husband in my mouth until he moaned my name seemed farther away than ever.  There would be no time for something like that with another person in the house. Much less with another person as beautiful and helpless as Mia.

      When we finally reached the cabin, the snow melted off us and left puddles on the floor.  I pointed Mia toward the kitchen on the left.  “The landline is in there.  Feel free to call whoever you need to.”  I didn’t want to sound like I was trying to get rid of her already, but in a way, I was.  She was the only thing standing in the way of rekindling what I’d lost with my husband.

      Mia nodded.  “Thanks a bunch.  I’ll only be a minute.”

      Out of nowhere, Ed gripped Mia’s wrist and a jolt of jealousy shot through me.  “No need to rush.  Why don’t you go clean up first?  We have an extra shower you can use.”  He reached for her coat and helped her slide it off her slender arms.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down easily.  Did he really just offer her our shower?  I knew he had a heart of gold, but certainly this was too much.  Letting a strange girl shower in our vacation cabin?

      I tried to hide my disappointment.

      “I couldn’t.  You guys are already doing so much for me.”  Mia looked like she genuinely didn’t want to impose and it made me feel sorry for her.  I didn’t want to feel sorry for her, but I couldn’t help it.  She was so beautifully helpless and she looked like she was freezing.  I imagined a nice, hot shower could do her some good.

      “It’s no bother,” Ed reiterated.  I wanted to protest.  It was very much a bother, but only to me apparently.  And yet, I couldn’t very well tell her she had to freeze her ‘tush’ off while waiting for a ride that could take hours to get here.

      Mia glanced at me over her shoulder and I reluctantly nodded.  I couldn’t believe I was giving in, but what could I do?  Say no?  “Like my husband said.  It’s not a bother.  Go clean yourself up.  Take a nice, hot shower.”  My mind immediately shot to an image of her in the shower with water cascading down her perfectly toned body.

      My mouth salivated and I was wet between my thighs.

      Mia smiled at me and I could’ve sworn that my knees weakened.  The only people who have had that effect on me were usually men.  The fact that she made me feel this way made me uncomfortable and confused.  But more than that, it made me curious.

      Mia took the stairs up to the bathroom, dragging water with her.  I turned to Ed, wondering what he’s been thinking when he offered her our shower.  “She could’ve called someone first, you know.  And then taken a shower.”

      He scoffed at me.  “So they could show up while she was undressed?”  The image of Mia naked flashed in my mind again and a tingle of excitement ran through my body.  “Then she’d either miss them or have to rush to get her clothes on.”

      “We’re in the middle of nowhere.  I’m sure no one will show up for hours.  Between the distance and the snow, it’s going to take someone a good while to reach us.  Maybe even longer to tow her car.”

      Ed shrugged.  “Maybe so, but you never know.  It’s better to let her clean up first to be safe.”  He headed for the stairs.  “I’ll be in the master bath getting clean myself.”

      I smirked.  Now was my chance to start our vacation.  “Maybe I’ll join you.”

      Ed frowned, dashing my hopes of getting started early.  “Not while we have company.”

      I groaned.  “She’s not company.  She’s a guy with a broken-down car.”

      “The point is that she’s in our home.  Unless you want her walking in us while we’re screwing.”

      My body was responding in all kinds of strange ways.  Why did the thought of her walking in on us send a thrill through me?  Why did the thought of her joining us send an even bigger thrill through me? I shook the thoughts from my head.  “No, of course not.”

      “If you want to clean up then you can shower when she’s done or when I’m done.  Whoever finishes first.”

      I sighed and ran a hand through my wet hair while my husband climbed the stairs.  After a few minutes alone, I decided to bring our luggage up to the bedroom at the very least.  I could start unpacking and find a comfortable outfit to snuggle into after I cleaned off.

      But getting to the bedroom meant passing the guest bathroom door which Mia had inconveniently left cracked.  Why she hadn’t shut the door or locked it was beyond me.  Did she want to be seen?  And if so, by who?  Me or my husband?  The thought occurred to me that this whole thing could be a trap.  Maybe she wanted to seduce my husband and rob us blind.  Maybe she didn’t really need any help at all.

      But I knew my fears were unfounded.  She looked so apologetic and helpless downstairs that I doubted she was scamming us.

      I slowed down outside the bathroom and peeked through the crack like a perv.  I could see the outline of her naked body through the frosted glass door.  I wondered if my husband had seen her too when he’d passed by.  Would he have looked out of curiosity like I was?

      Suddenly, the door slid open and I could see everything.  Mia had curves for days, her full breasts hanging above a taut stomach and hips that sloped nicely into a pair of long legs.  Her pussy was shaved and dripping with beads of water – and maybe something else.

      She looked like she might’ve been wet from something more than just water, but I couldn’t be sure.  Mia’s eyes were focused on her towel as she wrapped it around herself.  I knew I should’ve moved, but I was frozen in place, still in shock by her gorgeous body.

      Her gaze lifted and caught me standing there.  I waited for her to yell or at least close the door, but she didn’t.  Instead, she smiled.  She actually smiled.  “Do you like what you see?”

      I pretended to cough and then fled the scene immediately.  I couldn’t believe I stared at her long enough for her to catch me.  What was wrong with me?

      And why did she ask me if I liked what I saw?  Was she joking?  Was she flirting?  I didn’t know anything about Mia, much less her sexuality.  But I knew mine.  At least, I thought I did.

      I’d never questioned being straight before.  But Mia had me wanting to open up my relationship and invite her into it.

      I rushed and put the suitcases on the bed while shrugging off my coat.  My thighs felt wet all of a sudden and it was then that I realized just how turned on I was.  Looking at Mia’s body alone was enough to turn up the heat.

      I couldn’t help but wonder what her body would look like laying back underneath my husband’s.  I heard my husband’s body shift in the bath and knew I was safe to explore my dirty thoughts.  I unzipped my wet jeans and slid a hand inside.

      I laid back in my bed and teased my clit while I thought about the two of them together.  I teased and teased until I came right then and there.

      Then the shame of my filthy thoughts washed over me.
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      When my husband was done with the bathroom, I stepped in to take a hot, steaming shower of my own.  By the time I was done and dressed, Mia and Ed had met downstairs and were hanging out alone.  A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of them having some time without my prying eyes.

      When I joined them, they were sipping on mugs of hot coffee, looking into each other’s eyes while making more small talk.

      I both liked and didn’t like that Ed was getting to know her.  She was still a stranger and I planned on keeping her that way.  At least, I thought I did.

      “When will the tow company being show up?”  I asked the question shamelessly.

      Ed frowned at me as if he were disappointed with me.  “Not until tomorrow.  The weather is making things difficult.”

      I glanced out the window toward the road.  It was snowing enough to trap us in the place, but I didn’t want to give in.  I was starting to worry about what would happen if we let Mia stay.  I wasn’t just worried about my husband.  I was worried about myself too.  It was clear Mia didn’t mind being stared at naked, and she was gorgeous.  What else would she be down for?

      The thought was too scary to entertain.  “It’s just a little snow.”

      “Oh relax, Jenna,” Ed said, setting down his mug.  “We have plenty of room for her to stay.  There’s no need to rush her off just yet.”

      Mia looked at me with a smirk.  I wondered if she’d told my husband I’d caught her stepping in the shower.  I wondered if she told him about me staring at her body long enough for her to notice.

      “I can go sleep in my car,” Mia said, biting down her smile.  She knew my husband wouldn’t let her do that and the realization hit me like a train.  She was officially playing some kind of game, and I needed to know what it was and why she was playing it.  “I don’t want to impose.”

      “Stop with that nonsense.”  Ed waved his hand.  “You’re not imposing.”

      Seemingly out of nowhere, Ed began taking off his clothes and I panicked until I saw his swim trunks underneath.  Even then, I didn’t like that Mia had such a view of my husband.

      “I’m getting in the hot tub.  You two are welcome to join me.”  I scoffed.  Of course, he’d invite Mia to join.  Two girls at the same time was every man’s fantasy, after all.

      Mia frowned.  “I would, but I don’t have my swimsuit.”

      I smiled internally.  Good.  Like hell was this deliciously sexy woman about to sit in a hot tub with my husband.  But then why was my body thrumming at the thought?

      Ed’s brows pinched together in a frown.  Then his expression shifted drastically until he was smirking.  “We could all go skinny dipping.  Being a little reckless might be fun.”

      My eyes nearly bulged out of my head.  Had he really suggested such a thing?  “You want to skinny dip with a total stranger?”  I turned to Mia and added, “No offense.”

      “She’s not a stranger.  I’ve been getting to know her over the past hour.”

      “So that’s all it takes for you to get naked around her?  A little getting to know you period?  Tell me, have you gotten naked around all of our neighbors back home? Because you arguably know them a lot better than her.”  I glanced at Mia and again added, “No offense.”

      But Mia was only smiling.

      Ed rolled his eyes.  “It’s not like we’ll be sleeping together.  Getting naked around someone and sleeping with them are two completely different things.”

      I sighed.  They didn’t feel that different to me.  That’s why I felt so guilty having stared at Mia’s naked body.  It felt like I’d done something dirty and wrong.  Something so filthy the shame aroused something deep and dark in me.  Something I both wanted to explore and shove back down at the same time.

      “It’s fine,” said Mia, placing her palms on the table.  “I don’t want to get in the middle of the two of you.  My car broke down and you helped me.  I’m very grateful.  I can just watch television or something while I wait.  Just being warm is plenty enough.  I don’t need anything else.”

      “You’re not getting in the middle of us.  It’s not like my husband was going to sleep with you just because you got naked.”  But I wasn’t completely sure I believed my own words.  One look at Mia’s body and I had wanted to sleep with her.  In fact, I’d touched myself to the thought of her with my husband.

      Mia laughed while lowering her gaze to her lap.  “Maybe your husband wouldn’t sleep with me, but something tells me you would.”

      My heart stopped.  I was pretty sure I stopped breathing too.

      Ed folded his bulging biceps over his thick chest and exhaled.  “What does that mean?”

      “Nothing,” Mia said.  My heart started beating again.  Maybe she would keep our little secret after all.

      I pointed in the direction of the hot tub.  “You go ahead,” I told my husband.  “I’m going to hang back here with Mia.  We need to have a little talk.”

      Ed groaned and rolled his eyes, then picked up the towel he’d slung over the back of the sofa.  “Fine.  Just…be nice.”

      When Ed was gone, Mia’s eyes met mine and I felt paralyzed all over again.  What was I even going to say to her?  I had an idea of what I should say, but I couldn’t get the words out.  Because as much as I wanted her gone, I also wanted her here.  As much as I feared my husband finding her attractive, I was also curious to go skinny dipping with her.

      “I’m not a lesbian,” was all I managed to get out.

      Mia smiled.  “I never said you were.”

      “You implied it.”

      “I implied that you were attracted to me – which is the truth.  I didn’t mention anything about whether you were gay, bisexual, or just curious.”

      “Yeah, well…I’m none of those.”

      Mia laughed.  “Whatever helps you sleep at night.  But I saw the way your skin flushed pink when you stared at my body.  And it just so happens that I like girls as much as I like guys.  In fact, I prefer couples.”

      My skin tingled with burning hot desire.  I shifted my hips and felt the wetness pooling between my thighs, just begging to be licked up by this gorgeous woman.  “Yeah, well I don’t prefer sharing my husband with anyone.”

      “Alright,” she said.

      I stood in place, wondering whether I need to say more to Mia or if I should join my husband in the hot tub.  Would she really stay behind and watch TV? Or would she bravely follow me out and try to join us?  Everything felt awkward all of a sudden.

      Mia interlocked her fingers on the table.  “You could prove it, you know.”

      I narrowed my gaze at her.  “How?”

      “Skinny dip with me in the hot tub.  If you don’t get all flushed when you see me then I’ll know for certain.”

      “What if I get flushed next to my husband?  It’ll just look like I’m flushed for you.”

      She shook her head.  “Well get naked together first.  In fact, you’ll have to prove you’re not dripping wet for me.”  Her smile sent a chill down my spine.  I was already wet for her and there’d be no hiding it.

      I swallowed.  It was a test I knew I couldn’t pass.  But if I didn’t take it, she’d assume the worst anyway.

      I pulled my shirt up over my head and rested my fingers on the zipper of my jeans.  “Fine.  I’ll take your bullshit test.”

      Mia stood, looking smug and proud.  She removed her shirt from her torso, revealing the full, perky breasts I’d seen earlier.  “Fine,” she mirrored.  Next was her bra.  I pulled my hands from my jeans and unclasped my bra too.  We would remove the same items of clothing at the same time.

      I felt insecure next to her, but I was determined to see this through.  I wasn’t sure why I was going along with her little games, but I was.  My mind was competitive and my body was curious.

      I unzipped my jeans at the same time as Mia.  We both pulled our pants down with our panties, kicking them off with our shoes and socks.  My pussy was already soaking wet but I was still holding out hope she wouldn’t notice.

      When I stood back up, she was staring at me with a wet pussy of her own.  I could see the arousal dripping from between her puffy lips.  It trailed down her inner thigh and I desperately wanted to drop to my knees and lick her clean.  I wondered what she tasted like and imagined some kind of sweet honey.  I wondered what it would be like to part her soft, slick folds with my tongue.

      My throat bobbed with a swallow, and it made her smirk.  “Looks like you fail,” she said.

      “What about you?  You’re even wetter than I am.”

      “I never pretended to be 100% straight.  I’m not ashamed of my attraction to you.”

      My heart began to race wildly when my husband popped in with an empty wine glass, presumably to refill it.  He stopped dead in his tracks with eyes wide as saucers.  “What’s going on here?”

      “We’re going skinny dipping,” I said, trying to pretend we weren’t both soaking wet already.

      My husband snorted.  “Then why do you both look so aroused?  You’re both dripping wet with nipples hard as bullets.”  Then he gasped.  He knew.  Mia and I were attracted to each other.

      Ed set his glass down.  “I can get on this train.”  He hooked his fingers inside the waist of his trunks and slid them down until he was naked with us.  His perfect cock hardened instantly, standing to attention.  His eyes were focused on Mia the most, and a flash of jealousy shot through me.

      Mia stared at his long, thick cock and licked her lips.  “I’m so glad you guys decided to pick me up.”

      I groaned.  “Just because we’re skinny dipping doesn’t mean we’re going to do anything else.”

      Ed pouted.  “Come on.  Be adventurous for once.  I’ve always wanted to try a threesome with two girls.”

      I rolled my eyes.  Of course, I thought.  Because it’s every man’s biggest fantasy.  I ignored my husband’s remark and made my way to the hot tub.  It wasn’t long before I heard their footsteps sounding out behind me.

      I got in first, followed by Ed then Mia.  The hot water temporarily distracted me enough to soothe the aching desire between my legs.  But Ed’s hard-on didn’t soften.  He glanced at Mia’s floating tits then back at me.

      I glanced at Ed and smiled.  I didn’t know why, but I was about to take the biggest risk of my life.  “So, it’s obvious by your raging hard-on that you’re attracted to little Miss Mia.  Or should I say, little Miss Helpless Victim.”

      “What are you saying?” asked Mia.  “Are you trying to provoke us?”

      “I’m not trying to provoke anyone,” I argued, but I knew it was a partial lie.  I knew what I was hiding deep inside me.  I wasn’t gay.  I loved Ed very much.  I loved his cock very much.  But I guessed I wasn’t completely straight either.  Not with the way Mia’s body made me feel.  But more than that, I wanted to see them together like I’d imagined upstairs.  And besides, it wasn’t cheating if I gave them permission, right?

      Regardless, none of this meant I was ready to label myself as anything in between.

      Mia closed the distance between us as her eyes searched mine for an answer.  She reached a hand for my face and I flinched, but I let her touch me.  Her fingers brushing against my cheek sent a warmth through me that wasn’t from the hot tub.

      She leaned in closer, her naked body too close for comfort.  Her lips were mere inches away and the smell of coconuts and vanilla sent my brain into a daze.  “Tell me if you’re still confused,” she said as her lips came closer.

      Her lips pressed to mine.  My body was trembling with fear and uncertainty, but also with ecstasy unlike anything I’d ever known.  I wanted Mia as much as I’d wanted my husband, but I held back every urge to touch her.  All I could do was let her kiss me.

      When she pulled back, she studied my face, but it was Ed who I noticed first.  He was sitting forward in the hot tub, his jaw hanging open.  This wasn’t how I had planned our weekend, but I guess sex was sex.  And sex with Mia would be more exciting than any sex I’d ever had.

      “That was hot,” said Ed.  “Do it again.”

      Her command ignited something in me.  A fearlessness.  An acceptance.  If my husband was egging me on, then I wasn’t sure I had the willpower to say no.  And since Mia had just kissed me, then she must want the same things.  Right?  If it aroused my husband then maybe I should just go through with it.  Why deny our curious, aching bodies any longer?  It was obvious to everyone that I was attracted to Mia.

      What wasn’t obvious to everyone else was how much I wanted to see Mia with my husband.  It wouldn’t be obvious until I made it so.

      A new woman grew within me as I gripped Mia’s neck and pulled her in for another kiss.  My lips parted and hers parted with mine.  Our tongues met, fierce and wild as my naked husband watched from his seat.  My breathing was loud, but not louder than beat of my heart.  It thrummed against my ribcage.  With each second that this continued, my adrenaline levels spiked higher than ever.

      I was actually kissing a girl.  And not just anyone.  A total stranger we picked up on the side of the road.

      But at what cost?  What will it do to my marriage?  I glanced at Ed, surprised to see that he was grinning.  He was just as playful and curious as Mia and I realized that I was the odd one out.  I was the only one holding back.  I was the only person taking this so seriously.

      I tried to mimic their playfulness.  I cocked a brow and slid my hand between my legs and started to play with myself.  Even in the hot water, I could feel just how slick and aroused I was.

      “Why don’t you lower down and suck off my husband,” I said, trying to keep my shaky voice as confident as possible.  Was I really doing this?  Was I really asking her to suck my husband’s cock?

      Mia laughed and my heart raced.  This is it, I thought.  This is where I get humiliated for wanting to experiment.  My worst fears come true.  Maybe this was part of Mia’s game.  Maybe her goal was simply to ruin my marriage without fucking either of us.

      Rejection was one thing, but to be utterly humiliated in front of my husband was another.  I wasn’t sure I could take it.  With all the bravery I could muster, I slipped a hand between her thighs and pushed two fingers inside her.  She gasped and Ed stroked his cock to the sight of us.

      “Don’t pretend like you don’t want this,” I said.

      She glanced at my husband’s long, thick cock and smiled.  “Oh, trust me,” she said.  “I love your husband’s cock.  And you’re going to love watching me.  I’m laughing because I knew it.  I knew you were a dirty little thing.”

      I leaned forward and said, “What?  How could you possibly know I’d want to watch you with my husband?”

      “Because,” said Mia with a heated gaze on me.  She gripped my husband’s cock and angled it in her direction.  “I’ve been with couples before.  I could see it in your eyes when I was beside your husband.  I could see the jealousy and desire.  And then when you saw me step out of the shower, I knew for certain.”

      “Oh, I like this,” said Ed, leaning forward even more.  He groaned as Mia stroked his cock.  He had his arms stretched along the hot tub behind him, her hips thrusting forward.  His gaze moved from me to Mia.

      “Well?” I teased her, hoping for more.  “Go on.  Lower down, Mia.  Suck my husband’s cock and make me jealous.”

      “Jenna…” said Ed.  “Are you sure you want this?”

      Mia laughed at Ed.  “Don’t tell me you, of all people are having second thoughts.”

      “It’s not that…” Ed said, staring at me, “I imagined it differently.  Without jealousy.  I don’t want my wife to be hurt.”

      “Trust me, she wants this.  She’s practically begging for it right now.  In fact, if we held back a little longer, we could probably get her on her hands and knees begging,” she said with a smirk.  “She’s my little toy now, so I’m going to suck your cock and make her feel whatever I want her to feel.  Jealousy, desire, humiliation.  She knows she’s putty in my hands now.”

      I almost stopped her.  I almost made her walk away from the situation entirely.  But my curiosity about watching my husband with another woman was stronger than my desire to stop them.  My desire outweighed my jealousy.  I just needed to convince my husband of it.  It wasn’t that I wanted to stop it; it was just that I already felt humiliated.  Being the one to insist another woman suck my husband’s cock felt so subservient.

      But I couldn’t let her walk away.  Not now.  Not with Ed’s cock right out in the open and Mia’s hand stroking him.  I knew more than ever that I wanted this.  I wanted to see the two of them together.

      “I want this,” I choked the words out, assuring my husband.  It was one thing to want it and another to admit I wanted it.  But I did it.  I told him this was what I wanted, and so this is what I was going to get.

      Mia lowered slowly over his lap while my heart was in my throat.  “That’s a good girl,” said Mia as she lowered down.  Ed held the back of her head.  He gripped his shaft from her and angled it toward her mouth.

      Her head dipped under the hot water.

      Her lips parted and I saw his tip slide inside, gliding along her tongue.

      I knew what he tasted like to her, because I’d taste him many times before.  I knew he tasted divine, and that meant the fear kept hammering through me.  What if Ed liked her more than me?  What if he wanted to do this again and again, eventually growing tired of me altogether?

      What if this was all a huge mistake that I couldn’t take back?

      Ed glanced at me for confirmation that this was alright.  Mia’s image was slightly obscured by the bubbling water.  What I could see, however, was that Ed was mesmerized as he returned to watching Mia suck his cock in and out of her mouth.

      Ed gripped the back of her head and worked his cock deeper into her mouth, circling his hips and gazing at her with intensity.

      She closed her eyes and sucked in her cheeks, drawing my husband’s dick deeper into her throat.  She gagged on it, trying not to choke on his cock or drown under the hot water.

      She lifted for a moment to catch a breath before diving back in.

      Ed stroked her hair and face while he gently worked his cock around in her mouth.  It looked like he was some kind of explorer, his dick feeling its way past every ridge inside her.  I could only imagine what it would look like to see him inside her ass moving around like that.  Something told me I was going to get my chance to find out.

      “I want you to get ready,” Ed told her.  “Because I’m about to come and I want you to swallow all of it.”

      My pussy was so wet as I fingered myself.  The sight of them was turning me on so much that I couldn’t help but tease myself.  I wanted to bring myself to orgasm, but I didn’t want anyone to know just how much this was turning me on.  So, I held back.  At least for now.

      Mia relaxed her throat and prepared for his cum.  I’d never watched another woman swallow a man’s cum before and I couldn’t believe I was watching it with my husband.

      Ed glanced at me as a moan escaped my throat.  When he saw me in his peripheral, he caught me with my hand between my legs while I played with myself.

      “Mmm, take it,” I finally purred at Mia.  “You take all of his cum into your eager little throat.”  I decided to at least get into the role if we were going to play this kind of game.

      Ed’s dick grew harder and he groaned.  His groans turned into whimpers as waves of cum filled Mia’s mouth.  She choked down what she could, trying not to let any escape past her lips, but he came much more than she’d expected.  Some of his cum trickled out and floated to the top of the water.

      She finished swallowing his salty seed and he withdrew his cock from her mouth.

      I was eager to see him fuck her.  But I didn’t want him to just fuck her anywhere.  I wanted him to fuck her tight little asshole.  Anal is something he’d always wanted and never got with me.  This was a way I could give it to him.

      “Now, lean over the side of the hot tub with your back toward us,” I told Mia.  She cocked her brow at me, unprepared to follow orders, but she did eventually.  She bent over the side and Ed stroked himself back to a full erection.

      Mia turned her back toward him and glanced over at me.  I had reclined back in my seat with my hand still between my legs.  The movement of my hand was likely slightly visible through the film of bubbling water.

      Ed wrapped an arm around Mia’s waist and held her ass to his cock.  He kissed her shoulder and then placed his hand between her ass cheeks.  He worked a wet finger into her ass slowly and carefully.  A whimper escaped her.  I’d never been prodded like that before, and watching him do it to another woman was incredible.

      His finger pushed past something that made my Mia moan.  “Deeper,” she breathed, eager to know the full ecstasy that he could bring.  Watching her actually made me more open to the idea of letting Ed inside me.  She was selling it on how good it actually felt.

      “Patience,” he said.

      He withdrew his finger as she gazed at him over her shoulder.  His eyes were fixed on mine when he pushed the tip of his cock between her cheeks.  I watched it press against her ass and then push in.

      What I expected to cause searing pain was instead pushing Mia into the realm of complete ecstasy.  Watching her made me want to try anal myself.

      It looked like it hurt just enough to elicit a groan from deep inside her, but then he was in.  He pushed in slowly, inch by inch and she laid her head back against his shoulder.  He kissed her neck and teased her clit while he worked his cock inside.

      He explored her ass the same way he’d explored her mouth.  He was curious and eager, but soft and sensual at the same time.

      Meanwhile, I was an absolute wreck beside them as I watched another woman fuck my husband.

      My nipples were hard as bullets and I had three fingers inside my pussy.  My back arched and I moaned and whimpered in a sea of bubbles.  I was so distracted by her beautiful, glistening body, that I hadn’t realized Mia had been staring right back at me.  Her eyes glistened with want and desire and matched my own feelings toward her.

      She wasn’t just stealing my husband.  She was stealing my soul as well.

      Another groan escaped Mia as Ed fingered her to the rhythm that he fucked her ass.  They moved in unison together.  I watched them closely and realized I’d never felt so in sync with anyone like this.  Not anyone other than Ed, that is.

      As if we were all three in sync together, I felt an eruption work through me at the same time it worked through Mia and Ed.  Mia turned her head to meet Ed’s and they shared a kiss.  With his cock balls deep in her ass and working deeper, she groaned through their kiss and came, letting her arousal leak into the hot water that surrounded us.

      Ed groaned too, his teeth biting Mia’s lower lip as his cock swelled inside her.  I knew his warm cum was shooting deep while Mia’s body trembled underneath him.   By the time they glanced at me again, I was a shaking quivering mess just like the two of them.

      Ed was still huffing when he started to speak.  “Oh shit,” said Ed.  “We’ve got to do this again.”

      Mia chuckled as Ed pulled his cock from her ass.  I watched his cum trickle out, mingling with the water.

      Mia shrugged and glanced at me.  She turned her body to face the two of us.  “What do you think, Jenna?  Do you want me to stop by more often?”

      “What do I think?”  I flashed a bright smile.  Even after fucking Mia, he looked at me with nothing but love and adoration.  I realized I didn’t want to deny him anything in the whole world.  “Whatever makes my husband happy.”

      Mia smiled.  “Don’t pretend like it doesn’t make you just as happy as him.”

      “I don’t know.  You may have to fuck him a few more times to get it through to me.”

      Ed swam toward me and wrapped his arms around me, my naked breasts touching his chest.  “Sounds like we have a deal then.”

      Mia’s eyes shimmered with delight.  “I suppose we do.”

      Mia stayed over during our entire vacation.  When we learned that she lived within a thirty mile radius of us, we knew our adventures were far from over.
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      John and I always celebrated our anniversary at the same resort in the Caribbean.  We were used to female housekeepers, but never had one walked in on either of us while we were showering.  This time, however, we weren’t so fortunate.

      We had just checked in and had dinner reservations downstairs.  John hopped in the shower to get ready and I went to the restaurant to make sure everything was set for our romantic evening.  It was our seventh wedding anniversary and I wanted to do something special for John.  The restaurant was going to play our favorite song and bring out our favorite bottle of wine when the song began.  I was going to renew my vows to him and then present him with a Cartier watch.

      All of this wasn’t being done just out of love, of course.  Our marriage had been a little rocky lately and I wanted to solidify my devotion to him.  I’d seen John’s eyes wandering to other women, though he’d deny it if I asked him about it.  But I noticed.  And even though I’d tried to be everything he’s looking for and looking at, I somehow kept falling short.

      Because we hadn’t made love in months, and it was making me look elsewhere too.

      But I’m not a cheater, so I had to figure out a way to win John’s affections back.

      The restaurant confirmed all of our plans and I headed back upstairs to our room.  I saw a cleaning cart parked in the hallway and heard the sound of two people gasping.

      I recognized that gasp.  It was my husband’s.

      I ran to the room and rushed inside to find my tall, wide, tanned husband being stared at by the housekeeper.  Strand of dark hair were falling out of her bun and into her gorgeous face as she apologized profusely.

      “What the hell?” I pushed my way toward her and she stepped to the side.  The woman saw my face and took a breath – did she think I was going to get into a fight with her?

      “It was an innocent mistake,” she said, moving quickly toward the door.  “I called out, but no one answered, so I let myself in.”

      “That’s because I was in the shower,” John replied.

      “There was no Do Not Disturb door hanger.”  She picked up the door hanger on the back of the door and waved it in our faces.  “Please, I was just doing my job.”

      Suddenly, despite the fact that she’d seen my husband’s naked body, I felt sorry for the girl.  “It was an innocent mistake,” I mirrored back to her.  “It’s okay.”

      My husband acted annoyed, but I noticed that he hadn’t bothered to put a towel on.  His blond hair was soaked and slicked back.  His cock was out – and thankfully only semi-hard – and his muscles flexed with each breath he took.

      He could deny it all he wanted, but he clearly liked the attention.  He liked it more than he liked me.

      I wanted to fight the girl alone for making his cock even semi-hard, even if she hadn’t intended to.  But I also felt guilty.  After all, my husband had forgotten the door hanger.

      “Just, don’t let it happen again.”

      She nodded, her hazel eyes locked on mine.  “Thank you.  I won’t.”

      She left the room and I narrowed my gaze at my husband.  He was still fully naked, and his cock was hard.  “It looks like you’re happy she walked in on you,” I said.

      He glanced at his cock and then back up at me with a smirk.  “What makes you say that.”

      “I should be furious,” I said.  “You’re hard for another woman.”

      “But you’re not.  And that’s not why I’m hard.”

      “Oh yeah? Then why are you?”

      “Because of the way you looked at her.  You wanted her more than I did.”

      “So you admit you wanted her?”

      He raised his brow.  “Are you suggesting that you don’t?”

      I moved toward him and banged my fists against his chest.  His response was to push me against the nearest wall and pin my wrists above my head with one hand.

      Our breaths were ragged as we glared at one another, and then we shared a deep, passionate kiss.  We hadn’t kissed like that in so long it made my head dizzy with desire.

      His tongue slipped between my lips and found mine wanting.  He stripped off my clothes with a terrifying amount of expertise.  His free hand slid up the side of my naked body until it cupped one of my tits.  He ran his thumb over my puckered nipple, knowing full well it was hard for her.  I purred against his lips and broke our kiss.

      He kissed my neck and whispered, “You know you liked it.  Her watching me.”

      Before I could answer, my husband lowered his free hand and thrust three fingers inside my pussy at once.  I let out a cry and bucked my hips against him.  His thumb circled over my clit as his mouth made its way to my nipple.  He sucked it in, flicking his tongue across the skin and loving the fact that I was coming for him, even if he was probably thinking about her while he touched me.

      “I know you loved her seeing me because of how wet it made you.  Tell me you didn’t want her just as much as I did.  Tell me you wouldn’t have begged her to eat you out if it had been you she walked in on instead of me.”

      “Fuck,” I breathed as I rolled my hips faster.  “You’re right.  I probably would’ve begged for her to eat me out if it was reversed.”

      He withdrew his fingers and I gasped, my hips still rolling because I wanted more.  He flipped my body around pinning my stomach to the wall.

      His cock pressed to my entrance, hiding between my milky thighs.  “I bet you’ll imagine it’s her I’m fucking and not you.  Won’t you?”

      I turned over my shoulder, my eyelids fluttering with desire.  “Is that what you want me to imagine, John?”

      He answered with a thrust of his cock as he buried it inside me.  Fuck he felt good.  Long, hard and throbbing.  His skin and damp hair smelled like woods after a rainstorm.

      He told me to picture him fucking her, and my imagination ran wild.  I pictured the two of them in this same position, only he was in her ass, stretching it wide.  I never gave him anal, but I was willing to bet she’d have given up her ass to him.

      John groaned into my shoulder as his balls emptied their load.  His fingers were still strumming my clit and my pussy clenched around him as I came.

      As he withdrew his cock from my pussy, a wave of shame and humiliation swept through me.  I wasn’t sure what had come over me.  I never should’ve said any of those things.

      John felt the same awkwardness as I spun to face him.  But we didn’t talk about it as we dressed for dinner.
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        * * *

      

      The whole dinner felt too tense to be romantic, and when John heard the song and tasted the wine, he smiled like he was faking it.  My heart was crushed.  My whole plan was to win him over and renew my vows to him, but it suddenly felt like a waste.

      I pulled out the luxury watch with a half-smile and watched John’s cheeks flush pink.  “Thanks,” he said with a fraction of the excitement I’d been hoping for.

      I took a sip of wine and watched him put it on.  His gaze then fell to his untouched plate of food.  I could tell he was holding back a frown.

      “What is it?” I urged, unable to take the awkwardness.

      John’s blue eyes flicked up and he leaned forward.  “You’re not embarrassed about what happened earlier?”

      “Of course, I am.  But what is it specifically that’s bothering you?”

      He searched the room as if he’d find an answer in its darkest corners.  “I don’t know.  Did it really turn you on that she saw me like that?  Or were you just playing along?”

      I nearly choked on my wine.  I hadn’t really processed it how I felt about it yet.  I just chalked it up to being sex-starved and seeing my husband dripping wet.  But I had pictured the two of them when he told me to and I climaxed from it.

      I shrugged.  “I don’t know.  Maybe a little bit.”

      John smiled – genuinely this time – and took a breath.  “Okay, good.  Because it turned me on too.”

      I balled my fists under the table.  It was one thing for me to suddenly develop a weird kink, but I hated knowing that housekeeper was responsible for arousing my seemingly numb husband.

      “Good,” I said through gritted teeth.  “Now what?”

      “I was thinking…what if we set her up?  So she comes in again tomorrow.  I’ll forget to put up the sign, but this time, when she walks in, I’ll ask for it.  And you can watch, or join, or whatever you feel like.”

      “You want me to watch you with another woman?”  I practically growled the words.

      He pouted, realizing this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.  “It’s something people do sometimes.  In fact, it’s kind of been a fantasy of mine.”

      “Yeah, well those people aren’t us.  I’m not sharing you with anybody.”

      John’s cheeks turned bright red and he leaned back in his chair, staring at his lap.  “Forget I said anything.”

      My heart twisted into a knot.  This night was going horribly and I couldn’t have felt more guilty.

      “I’m sorry.”  I reached my hand across the table for his.  His skin was warm and calloused.

      I thought about how rough he’d felt as he entered me from behind.  “I guess I’m a little possessive of you, that’s all.”

      John withdrew his hand from mine.  “It’s fine.  You’re not into it.  That’s okay.”

      He couldn’t seem to meet my gaze.  He tried, but his eyes kept drifting away.  I must’ve humiliated him, though it hadn’t been my intention.

      “Could we just get the check and go?”

      My heart felt like glass about to shatter.  “Yeah.  We can go.”

      John tossed his napkin on the table and stood.  I never got the chance to renew my vows or have the moonlit stroll I had planned for after dinner.  I sighed, paid the tab, and then took the stroll alone to give John some time to himself.

      An hour or so later, I made my way up to the room to find John on the sofa with his arms spread across the back of it.

      I sat beside him and touched his shoulder, too afraid to wrap my arms completely around him.  I thought about what it would feel like to watch him enter another woman, and it sounded hotter than it should’ve.  I didn’t want to share him, but that didn’t mean I didn’t like the idea at least a little bit.

      “If you want to sleep with other women, we can try it,” I said.  “But I don’t think we should trap this housekeeper girl.  She could probably be fired from her job.”

      John bit down a smile.  “You’re right.  That was kind of silly of me.”

      “But you weren’t wrong.  I do think it’s kind of hot.  It’s just…I can get pretty jealous.”

      He turned his baby blues toward me.  “You have nothing to fear, Fiona.  I’d never leave you.”

      Those words were enough for me to give him anything he wanted.  Even housekeeper girl.

      I was pretty sure I was about to have a new surprise in store for him, but I’d have to talk to her first.
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        * * *

      

      “You want me to what?”  Veronica’s hazel eyes were big and round.  I’d tracked her down through management, telling them I wanted to pay her special thanks for doing such a great job with our room.  She came to me suspicious, knowing full well she never cleaned our room and left after being yelled at by both the guests.

      “I want you to come in tomorrow and corner my husband.  Tell him he’s everything you’ve ever wanted.  Then I want you to fuck him while I watch.  I’ll pay you two grand.”

      Veronica smirked.  “You’ll pay me two grand to fuck your husband in front of you?  What kind of scam are you pulling?  I mean, it would be one thing if your husband was unattractive, but he’s the most handsome man I’ve ever seen.”

      I waved my hands and shook my head.  “No scam.”  I pulled cash out of my wallet.  A grand to start with.  “Here’s a down payment.  You’ll get the rest after you deliver the goods.  But for god’s sake, make sure he wears a condom.”

      “You’re crazy.  This feels like some kind of a trap.  The two of you kicked me out earlier for walking in on him naked.”

      “We were wrong.  I promise you this will be worth your while.”

      I left Veronica with a decision to make, but I already knew which direction she’d take because she’d already accepted the first grand and put it in her pocket.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, my husband got in the shower and I texted Veronica to come do housekeeping.  She’d given me her number the night before when we’d made our deal.  I sat on the sofa in the living area of the suite and watched as steam billowed out from underneath the bathroom door.

      Veronica texted me that she was outside the door and I waited until the water shut off to text her back.  It was one word.  Now.

      She knocked lightly and whispered the word ‘housekeeping.’  My husband opened the bathroom door and poked his head out.  “Did you hear something?”

      I shook my head, excited to see that he was still naked.  I licked my lips and my pussy became wet, but my gut was twisting while I wondered what the hell I was doing.

      The door swung open and in walked Veronica.  She saw my husband standing there naked and looked as if she was waiting for him to lash out at her.  Instead, John glanced at me and put a hand on his hip.  “What’s going on here?”

      “You caught me, baby.  Happy Anniversary.”

      When Veronica realized neither of us were planning on yelling at her, she let the door close and removed her work shirt.  Even I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her full chest, covered only by a lacy white bra.

      She gave us a little striptease all while smiling, then she advanced to my husband.  She melted into his embrace and moaned as he kissed her.  Every part of my body except my pussy and my heart screamed at me to do something besides just sit there and watch.  But my heart let it happen for John and my pussy let it happen for me.

      She turned in his arms and faced the wall while pushing her ass out to him.  He ran his hands over her hips and gripped his cock.

      “Well, go on,” said Veronica, poking her ass out more.  I could see her shaved pussy poking through her thighs.  She was soaking wet.  She peered over her shoulder at his cock, but he just stood there staring at it.  This was all going horribly wrong.

      “I’m sorry,” he said.  “I’ve never done this sort of thing before.”

      Veronica turned around and folded her arms over her full, perky breasts.  Her pink nipples were deliciously hard.  “What’s going on here?  Do you not want to fuck me?”

      John blushed and stepped back, letting go of his cock.  “It’s not that...it’s just that you’re a stranger and my wife and I have barely discussed this.”

      Veronica narrowed her gaze at me.  “And you didn’t want to mention this before I took your two grand?”

      John glared at me, fuming. “Two grand to fuck me?  You had to pay her? And that’s all I’m worth?  So much for not wanting to share me…”

      I was confused about whether or not he was mad that I paid someone to fuck him or that I didn’t pay her enough.

      “Please,” said Veronica.  “I needed the money.  Yes, I was paid.  But I wouldn’t have agreed if it wasn’t for the fact that I find you insanely attractive.”  She chewed her lower lip seductively.

      John grabbed a silk robe from behind the bathroom door and slipped it on, tying it loosely around his waist.  “Oh no,” he said.  “You and I are done here.”

      Veronica frowned, moved to her work skirt and pulled her wallet out.  She proceeded to hand me the first grand back that I’d given her the night before.

      But my husband intercepted it.  He clutched her wrist and smiled in a way that made my blood run cold.  “On second thought, I’d like to teach my wife a lesson.”

      I was afraid to ask, but I did anyway.  “What lesson?”

      “You want to see me fuck another woman?  Well you’re about to get your wish.  Only I’m not going to hold back.  I’m going to fuck her in every way it counts.”

      I had no idea why my pussy got so wet in that moment.  All I knew was that it was soaking my panties.  I’d never been talked to this way before, but the idea of my husband making sexual demands turned me on more than it should have.

      “And if I want it to stop?”

      John took one look at my flushed skin and smiled.  “You won’t.”

      Veronica’s gaze followed John’s and that was all the confirmation she needed.  “You really are into it?” she asked.

      “No,” I said.  “But my body seems to be.”

      Veronica’s hazel eyes glimmered with mischief and she stepped toward my husband.  John’s tone was deep and cold when he said, “Drop to your knees.”

      He removed his robe, exposing himself once again.  His cock was long, thick, and veiny.  He stroked it while she did what she was told.  She dropped to her knees while I slipped my clothes off.  I felt nervous being naked next to a perfect vixen like Veronica, but it would be easier to play with myself while I watched them.

      John moved toward her and angled his cock toward her mouth.  “Now, open wide.”

      She parted her lips, and I felt utterly humiliated and aroused at the same time.  The two sensations swirled together in my belly.  I moved closer to them, my jaw slack as I fell to my knees to watch them fulfill my punishment.

      My husband’s cock was hard now that he knew he was going to fuck another woman.  His cock hardened even more as it slipped into her mouth, pushing against her tongue and inching back toward her throat.

      John groaned and threw his head back.  I leaned closer with wide eyes.  I slid a hand between Veronica’s thighs and found her pussy soaking wet.

      I stroked her pussy as she sucked my husband, groaning against his cock.

      John’s thick fingers slid through her chestnut hair and his hips rolled against her like a male stripper.  He was sexier than any man had a right to be, and she looked like his dirty whore while she gagged on his cock.

      The deeper down her throat that my husband’s cock went, the wetter she and I became, until she couldn’t hold it back anymore.

      She mouthed the word fuck around my husband’s thick tip and I felt her pussy clench around my fingers.  John held her head to his lap, shoving his cock deep inside while he came too.  His cum shot down her throat and she swallowed so that she didn’t choke.

      I wondered if she could feel his cum swimming in her belly afterward.

      John pulled his cock free and Veronica turned her head to mine.  She kissed me long and hard, my tongue searching hers for traces of his cum.

      I broke our kiss and laid back on the hardwood floor, spreading my legs wide.  Veronica scoffed.  “I thought you wanted him to fuck me not you.”

      I flashed a glare in her direction.  “I’m not doing it for him.  I’m doing it for you.”

      Veronica smiled, his eyes twinkling at me as my fingers moved to my clit.  My arms pushed my tits upright where they could see my puckered pink nipples pointing straight up to the ceiling.

      She slid between my legs and pressed her lips to my wet pussy while pulling my fingers away.  The way she was bent offered her ass up to my husband while she ate me out.  It was a beautiful sight.  One I shouldn’t have wanted to see.  Nonetheless, my fingers wove through Veronica’s hair and my head rolled back while I moaned.

      With one, quick thrust of her tongue, my pussy clenched.  I’d never had a woman eat me out, but it felt amazing.  In fact, it was better because John was watching.  I almost laughed to myself at the idea that I’d been jealous of a woman who we could both share together.

      And now that I knew she had an interest in me, it made my pussy so wet that it wouldn’t be long before I came.

      Veronica pumped two fingers in and out of my pussy, my hips rolling like ocean waves against her face.

      My husband’s strong hands gripped her hips, as he knelt behind her.  Veronica’s breath swept over my folds, making my skin sizzle with heat.  Goosebumps covered my stomach as I watched my husband’s hands lower to our housekeeper’s ass.

      I knew what was coming next, and I knew that if I wanted to stop it, now was the time.  But my head was empty of all thoughts besides the hurricane of pleasure I was currently feeling.

      I rocked against Veronica’s face, my tits bouncing with each roll of my hips.  Veronica continued pumping her fingers in and out of my pussy while sucking on my clit.

      I never knew I could feel like this.  I felt whole and he wasn’t even inside her yet.  The sound of spit falling against his palm while he rubbed it over his cock graced my ears.  Then I saw his tip push against her.

      I didn’t know if I was ready to share him in this way, but he didn’t ask me.  He pushed in slowly, and Veronica’s hips opened for him.  Her ass pushed back like it had been begging for this moment.  Each inch of his manhood filled her.  Each time he pushed in, entering Veronica, her mouth sucked me harder

      Soon, we were rocking in unison.  We looked like some kind of kinky train as the three of us fucked, connected to each other.

      Veronica braced her arms on either side of my hips and lapped at my pussy like her life depended on it.  This doesn’t make me gay, I told myself, but deep down I knew it didn’t matter.  Gay, straight, or bisexual, I loved the feeling of having a Veronica’s soft lips on me.  Especially while my husband fucked her silly.

      “I’m going to come,” John warned.  I groaned in response, my pussy clenching around Veronica’s fingers as my climax peaked.

      John pumped harder behind Veronica, grunting like an animal the entire time.  He pumped until she was used, raw, and broken, her mouth no longer between my legs.

      I’d slid out from under her and watched the scene unfold as John took Veronica like I’d never let him take me.  He fucked her ass like he loved it.  Like it was the greatest pleasure on earth.

      I took pride in knowing I could give him that even if it ended up being through another woman.

      My pussy was still dripping with arousal from my climax, leaving stains on the hardwood below.  John slammed his hips into Veronica, burying his cock in deep.  His fullness stretched her to the brink and then he held it there inside her while he came.

      “Fuck,” he hissed and the flood of warm, sticky cum filled her ass.  His cock pulsed inside her, spurts of cum continuing to shoot.  His load was huge, much bigger than it was with me, and when he pulled free, a few streams of sticky cum came with it.

      I quickly took his place behind Veronica and began to eat her ass, licking up my husband’s cum from as deep as her tongue could reach.  I wanted to taste everything.  I wanted to taste the humiliation I should’ve felt.

      While I ate her ass, Veronica teased her clit.  I shoved three fingers inside her pussy while she circled and played.  I tongued her hole and thrust my fingers in until her pussy clenched around them and she came.

      John fell back against the floor, panting like a mess, and pulled me on top of him.  I kissed him hard and rough, our teeth and lips crashing like a car wreck on the highway.  I wanted to devour every inch of him and beg for more.

      John broke our kiss and turned to Veronica.  “I guess we owe you another grand now.”

      Veronica sat beside us.  “Nah,” she said.  “I don’t want this to be about money anymore.”

      She tossed the grand she took from me on the floor beside us.

      I watched with curiosity as she got dressed.  “What do you want this to be about, then?”

      “How long are you guys here for?” she asked.

      John answered.  “Ten days.  Why?”

      “How ‘bout we do this again for each day you guys are here?”

      We agreed, eager for more of Veronica and eager for more of this aliveness we’d discovered.  But I had a feeling we wouldn’t part ways with Veronica for good when our vacation was over.

      After all, I still had her cell number in my phone and we had enough money to fly her back to the mainland anytime we wanted.  Something told me she wouldn’t object to a free vacation of her own.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Big Trouble

          

        

      

    

    
      I was nervous to meet her, but not for the reasons I should’ve been.  It was my first day at a new job and, having been hired by an HR team, I had yet to meet my boss.  All I knew was that her name was Rachel, she was twice my age, and people were scared of her.  For that reason, getting the job hadn’t been enough to put my mind at ease.

      I walked past the wall of floor to ceiling windows on my way to the accounting department.  I held two coffees in my hands, one for me and one for Rachel.  I’d heard from the girl in HR that she liked his coffee black, just like I did.

      I came to her office door and knocked lightly.  I swallowed the lump in my throat while I nervously waited.

      “Come in,” her deep voice said.

      I moved my coffees to one hand, balancing carefully as I opened the door with my other.  “My name is Kendall,” I said without lifting my gaze to hers yet.  I normally had no issue making eye contact, but I was still too afraid to see what Rachel looked like.  “I’m the new accountant.”

      “Ah, yes. The new hire.”

      I didn’t lift my gaze until I was at her desk, setting her coffee on it.  “I brought you a caffeine fix,” I said.  I swept my gaze from her desk up her slender frame until it landed on her chocolate brown eyes.  Despite their darkness, they sparkled under the fluorescents.  Rachel might’ve been old enough to be my mother, but she didn’t look it.  Her body had a youthful figure and it made me envious.  She did have a few crow’s feet around her eyes, but her skin was otherwise impeccable and her body was more fit and in-shape than I ever had hopes of mine being.

      She didn’t smile or say thank you.  Instead, her dark eyes bore into me, studying me while I disappeared into them like they were quicksand.

      When the silence had grown too long and too intense, I finally added, “I thought I should introduce myself.”

      “You’ve introduced yourself,” she said, not making a move to take my hand or stand up to meet me.  “You can get to work now.”

      My throat bobbed with a swallow and nodded.  “Sure.  Thanks.”  I didn’t know what I was thanking her for, but my nerves had taken over.

      I left her office, feeling somehow more shaken up than before I’d gone in.  I met with the other lower level accountants and learned my way around quickly.  Occasionally, throughout the day, Rachel would make the rounds to answer questions and ask people how they were doing.  I couldn’t help but notice that her hardened exterior softened just a touch with everyone else, but it hadn’t softened with me.
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        * * *

      

      “Maybe she just needs to get to know you,” said my husband that night at dinner.  “You’re a new hire.  Once she sees how much of a hard worker you are, she’ll warm up to you in no time.”  He took a bite of his steak and potatoes, but I could barely touch my food despite my husband being one of the best cooks in the world.

      I wanted to feast on his body instead.  A craving I hadn’t felt since I was a teen surged through me.  Oliver wasn’t dressed in anything upscale, just a simple white t-shirt and some dark jeans, but I wanted him like I’d never wanted him before.  I tried not to think of the reason, even as the thought of Rachel flashed through my mind.

      He caught me looking at him and set down his fork.  “Right now?” he asked with a teasing smile.

      I didn’t answer with words, but he scooted his chair back until his lap was available.  I wiped my lips on my napkin, leaving a hint of gloss behind before going over and straddling him.

      His body was warm against mine and he immediately sank his fingers into my curves.  I leaned down and kissed him, our tongues tangling.  His cock was hard underneath my leggings.  My fingers worked at the zipper on his pants tirelessly until his cock was pulled free.  We kissed as I rocked my hips over his shaft, but for some reason I couldn’t stop thinking about Rachel.

      “What if she doesn’t like me?” I asked, breaking our kiss.

      Oliver arched his brow while placing his hands on my full tits.  “She just needs to get to know you,” he said.  My hips were still rocking over his cock.  “Don’t focus on her right now.  Focus on me.”

      He was right.  Why was I thinking about my jerk of a boss while my husband was grinding his cock against my swollen, needy pussy?  He reached between my legs and tore a hole in my leggings, making me gasp.  He then tugged my panties to the side and slipped his cock into my tight, wet pussy.

      I rested my forehead against his as our ragged breaths met between us.  He pumped his cock in and out of me while my hips rolled over him like a wave.  He squeezed my tits, running his thumbs over the hardened nipples under my shirt.  We stared into each other’s eyes, his blue and mine green.  But I still could only think of Rachel’s chocolate brown gaze.

      Then, to my surprise, while thinking of Rachel’s dark eyes, I came.  A whimper escaped me and a groan escaped Oliver as his load shot into my belly.  My body was shaking and quivering as I came down and our breaths slowly steadied in unison.

      I climbed off his lap and sat back down in my chair, even with his cum leaking through my clothes.  “These were my favorite leggings, you know.”

      He picked up his fork to start eating.  “I’ll buy you a new pair tomorrow.”
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        * * *

      

      I’d arrived before Rachel the next morning which meant she passed my desk on her way to her office.  I caught her stealing a glance at me before quickly looking away which made me curious.  Was she trying to hate me?

      I returned my focus to the computer in front of me while I looked over the books and emailed back and forth with the other accountants.  I was eager to distract myself from the fact that I’d thought about my boss while fucking my husband the night before.

      I didn’t want to address it.

      I didn’t know what it was.

      I wanted to stuff it down as deep as it would go.  I only hoped it would stay there.

      An hour later, I took a bathroom break.  I walked into one of the stalls, did my business and then went to the sink to wash my hands when the door swung open.  I didn’t like to fraternize in restrooms, so I focused on my hands until I was finished.  The woman who’d come in went to the sink right beside me.

      I knew it was her from her presence alone.  Her breath was deep and serious as she washed her own hands and touched up her makeup in the mirror.  Without looking at her, I knew it was Rachel.

      Adrenaline coursed through me.  I knew I should leave.  The normal thing to do would be to leave, but my mind was somewhere else.  My eyes drifted to the side to take a peek at her body.  A quick peek was all I needed to see how voluptuous her small, perky ass was.  Her body was so much sexier than mine, and I’d never been one to feel insecurity over my figure.

      Rachel’s voice sounded out, pulling me from my daze  “Do you like what you see?”

      I washed the last of the soap from my hands as my gaze met hers in the mirror’s reflection.  I couldn’t tell if she was trying to be sexy or accusatory.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “I didn’t mean to look.  It was an accident.”

      Rachel kept her gaze fixed on the sink beneath her as she said, “That doesn’t answer my question.”

      “You have a nice figure,” I said, hoping I wasn’t about to land myself in the unemployment line.  “You should be proud.”

      A smirk flashed on one half of Rachel’s mouth as if she were trying to hide her smile from me.  “You have a nice one too,” she said.  This time, her gaze landed hard on me and she leaned her hip against the sink.

      I thanked her while trying to find the will to leave, but my feet were firmly planted.  So were hers, and our eyes never left one another’s.  I wasn’t sure what was happening or why my panties were wet.  Rachel studied me for a long moment, her eyes sweeping over every inch of my body.

      “Sorry if I’ve seemed distant,” she finally said, her words only sending more adrenaline through me.  “I didn’t mean to be.”

      “I hadn’t noticed,” I lied.

      “It’s just that – ” Rachel started, but then she stopped herself.  “Nevermind.”

      Unsure of what I was doing, I stepped toward her.  “It’s just what?”

      Rachel’s intense gaze softened and her eyes widened.  “Just that…I feel like I need to keep my distance from you.”

      A lump formed in my throat and I quickly swallowed it.  What was I doing?  Why was I getting closer to my boss while we were alone in the bathroom?  And why was she looking at me that way?  “Distance?  Why?”

      Rachel closed the gap between us and I noticed that our breathing was slow and heavy.  Her eyes scanned my face, dropped to my breasts, then lifted back up again.  “So I don’t do this.”  She reached forward and gripped my waist, pulling me toward her.  My eyes fell closed, a soft moan escaping my lips.  She leaned in, about to kiss me, when the door swung open.

      Before I could process what was happening, my boss stepped back, dropping her hand.  She brushed shoulders with Brittany, a fellow accountant, on her way out.  Brittany flashed me a curious look, but I didn’t linger.  I didn’t want to give her an opportunity to ask me any questions.

      On my way back to my desk, I saw Oliver.  I recognized his bright blue button-up and grey slacks.  He smiled at me and waved, then he lifted a bag of takeout.  “I thought we could do lunch together,” he said as I approached.

      My breath was still shallow and I ran my fingers through my hair to make sure it was tidy.  “Sounds good,” I said.  “I just wish you’d called first.”

      His smile faded and his eyes probed me.  “Something up with you.  Why do you look like you just had sex?”

      I laughed, but it didn’t sound genuine at all, and I knew Oliver would just keep asking questions.  I peered around at my coworkers before taking his hand and leading him down the nearest empty hallway.

      “Something happened,” I confessed.  “Between me and my boss.”

      Oliver tilted his head while he studied me.  “What exactly.”

      “Well, we were in the bathroom,” I said, “when he grabbed my waist.  I swear she was about to kiss me.”  I whispered the last part, hoping no one could hear.

      Oliver smiled like he was happy about it.  “That’s sexual harassment,” he said.  “You could sue.  We could be rich.”  He looked around and added, “Which one is her office?”

      I took him by the hand.  “No, it’s not like that,” I argued.  But it was too late.  Oliver’s razor-sharp gaze landed on Rachel’s name plate on her office door.  I still clutched his hand, but he was determined to see her and he dragged me along with him.

      He burst into her office and I trailed him, my cheeks burning hot.  He stopped in his tracks, making me bump into the back of him. Rachel’s gaze met his and he exhaled.  He turned over his shoulder and whispered, “I didn’t know she was going to be so fucking hot.”

      I closed Rachel’s door and rushed to her desk to apologize.  “I’m sorry,” I said, “this is my husband.  I tried to keep him from barging in here.”

      Rachel leaned back and smirked, her gaze still fixed on my husband.  “It’s no problem,” she said.  “I can only take a guess as to why he stormed in all pissed off.”

      “I didn’t tell him – ” I started, but Oliver cut me off.

      “She told me everything,” he said.  “And we want restitution, or else.”

      Rachel stood slowly, exuding confidence.  “Is that so?”  She moved toward my husband and cupped his face in her hands.  “And what sort of payment would you want?”

      I watched in horror as Oliver swallowed, succumbing to his body’s natural desires.  “Money,” he choked out, but the words fell flat.  Rachel knew she had us in the palm of her hand.

      “Are you sure you don’t want something else?  Something more fun?  Because I don’t think I harassed your wife at all.  She came toward me, and I think she wanted it.”

      Oliver’s gaze flicked toward mine, his eyes hooded.  “No,” he said weakly.  “No, my wife’s not bi.”

      My eyelids fell closed.  I tried to contain the heated pleasure burning between my legs as I tried to forget how Rachel’s fingers had felt on my waist.

      Rachel smiled.  She walked toward me and lifted my skirt.  Something in me didn’t want to stop her, even though I knew what she was looking for and I feared it would get me into trouble.  She stared at my wet panties and then glanced over my shoulder at Oliver.  “Looks like we have a little liar.”

      “But I have a payment that’s sure to satisfy both of you.”

      Rachel inched my husband backward toward the desk until his ass was pressed against the edge.  She pulled his pants down a little lower and slowly dropped to her knees, carefully inspecting his cock.  She traced each vein with her finger tip, making it grow harder in her grasp.  It was humiliating to allow this, and yet I trembled as her finger dug into my husband’s flesh.  A groan escaped his lips, and before I knew it, he was arching his back, pushing his dick forward.

      I moved behind the desk.  Oliver, at first, assumed I was coming to his rescue, but he was wrong.  I looped my arms through his as a restraint.  I wanted this.  I wanted to see Rachel steal my husband.  I didn’t know why, but my body hummed with new life at the sight of her on her knees before him.

      My husband leaned his head back against my shoulder as Rachel stroked his cock, overwhelming him.

      “I’m sorry, Oliver,” I whispered.  “But I have to see where this goes.”

      He let out a single groan as the electricity shot through him like lightning in a thunderstorm.  That’s when I noticed Rachel’s hungry smile.

      Rachel tossed my husband’s pants and boxers to the desk and leaned forward on her knees until her breath tickled his skin.

      He squirmed and writhed, both out of pleasure and fear.  But I kept him in place, and even if I released him, I knew he wouldn’t have left.  Once Rachel’s hot, hungry tongue touched his shaft, I knew he wasn’t going anywhere.

      I reached one hand around to the front of his shirt.  I tore his button down open, completely disregarding the buttons that popped and fell to the floor.  My hand pawed at his naked chest.  My fingers tugged at his nipple until he howled out.

      As I pinched and tugged the skin, he couldn’t help but arch his back in response.  Rachel took that opportunity to claim his dick for herself.  She wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked in, flicking her tongue across the tip.  Oliver twisted and fought against my grasp.  He was overwhelmed by the pleasure building inside him and it made me shiver with desire.  He let out another groan, but I quickly silenced him with my mouth.  Our tongues met as Rachel’s tongue swiped up and down the shaft of his bulging cock.

      Then he came.  My husband came in another woman’s mouth.  It was sudden and violent, like a volcano erupting.  Oliver groaned through our kiss, and I bit his lower lip to distract him.  By the time he was finished, he was a panting, heaving mess on Rachel’s desk.  He lay back with his clothes torn open and his dick exposed for both of us to see.

      “I told you,” Rachel said to my husband.  “Your wife wanted to watch.  She wants me to fuck you.”

      “You know what I want to see next?” I asked my husband.

      I moved out from behind the desk and walked toward them.

      My hands moved to her blouse and unbuttoned it.  I laid it on the floor and started to unclasp her bra.  Her breast stood proudly as I slipped both from her body.  She had the most perfect breasts I’d ever seen.  I cupped them for a moment, sucking on each nipple and delighting in her moans before moving to her skirt.  I unzipped it and slid it down with her panties, taking in the beautiful sight of her puffy, wet, needy pussy.

      It was shaved and I could see how pink her lips were in the daylight.  Rachel moved to the desk and pushed my husband back.  She climbed above him until her pussy hovered over his face.  She slid her hands underneath his head, cradling it.

      Rachel lowered her hips, bringing her pussy toward his mouth.  I watched closely as my husband’s tongue probed another woman’s pussy for the first time.

      My body was ready for an intense orgasm.  I slipped a hand inside my panties and began to play.

      “Fuck,” Rachel moaned before letting loose.  She rocked her hips, grinding them against my husband’s face until she was a quivering mess of sweat and moans above him.

      She climbed off of him and Oliver licked his lips.  They looked like the sexiest couple in the world and I found myself wondering how I fit into them.

      “My turn,” said Oliver who sat up and pushed Rachel against the desk.

      While I watched, I unbuttoned my pink blouse showcasing a white lacy bra underneath.  Rachel watched me give a little strip tease.  I liked having her eyes on me, so I hiked up my skirt, showing off my matching panties.  I slid my panties to the side and revealed a puffy, trimmed pussy that was dripping wet.  I removed my bra and panties until I was completely naked and then joined them near the desk.

      Suddenly, Oliver’s thick hands flipped Rachel’s to her stomach and lifted her hips up toward him.

      My heart raced at the sight of Oliver touching my boss like that.  I should be stopping it, but instead I was watching the whole thing while playing with my myself.  This was crazy.  What had come over me?

      His fingers trailed over her ass, the length of his cock resting against her tight and eager hole, and she was desperate for it.  I’d never given my husband anal and now I felt insecure, but the nervousness mixed with arousal made my head spin.

      She rocked her hips, brushing her ass against his rod, teasing herself with it.

      He mimicked the rhythm, stroking himself against her skin while she tried desperately to make him come.

      I’d never done anal before.  It terrified me.  But I wanted to please my boss and make my husband happy, so if letting him fuck her ass was what would make them happy, then so be it.  And for some reason, part of me thought I could find a deeper connection to Oliver than I’d already felt.

      I’d never shared him with another woman before, and I’d never entertained the idea of letting him fuck another woman in front of me.  But if this is what he wanted, then I was happy to give it to him.

      Oliver spit on Rachel’s ass and he slid his slick cock between her cheeks.  His head found her tight hole, and she tensed up, waiting for it.

      I felt a pang of jealousy, but also deep arousal at the sight of the two of them.  I slipped two fingers inside my pussy and tugged at my hard nipples, feeling electric sparks all over my body.

      Oliver’s cock pushed inside her and she gasped.  She rocked her hips, grinding into his cock while Oliver reached beneath her and teased her breasts.  Oliver wrapped a hand around Rachel’s neck and squeezed as he thrust his cock in and out of her tight ass.

      It wasn’t long before Rachel’s legs began to quiver and her moans sounded more desperate.  Oliver held her tenderly to his body as he rocked in and out of her.  And then Rachel’s perfect lips hung open in a small O as sweet, soft moans escaped her.

      “You like getting your tight little asshole fucked?” my husband asked her.  She nodded while licking her lips.

      I turned to my husband and said, “I want you to fuck her even harder.”

      Oliver fucked her harder, slowly spreading her wide open.  She winced, but quickly lost herself again.

      I couldn’t keep my fingers from reaching between my legs and playing with my pussy.  I stroked it while Oliver fucked Rachel like she was nothing more than a toy to him.  I took a seat in Rachel’s office chair to watch the show while I teased myself.

      Oliver pushed in deeper until the entire length of him was inside her.  He leaned over Rachel, sliding one hand into her hair and tugging her head back.  He tugged back until her torso was exposed, her tits bouncing with each rough thrust of his cock.

      Once he knew she was comfortable, he picked up his pace, fucking her as hard as if she were nothing but a doll.  I smiled and tipped my head back as I took it all in.

      My fingers continued to tease my pussy while I watched.  “Fuck,” said my husband, “I don’t think I can hold it much longer.  Your boss’s pussy just feels too good.”

      “Fill her with your cum,” I said, but my eyes were on her.  Rachel stared back at me as I let go of the tension and felt my intense orgasm break over me.  I moaned as the intensity nearly split me in two.  Oliver pumped Rachel hard from behind, drilling his cock in deeper and deeper, the sight of which only made my orgasm last even longer.

      And then I saw his cum.  His hot, sticky cum shot deep inside her.  When he withdrew his cock, his cum trickled out of her and down to her swollen pussy.  Rachel had collapsed against the desk and was shaking and quivering.  Oliver walked over to me and stroked my hair.  “I think I’m going to like your new job,” he told me.

      I looked up at him, my fingers still in my pussy.  It was Rachel who spoke next.  “Does that mean we’ve avoided a lawsuit?” she asked.

      Oliver smirked.  “For now,” he said.  “But if you want to keep me happy, we’re going to have to do this again.”

      Rachel sat up with a smile.  “My pleasure,” she said.  “I thought it was going to be extremely hard to work with your attractive wife, but that was before I knew she was so kinky with a kinky husband.”

      “Believe me,” said Oliver.  “I had no idea she was this kinky either.”  He glanced at me and ran his fingers through my hair one more time.  “Of course, she never told me how attractive you were.”

      I pushed myself up from the chair and began to dress myself, feeling like the third wheel I’d become.  “This was not the day I was expecting to have,” I said as I put on my clothes.

      Rachel came toward me, took my chin in her hand, and angled me toward her.  “Do you think I came into work today expecting to fuck my new hire’s husband?  I think it’s safe to say that today surprised all of us.”

      My cheeks burned as I lowered my gaze.  I didn’t want to tell either of them how much I’d enjoyed myself.  I didn’t want to tell either of them how much I was already looking forward to the next time.
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      We were stretched out on the lounge chairs by the pool, the warmth of the midday sun enveloping us. Lydia sat beside me, her long legs crossed, leaning comfortably against the lounge chair cushion, smoking her cigarette with a smirk that told me she was up to something. Her skin was golden from the summer spent lounging on beaches and between the sheets with married men, the salt in her hair and the tan lines on her skin the ultimate testament to her conquests.

      Lydia's voice, smooth like the finest whiskey, told me all her wild stories of stealing other women’s husbands.  Like she was proud of it.  Like it was something I should be proud of too.

      I listened with wide eyes and a stomach full of fluttering butterflies as she recounted tales of how she had slept with married man after married man, like it was as simple as eating a slice of cake.

      “Tiffany and I shared a car on our way to the hotel,” Lydia began. “Tiffany had paid a great sum of money to make this the most exciting experience of her life.  Normally, I show up at the woman’s house and steal her husband right out from under her.  This time was different.  Tiffany wanted him to cheat.  But more importantly, she wanted to watch the whole thing.”

      I stifled a gasp as I listened intently.

      “I couldn't help but sneak glimpses at Tiffany through the reflection of the window, her eyes smoldering with a mixture of lust and jealousy,” she continued.

      “Once at the hotel, Tiffany and I were greeted by Greg.  A seductive playlist of music that played in the background.  Like I said, Tiffany really wanted this to happen.”

      My heart raced.  I couldn’t imagine wanting to watch your husband cheat.  Or…maybe I could.  But to actually go through with it?  To watch?  What must that be like?

      “So anyway, I led Tiffany to the bathroom, where I contemplated my next move. I leaned forward and applied her lipstick, whispering into her ear, ‘You have no idea how much I've wanted to do this, Tiffany.’”

      My eyes were saucers as I listened to my friend.

      “I could see the fire burning in her eyes as she replied, ‘I bet you do. And I'll be right here, watching the whole time.’”

      “No way,” was all I could say.  This story was already unbelievable, but I’d never known Lydia to be a liar.

      Lydia nodded.  “With that confirmation, I turned to face her, our lips touching. Our kiss was fierce, passionate, forbidden. As our lips connected, I felt Tiffany's hands exploring my body, pulling me closer, wanting more of me.  But I wasn’t there for her.  I was there for her husband.”

      A pool of wetness built between my thighs.  How cruel her story seemed, and yet, it aroused me like nothing else.

      “Then, I led Tiffany by the hand to the bedroom, where the luxurious king-sized bed was adorned with silk sheets and pillows. The room was dimly lit, with candles placed on every corner.  They really went all out.

      “Tiffany moved to the corner of the room to an armchair, and watched as her husband undressed me, savoring each inch of skin that was revealed. He was just as eager, his eyes devouring me with every glance. His erection was already hard, pulsating with anticipation.

      “I undressed him next, and heard Tiffany’s breathing get faster as she watched me touch her husband.  Her husband couldn’t keep his eyes off of me.

      “Tiffany’s gaze locked on us with an intensity that sent shivers down my spine.”

      Greg reached out, his fingers tracing a path down my arm. Then he told me, ‘I can't wait any longer.’  He pulled me close and kissed me. I could feel the heat of his body against mine, and I couldn't help but let out a soft moan.

      “Tiffany watched from the corner, her eyes glazed with desire. Knowing she was getting off on it only made it hotter for me.

      “Greg's hands roamed over my body, his touch setting me on fire. I could feel myself growing wet with desire, my body aching for more.

      “’Fuck me,’ I whispered.”

      Lydia chuckled.  “Greg didn't need to be told twice. He lifted me up, his strong arms holding me easily as he lowered me onto the bed. Naturally, I spread my legs, inviting him in.

      “He entered me with a groan, filling me completely. I let out a loud moan, my body arching off the bed.

      “Tiffany watched from the corner, her hand buried between her legs. I could see the look of pure pleasure on her face, and I knew she was getting off on this as much as I was.

      “Greg began to move, his hips thrusting against mine. I could feel myself growing closer and closer to the edge, my body tensing with pleasure.

      “’Don't stop,’ I begged him.

      Lydia chuckled again. “And Greg didn't stop. He kept going, his thrusts becoming harder and faster. I could feel myself teetering on the brink, my body on the verge of exploding with pleasure. And then, suddenly, I was there. I let out a loud moan, my body shaking.  His cock felt so good inside me, but it was having Tiffany’s eyes on me that made me come so hard.

      “Greg kept going, his thrusts becoming more and more erratic. And then, with a loud groan, he came inside me.  No condom.  Fortunately, I’m on the pill or who knows what could’ve happened?

      “We lay there, panting and spent, our bodies tangled together. Tiffany watched us from the corner, a smile on her face.

      “I knew then that I had given her exactly what she wanted, and I couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought.”

      My body was hot and tingly.  “And then what happened to Greg and Tiffany?”

      Lydia smirked.  “I heard they’re closer than ever.  Which is a shame, because I was hoping to do it again sometime.”

      My heart raced as I imagined what it would be like if she stole my husband.  To live on the edge and feel the rush of adrenaline that comes with sharing someone who promised to be faithful to you.

      My skin began to prickle with desire. The stories that Lydia told were so erotic, and they were opening up doors to desires that I never knew existed.

      The thought of Lydia making love to Timothy, my husband, sent shivers down my spine, and I felt the heat of my own arousal building between my legs. Lydia's eyes gleamed with mischief, as if she anticipated my hesitation and longing.

      "Naomi, can you imagine how it would feel?" Lydia's voice was low, her sultry tone making my heart race. "If I was with Timothy?  To know that I've taken something that wasn't mine.  That I slept with him and it couldn’t be undone?"

      My mind reeled with the forbidden fantasies she spun. An image of Timothy's strong body, the way he looked at me with love and adoration, and then the wild lust in his eyes when he looked at Lydia. The thought of their bodies twined together, of the pleasure coursing through both of them, made my head dizzy with curiosity.

      Lydia's blue eyes met mine, and I knew that she had me hook, line, and sinker. "Naomi, don’t you want to know what it's really like?" she asked, her voice low and silky.

      I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding with fear and excitement. "Yes," I whispered, barely audible enough for her to hear. "Yes, Lydia. I do."

      Before Lydia could acknowledge my response – if she’d heard me at all, Timothy walked out to the backyard.  The summer sun kissed his skin.  He was shirtless from doing yardwork out front. I watched him through half-lidded eyes, my heart quickening at the sight of his familiar smile. But this time, there was something different in his gaze as it landed on Lydia lounging beside me.  I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d overheard one of Lydia’s wild stories.

      I felt a surge of arousal shoot through me as I saw the hunger in Timothy's eyes when they met Lydia's. It should have made me angry, or jealous at the very least, but instead, it ignited a fire within me that I didn't quite understand. Lydia, always the provocateur, tilted her head and flashed Timothy a knowing grin. She was playing with fire, and I was beginning to realize that I wanted to get burned.

      Timothy was oblivious to the silent dance happening between us. He greeted Lydia with a casual nod before settling down on the lounge chair next to me. The air was thick with tension, heavy with unspoken desires that lingered between us like a forbidden fruit just out of reach.

      I stole a glance at Lydia, who met my eyes with a wicked glint of mischief. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she was enjoying every moment of it. As she leaned in closer to Timothy, her laughter tinkling like wind chimes in the breeze, I felt a rush of want wash over me.

      I kept my composure, maintaining an air of nonchalance as Lydia's flirtatious banter with Timothy grew bolder by the minute. Every touch, every teasing smile sent shivers down my spine, awakening a side of me that had long remained dormant.

      And as the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the backyard, I knew that this newfound desire would change everything between us. Lydia had unlocked something inside me that I never knew existed, and in that moment, I embraced the intoxicating thrill of the unknown.

      I watched Lydia return to unbathing gracefully by the pool, her bronzed skin glowing under the midday sun. In contrast, I fidgeted nervously with the hem of my swimsuit, feeling the weight of my secret pressing on me.

      "Timothy will be home early every day this week," I casually mentioned, my heart racing in anticipation of Lydia's reaction.

      She turned her head to look at me, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Is that so?" she purred, a sly smile playing on her lips.

      I held my breath, waiting for her response. Would she take the bait? My pulse quickened as I imagined the forbidden scenario playing out in my mind.

      But to my surprise, Lydia simply shrugged nonchalantly and returned to soaking up the sun. My hopes deflated like a popped balloon, leaving me feeling a strange mix of disappointment and relief.

      As I lay there beside her, the sound of cicadas buzzing in the background, I couldn't help but wonder what was going on in Lydia's mind. Was she truly uninterested in Timothy, or was she just biding her time?

      I stole a glance at her profile, the way her long lashes cast delicate shadows on her cheeks. In that moment, I realized how little I truly knew about Lydia – about her desires, her intentions, and her next move.

      And as the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting even longer shadows across the pool deck, one thing became clear to me: in this game of love and desire, Lydia held all the cards.
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        * * *

      

      As I pulled into the driveway, my heart was pounding in my chest. I couldn't shake the excitement I felt as I wondered if this would be the day I finally caught Timothy and Lydia in the act. My fantasies had grown increasingly vivid, and I found myself craving the thrill of discovery.

      Unlocking the front door, I stepped into our home, a mix of anticipation and nervousness coursing through me. The moment I walked in, the quiet was deafening.

      "Timothy?" I called out, my voice echoing through the empty rooms. "Honey? You home?"

      No response.

      With a deep breath, I moved up the stairs, hoping they might be in the bedroom.

      As I pushed open the door, I found the room dark and unoccupied. No muffled voices or sounds of passion.  No untidy sheets strewn across the bed. I had to admit, I was slightly disappointed.

      There was an overwhelming feeling of emptiness that settled over me. For the first time, I realized that the anticipation had been feeding my lust, and without it, I was left with just the raw desire.

      In that moment, I could feel my heart swell with a new emotion - one of longing for my husband, for my best friend, for the intensity that I had only dreamed of experiencing.

      I knew my fantasies would continue, even grow stronger with each passing day. And now, I had a new mission. To find out what it was like to share my husband with my best friend, to watch him crave her as much as I craved the sight of them together.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Lydia sauntered into my living room, her eyes gleaming with mischief. I could feel my heart racing with anticipation as I watched her graceful movements.

      "Naomi, darling, you look positively flushed," Lydia purred, sinking onto the plush sofa next to me. "Is there something on your mind?"

      I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to confess. "Lydia, I...I have a proposition for you," I began, my voice barely above a whisper.

      Her eyebrows shot up in curiosity, a smirk playing on her lips. "Oh? Do tell, darling."

      I gathered my courage and met her gaze. "I want you to steal Timothy away from me," I confessed, my cheeks burning with desire and shame. "I want to watch as you seduce him, feel the thrill of sharing him with you."

      Lydia's eyes widened in surprise before a slow smile spread across her face. "Naomi, darling, you naughty thing," she chuckled, her fingers trailing lightly along my arm. "I must say, that is quite the scandalous request. But who am I to deny such a delicious proposition?"

      As we locked eyes in silent understanding, a surge of arousal coursed through me. The forbidden excitement of what was to come left me breathless with anticipation.

      --

      I couldn't shake the image of Lydia and Timothy together out of my mind. I found myself lost in fantasies of the two people I loved most coming together in a way that both terrified and excited me. As I laid in bed next to my husband, I felt a wave of desire wash over me, mingled with guilt and curiosity.

      I turned to look at my sleeping husband, his peaceful expression at odds with the turmoil raging within me. I knew I couldn't keep these feelings bottled up any longer. I slowly got out of bed, careful not to wake Tim, as I pulled out my phone and dialed Lydia’s number.

      The night was quiet which only made the line ringing sound louder.  I was convinced Timothy could wake up at any moment and learn what I was up to.  I was nervous but determined, my heart pounding in my chest. When Lydia answered, I could practically hear her smiling.

      "Naomi," Lydia said coyly.  She didn’t sound tired at all.  It was as if she’d been up waiting for my call. "What are you up to so late?"

      I took a deep breath, trying to gather my thoughts before speaking. "I need to talk to you about something important," I began, my voice barely above a whisper.

      The dim light cast shadows across my living room as I prepared to confess everything. I hesitated for a moment before finally blurting out, "I can't stop thinking about... us."

      I heard a flicker of a gasp before it was replaced by a soft chuckle. "Oh, hun," Lydia purred, her voice sliding over my skin like silk. "I've been waiting for you to say that."
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        * * *

      

      Timothy was still asleep with Lydia came over.  It wasn’t the ideal way to break the news to him, but I had to get it out of my system.  I had to see them together so that I could move on.  At least, I hoped I could.

      “Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Lydia asked.  She slipped off her trench coat to reveal a lacy nightgown, her nipples poking through the fabric.  My heart raced as Lydia leaned in closer, our faces just inches apart. The air between us crackled with unspoken desire and forbidden longing.

      "We don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with," Lydia whispered, her breath warm against my skin. "But if you want this... if you want to share him... I can make it happen."

      I felt a rush of conflicting emotions flood through me - desire warring with guilt, curiosity battling against fear. But in that moment, as Lydia's lips brushed against mine in a gentle kiss, I knew that there was no turning back.

      I closed my eyes and let myself be carried away by the intoxicating sensation of surrendering to forbidden pleasure. And as the night stretched ahead of us like an endless possibility, I knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

      We headed upstairs to awaken Timothy.  Lydia waited in the shadows, watching him sleep, while I, too, slipped into something a little sexier.  A similar short, lacy nightgown.  Only my body didn’t look nearly as tempting in it as Lydia’s did in hers.

      Timothy stirred as I knelt on the bed.  I traced my fingers over his jaw line until his eyes fluttered open.  “What is it?” he groaned.

      I leaned in to his ear and whispered, “I want to share you with another woman.”

      That woke him up quick.  He sat up against the headboard, eyes wide.  That’s when Lydia stepped out from the shadows.

      “Hi, Timothy,” she said, wiggling her fingers in a cute wave.

      My husband swallowed, his gaze meeting mine reluctantly.  “What’s happening?”

      “Just relax,” I told him.  “I want to watch you fuck my best friend.”
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        * * *

      

      I sat on the edge of our marital bed, my lace nightgown slipping off my shoulders and pooling around me like a silky cocoon. The scent of Lydia's perfume swirled in the air, a heady mix of jasmine and lust. I licked my lips, the anticipation tensing my thighs.

      Lydia came toward the bed, her emerald eyes feasting on me. "Naomi," she purred, sauntering towards me with an intoxicating sway of her hips, her nightgown shifting to reveal a flash of her deliciously voluptuous body. "Are you ready to share your husband with me?” She asked, her voice a low, sultry hum that reverberated within me.

      I nodded, unable to speak, my gaze locked on the way her nipples strained against the thin fabric of her gown. My heart pounded wildly, my stomach fluttering with desire.

      "Good." She reached for the bed sheets that covered Timothy and smiled at the sight of his erect cock, straining against his boxers.

      Lydia crawled toward him, the straps of her nightgown falling gently off her shoulders.  "You ready to give your wife what she wants?"

      Timothy nodded eagerly, his eyes never leaving mine, as he pulled his boxers off and tossed them to the floor. Lydia's hand wrapped around his shaft, her fingers stroking him rhythmically, her eyes locked onto mine as she watched me watch them.

      I could barely breathe, as I watched the two of them intimately connected, consumed by their desire for each other.

      Lydia smiled, a devilish glint in her eyes. "You've never seen me like this before, Naomi. But I've always wanted to be closer to you, to share in your life, to share in your pleasures. And now, I will."

      And with that, Lydia leaned forward, her mouth opening wide, and took Timothy's cock deep into her throat, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight of it, of watching her take him, made my pussy ache with need, my desire for them both growing stronger with each pass of her lips over him.

      Timothy moaned, his hands gripping her hair as she continued to suck him. I could see the veins in his neck bulging, his pleasure clear on his face. And as I watched, I couldn't help but touch myself, my fingers sliding between my legs, feeling the moisture of my arousal.

      As Lydia continued to pleasure Timothy, I reached out and gently touched her, my fingers brushing against her thigh, then moving up to her hips, feeling the warmth of her skin against mine. I could feel her need for us, just as strong as mine. We were all connected, bound together by our shared desire, our shared fantasy.

      And then, as Lydia continued to suck Timothy, I knew it was time to join them. I moved behind her, my fingers brush against her ass, and realized she hadn’t worn any panties.  Then moving lower, I gently separated her cheeks, revealing her wet, pulsing pussy. I could see her lust, her need, and it made me even more aroused.

      With a gentle caution, I touched her, my fingers sliding into her, feeling her wetness against my skin. She moaned, her body trembling with pleasure, her back arching as I continued to finger her. And then, I pushed my fingers deeper, feeling her body tighten around me, her desire growing even stronger.

      As I continued to finger her, Lydia continued to suck Timothy, her moans echoing throughout the bedroom like a beautiful song.

      I could tell by Timothy’s furrowed brow that he was about to come.  He pulled her off of him and warned her.  “If you keep going, I’ll explode.”

      Lydia smiled.  She climbed up to him, leaving my wet fingers behind.  I brought them to my lips and licked them clean as I watched them.  She removed her gown and dropped it to the floor with his boxers.  Timothy’s hands roamed her hips as if she was every bit as forbidden as she should’ve been.

      No wife should want this or even allow it, but here we were in a dark bedroom fulfilling our forbidden desires.

      She straddled him, her luscious breasts pressing against his chest, their bodies a perfect fit. Then, with a sultry smile, she lowered herself onto him, their bodies melding together in a fusion of raw, primal passion.

      I watched, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene before me. Lydia's hips moved with a captivating rhythm, her body undulating as she rode Timothy, her flickering eyes locked onto mine. I could see the hunger in her gaze, the desire for me to join them, to experience this pleasure.

      Timothy's hands caressed Lydia's body, his fingers teasing her nipples, drawing circles around them, as she continued to move upon him. Her breaths grew ragged, her moans echoing through the room, fueling the fire of desire within me.

      And then, without warning, Lydia reached out a hand towards me. "Join us, Naomi," she whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. "You know you want to."

      I hesitated for a moment, and then discarded my nightgown completely.. As I turned toward them, Lydia's eyes widened with excitement, and Timothy's breath hitched.

      Sliding beside them, I reached out and gently ran my fingers through Lydia's hair, feeling the softness of her strands against my skin. I kissed her tenderly, our lips locking with Timothy drove his cock deeper inside my best friend.

      Timothy's moans filled the room, sending shivers down my spine, and I could feel the heat building within me, the desire becoming unbearable.

      Lydia's eyes never left mine, her gaze locking onto mine as she played with Timothy's body. I reached out and ran my fingers through their hair, caressing their naked bodies as my desire grew. Lydia's lips met mine again. Her tongue danced with mine, her breath warm and inviting, and I found myself lost in the most erotic experience of my life.

      Timothy slipped three fingers into my pussy, circling his thumb over my clit while I kissed my best friend.  He thrust his fingers in deeper while he pounded Lydia’s pussy, his body moving in perfect rhythm between us.

      Their  bodies swayed and contorted in rhythmic unison, my breath catching in my throat with every thrust. The lustful moans and the sight of my husband's naked form entwined with Lydia's sent electricity coursing through my veins.

      Lydia's rapid breaths filled the room, mirroring Timothy's own, increasing in tempo as their bodies moved closer to climax. The sound of their passionate cries echoed all around me, and I could feel the flush of embarrassment and desire building within me.

      When I heard Lydia let out a loud moan, punctuated with a string of curses and exclamations, I knew it was her moment. Timothy knew it too, because he devoted even more attention to fucking my pussy with his fingers, teasing and stroking, hoping my release would come with their own.

      The teasing touch was all it took. I gasped and whimpered in sync with them, the rush of pleasure overwhelming me. As I surrendered to the intensity of the moment, a shudder coursed through my entire body. My thighs trembled, and I squeezed my legs together, heightening the sensation, that sweet release.

      My eyes shot open, and I saw Lydia's eyes, wide and wild with passion, locked with mine. For a brief, suspended moment, we stared at each other, caught in the throes of our shared arousal. Then Timothy cried out, and I could hear the wet sound of flesh against flesh that accompanied their climax.

      As they collapsed into each other, a mixture of guilt and lust swirled within me, leaving me with a newfound thirst for a life where this fantasy could become my new reality.

      Lydia and I were no longer just friends; we were parts of this wild and intimate adventure, sharing something inexplicably thrilling. We were connected, bound together by the love we had for Timothy, and the desire to explore this secret world that we had created.

      As we caught our breath, I felt Lydia's hand brush against mine, our fingers entwined in a silent promise. I looked into her eyes, and though I could see the hunger there, I also saw the love, the understanding of what we were doing, and why. I knew that this moment, this intimate connection we shared, would forever bond us together, as a testament to the power of love, friendship, and desire.
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      Julia leaned forward across her glass-topped desk, the dim light of the office reflecting on its surface and casting a halo around her meticulous appearance. Her lips curved into a mischievous grin, red as the sinful city she was about to lure me into. "Sydney," she purred, her voice wrapping around my name like velvet, "I have an opportunity that I think you'll find... exhilarating."

      My pulse quickened at the glint in her eyes—a shade of hazel that seemed to flicker with hidden flames. "A convention in Las Vegas," she continued, tapping an ivory-nailed finger on the glossy surface between us. The tap-tap-tap was like a metronome to my suddenly ragged breaths. "It's the perfect place for someone with your... talents."

      The air felt thick with tension. My mind wandered to decadent suites and the taste of champagne bubbles popping on my tongue. The thrum of the Vegas nightlife echoed in my ears and beckoned to every suppressed desire within me.

      I shifted in my seat, hyper-aware of the way my pencil skirt clung to my thighs, how my blouse seemed to tighten around my chest as if constricting with each rapid beat of my heart. "That sounds...interesting," I managed to choke out, wondering if the heat blooming across my cheeks was visible in the soft glow of Julia’s office lamp.

      She smiled knowingly, as if she could see right through me.  "You'll be networking with some of the most influential people in our industry. And between you and me..." She leaned even closer, "What happens in Vegas could very well change your life."

      Her proximity sent a jolt through me—electric and undeniable. My skin prickled with awareness, each nerve ending screaming for attention that I couldn’t give into.

      Julia pulled back, observing me with eyes that seemed to see straight through to the core of me—the part that lay awake at night yearning for something more than what I had with Nick; something wild and untamable.

      "I expect you'll make quite the impression," she said with an enigmatic smile.

      Swallowing down the lump in my throat, I nodded mutely. Julia always had this effect on me—her presence was commanding yet laced with an intimacy that shouldn’t be there between a boss and her employee. She made no move on me, though; it was a dance we did, a flirtation that never crossed boundaries but sizzled just beneath our professional veneer.

      "Good girl," she praised softly as she straightened in her chair, smoothing out an invisible wrinkle on her pencil skirt—a skirt that clung lovingly to every curve of her body just as mine did.

      I left her office unsteady legs and wild thoughts. Las Vegas loomed on the horizon like an oasis—a place where I could indulge these forbidden fantasies without fear of reprisal or regret. It would remain there though, as a mirage; because despite what Julia had implied, I was determined to keep myself in check. To say I wasn't tempted would be a lie. The thrill of the unknown, the allure of sin just a fingertip away—it was intoxicating.

      I sat down at my desk, the hum of my computer feeling suddenly oppressive. My mind was filled with visions of neon lights and Julia's silhouette against the stark Nevada skyline. Could I really go through with this? Attend a convention where the lines were sure to blur under the weight of temptation?

      Julia's confidence rang in my ears, her belief in my ability to make an impression was empowering. But it was her final whisper, "Good girl," that reverberated within me the most—igniting a flame that Nick, despite his gentle touch and loving gaze, had never managed to spark.

      Was it wrong to crave her validation? To desire the twisted thrill of being seen as both desirable and capable by someone as enigmatic as Julia? My wedding ring suddenly felt heavy on my finger, its presence a glaring reminder of the life I had pledged myself to—a life that might not contain enough adventure as I would’ve liked.

      I pressed a hand to my forehead, trying to calm the storm inside me, but it was futile. Julia had opened Pandora's box with nothing more a flirty glance.

      A message pinged on my computer—Julia confirming the details for our trip. "Prepare for an unforgettable experience," it read. The finality in her words sent another shiver down my spine.

      With each passing moment, I could feel myself teetering on the edge, caught between loyalty and lust, stability and chaos. And as much as I wanted to deny it, Julia's invitation wasn't just about networking or business opportunities—it was a test of wills, a game of seduction in which neither of us held all the cards.

      Torn between eagerness and apprehension, I knew one thing for certain: Las Vegas would either be my ultimate fantasy or my greatest downfall. The only thing that could keep me from crossing that forbidden line was to invite my husband along.  Having him there would keep me in check.  It had to.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning I stood in the kitchen. The scent of coffee and eggs wafted through the air. I heard Nick's footsteps approaching and turned to see his tousled hair and sleepy eyes.

      "Morning," I purred, my voice laced with an invitation that stretched beyond the steaming mug I offered him.

      He accepted the coffee with a gentle touch on my hand, a knowing smile spreading across his lips. Nick leaned against the counter, sipping slowly as his gaze settled on me affection and a spark of something more primal.

      "Julia mentioned a convention for work," I started, fixing him with a seductive stare. "She suggested I go... and I was thinking—what if you came with me?"

      Nick took another sip, considering. "Work's been crazy, but what are you proposing exactly?" His voice was low, teasing.

      I brushed a strand of hair behind my ear and leaned in, closing the distance between us. "Imagine it," I whispered against his ear, grazing his lobe lightly with my teeth. "A luxurious hotel room... just us... endless nights to rediscover every inch of each other's bodies without any interruptions."

      His hand found the small of my back and pulled me closer. "Sounds like a second honeymoon," he murmured.

      "Exactly." My breath hitched as his hand slid lower to cup my backside firmly. "And we can indulge in all the sex we've been too busy for lately."

      Nick's eyes darkened, desire flaring within them. He set his mug down and traced a finger along the neckline of my robe, dipping dangerously close to the valley of my breasts. "I like how you think."

      I leaned into his touch, feeling warmth pool between my legs as he teased me open just enough for him to glimpse what awaited him beneath the silk fabric.

      "I'm excited too," he confessed, his voice raw with anticipation as he caressed me through the thin material—a promise of everything that was to come.

      Our lips met in a hungry kiss that consumed all thoughts of morning routines or daily responsibilities—we were lost to each other's taste and touch. In that moment, nothing else mattered but the electric connection sparking between us, a tantalizing preview of our hedonistic escape.

      Still, it was no match for the desires I had for my boss.  I thought of her with every touch.

      My hands slipped up to tangle in my husband’s hair, pulling him deeper into the kiss as I tried desperately not to think of Julia. Nick's arms wrapped around me, his hands eagerly roaming, tracing the curves he knew so well.

      With a firm grip on my hips, he lifted me onto the cool marble countertop, our breaths mingling with each gasp and moan. The cold surface against my skin was a thrilling contrast to the heat radiating from Nick's body pressed against mine. I arched my back, offering myself to him, yearning to lose myself in his touch.

      Nick's eyes roamed over my body with a mix of adoration and hunger. "I can't wait to spend days—and nights—wrapped up in you," he growled, his lips trailing hot kisses down my neck and across my collarbone.

      I shivered under his touch, my hands eagerly working to rid him of his shirt, revealing the chiseled chest I adored. Certainly, that would keep me from thinking about my boss.  It had to.  My fingers danced across his skin, feeling the thrum of his pulse and the ripple of muscles tensing with desire.

      The anticipation of what awaited us at the convention—the freedom to unleash our deepest fantasies without restraint—sent a surge of excitement through me. Nick seemed to read my thoughts as he pulled back slightly, his gaze locked onto mine with an intensity that left me breathless.

      "We'll make our own rules," he whispered, once again claiming my lips in a searing kiss.  If only he knew I wanted to break all the rules in the world and sleep with my boss.

      I broke away from our embrace just enough to look into each other's eyes. "It's going to be an unforgettable experience," I promised him with a coy smile.

      Nick agreed. "Absolutely unforgettable." And as we continued to tease and tempt one another there in the morning light, I was hopeful that a second honeymoon could rekindle the fire we’d lost from too many busy nights at work.
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        * * *

      

      The first thing we did at the hotel was get lost in each other.  Nick stood against the floor-to-ceiling window, the lights of the cityscape painting him in an ethereal glow. His tie hung loose around his neck, the top buttons of his shirt undone, revealing just a glimpse of the chest I longed to touch. The room buzzed with our anticipation, my pulse quickening at the sight of him.

      I approached him, my heels clicking against the polished floor. The air was charged as I closed the distance between us. His eyes watched me with a new intensity I’d never seen before.

      "I've been thinking about this all day," I murmured as my hands reached for his belt. My fingers worked to free him from the confines of his clothing, and as I pulled his pants and boxers down just enough to release his huge cock, a low growl escaped his lips. There it was in front of me—his huge, delicious cock, standing proud and eager.

      I sank to my knees, taking a moment to appreciate the view before me. Nick's fingers found their way into my hair, gripping gently but with enough authority to let me know who was in control. But that control was a gift he gave me, willing to surrender for our mutual pleasure.

      My tongue peeked out to taste him, savoring the salty tang of his skin. A shiver coursed through him as I took him into my mouth inch by deliberate inch until he hit the back of my throat. I swallowed around him, feeling his body tremble at the sensation.

      I set a rhythm that was both torturous and exhilarating—a slow suction followed by a slow release. My eyes locked onto his as I worshipped him with my mouth, taking pride in each gasp and moan that I drew from his lips. My own arousal built within me like a fire, fueled by every throb and pulse of him between my lips.

      Still, I thought of Julia.  I thought of how she was staying just down the hall.  About how soon I’d see her in this sinful city.  Would having Nick here be enough?  I was working my damndest to make it so.

      As I sucked harder and faster, his hands tightened in my hair, guiding me to the brink of his climax.

      Just when Nick was on the edge, teetering on the edge of bliss, he pulled back slightly. "Sydney," he breathed in a ragged whisper filled with desire.

      I paused momentarily, my gaze questioning until he spoke three words that ignited every fiber of my being: "I’m going to come." With that stark confession ringing in my ears, I doubled my efforts—determined to draw out every last drop of pleasure he had to offer until he spilled himself into me with a guttural cry that echoed off the walls.

      His seed was warm and potent on my tongue as I milked him through the waves of his climax. When it was over, I rose slowly to stand before him—a smile playing on my lips while catching my breath from our carnal indulgence.

      A sharp knock on the door echoed through the room, a stark contrast to the soft gasps and moans that had filled the air moments before. With drops of Nick's release still warm on my chin, I quickly dabbed at my face with the plush hotel towel, my pulse racing for reasons beyond having just sucked off my husband. After straightening my tousled hair with a few quick strokes of my fingers, I cast a mischievous glance at Nick, who stood proudly, a satisfied grin tugging at his lips.

      I moved on shaky legs across the hardwood floor. The cool air brushed against my skin where Nick's touch had ignited fires, leaving goosebumps in its wake. I reached the door and drew in a deep breath to steady myself before pulling it open.

      Julia stood there, every inch the picture of authority and composed beauty in her tailored suit. Her eyes roamed over me, a flicker of something unreadable passing through them before she smoothed her expression into a neutral one.

      "Sydney," she greeted, her voice calm despite having found me in such a state of disarray. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything... important."

      I felt a flush creep up my neck as I fought to maintain an outward calm. "Not at all," I lied smoothly, leaning against the doorframe in what I hoped was a casual pose. My body betrayed me though, thrumming with desire and curiosity about what brought Julia here.

      Julia's gaze slipped past me to where Nick stood partially visible. Her lips curved ever so slightly as if she could read the scene that had just played out. And then her eyes were back on mine, dark with a hint of challenge—or was it an invitation?

      "I didn’t know you were bringing your husband along.”

      “I hope that’s okay,” I said.  But it was clear that Julia was upset.  And curious.  And filled with lust – like usual.

      Without warning, Julia swept into the room, her presence alone seeming to alter everything.

      The door clicked shut behind her, and the room fell into a semi-darkness. My heart raced as Julia's eyes locked onto mine, a silent challenge hanging in the heavy air between us. She reached down slowly, fingers playing at the hem of her crisp white shirt before gradually unbuttoning it, her movements deliberate and achingly slow.

      As she shrugged off the shirt, revealing the delicate lace of her bra hugging her perfectly full breasts, I couldn't help but feel a spark of jealousy ignite within me. Nick's inhaled sharply as he took in the sight before him.

      "What are you doing?" I managed to whisper, my voice hoarse with desire and laced with a hint of insecurity. Julia just smiled, a grin that spoke volumes. She stepped out of her pencil skirt, letting it pool at her feet, standing there in matching lingerie that hugged her curves like they were made for each other.

      My skin felt hot and tight as I drank in the sight before me, my mind unable to comprehend how Nick could possibly not be affected by this stunning woman standing before us. "Why are you undressing?" I asked again, more firmly this time.

      "Because," Julia began as she approached us with a confidence that seemed to radiate from her very being. "I want to punish you for bringing your husband.  I was going to seduce you on our trip, Sydney.  You ruined that.  So, now I’m going to teach you a lesson." Her hand lifted to trace a manicured finger down my clothed chest, igniting a trail of fire on my skin as my breath hitched.

      Nick's gaze flickered back and forth between Julia and me, his confusion evident. But in that moment, all rational thought was slipping away as Julia stood before us, radiant and commanding. Her presence alone demanded submission and it took everything in me not to fall to my knees.

      She leaned forward; her lips barely brushed against mine in a tease of a kiss that promised so much more. "Sydney," Julia's voice was like velvet, warm and enveloping. "Let go. Let me show you what it really means to be free."

      The two of us finished undressing each other, unclasping each other’s bras and sliding down each other’s panties until we were both naked in front of Nick.  Nick followed suit and discarded his clothes too.

      The room spun as I surrendered to the moment. There was no turning back now; I had been captivated by an unstoppable force—my boss, Julia—the embodiment of erotic power who had entered not just this hotel room but every forbidden space within me.

      Julia's voice dripped with command, a velvet cloak that wrapped around my senses and tugged me toward her. "Let me make you feel good, Sydney," she murmured, her eyes flaring with heat. Her words weren't a question but an instruction, one that I was powerless to resist.

      With practiced ease, she guided me towards the plush bed in the center of the room. The back of my knees met the edge, and I fell back into the softness, my heart pounding a wild rhythm against my ribcage. Julia's hands were firm yet gentle as she spread my legs wide open, baring my slick pussy to her hungry gaze.

      I sensed Nick's presence without looking; the air seemed to sizzle with his arousal. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see him—my husband—his hand wrapped around his thick cock, slowly stroking himself as he watched the scene unfolding before him.

      Julia lowered her head between my thighs, and her breath was hot against my sensitive skin. Anticipation twisted inside me like a coiled serpent, ready to sink its poisonous fangs into me. Then her tongue touched me—just a light flicker—and I gasped at the sudden bolt of pleasure that shot through me.

      She was relentless, her mouth working magic on my swollen flesh. The way she licked and sucked sent shivers up my spine and made every nerve ending sing with need. Every lap of her tongue was deliberate, calculated to draw out the deepest moans from within me.

      I was lost in a sea of sensation, and all I could do was clutch at the sheets, my hips moving instinctively to meet Julia's mouth. She devoured me with an intensity that left no room for thought or hesitation.

      My climax built rapidly, a bolt of raw ecstasy that threatened to shatter me into a million pieces. Julia sensed it too; she doubled her efforts, her tongue swirling over my clit in a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart.

      "Fuck, Sydney," Nick groaned from his vantage point. His voice was strained with lust as he watched his wife unravel under another woman's touch.

      And then it hit—in waves that left me reeling and crying out Julia's name like a sacred mantra. My orgasm washed over me in powerful surges as Julia held tight to my quivering thighs, her mouth never wavering until she'd coaxed every last shudder from me.

      As I lay there panting and spent, Julia rose from between my legs with a self-satisfied smirk playing on her lips. Our eyes met briefly before I turned to find Nick still watching us intently, his own desire written plainly across his features.

      Julia closed the distance between her and Nick.

      I leaned up on the bed, a cocktail of shock and arousal swirling through my veins, as Julia's lips met Nick's. It was like watching a forbidden scene unravel before my very eyes, one I wasn't supposed to witness, yet couldn't tear myself away from. The air in the room thickened with tension and a hunger that couldn't be denied.

      Julia—confident, poised, always in control—knelt before Nick with an elegance that only she possessed. Her hands wrapped around his thick cock. Her eyes never left his as she leaned in, her breath hot against the sensitive skin of his engorged dick.

      The sight of her mouth enveloping him sent shivers down my spine. She took him in greedily, nearly swallowing him whole, a stark contrast to the usual poise she'd display at boardroom meetings. The wet sounds of her devotion filled the room—slurps and sighs that sent waves of humiliation and desire running through my veins.

      Nick's head dropped back, his hands clutching Julia's lush hair, guiding her with gentle insistence. I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood as I watched Julia work him over with an expertise that stung with an unfamiliar jealousy.  She was much better at this than I could ever hope to be. She sucked him fervently, her cheeks hollowing with each pull as if she was drawing out every last ounce of his restraint.

      He looked at me then, eyes glazed with pleasure but sharp with an intensity that pierced right through me—like he was challenging me to look away or perhaps urging me to absorb every detail. I was hypnotized by the motion of Julia's head bobbing faster now, the obscene beauty of it all unfolding under my gaze.

      And then it happened—Nick tensed up like a bowstring drawn tight before release. His moans turned into a raw guttural groan as he reached the brink. Julia didn't relent. She intensified her efforts as though determined to milk him for every drop of cum he had to offer.

      When his climax washed over him, it was like watching a fierce explosion. She never broke contact; she swallowed everything he gave her with satisfaction. The delicate motion of her throat as she took down every last bit of him held me captive.

      As she slowly pulled back and rose to her feet, lips glistening and eyes triumphant, I realized I'd been holding my breath—afraid that even the slightest exhale would shatter the moment. My body trembled with need and something else... envy? Admiration? It was hard to separate one feeling from another.

      Julia locked eyes with me once more before giving me an enigmatic smile.  She came toward me, pushed me back against the bed and climbed above me.

      She straddled me, her essence mere inches from my lips. My breath hitched, my body already fevered with anticipation. She looked down at me, her gaze searing and ravenous. Her hands, those instruments of both business and pleasure, found my breasts with practiced ease. As she rolled my nipples between her fingers, a gasp escaped me that was muffled by her pussy as she lowered down.

      The taste of Julia was intoxicating—hints of salty arousal—and I reveled in it. My tongue traced the contours of her, learning the new landscape. She moaned softly, a sound that vibrated through my core as she rocked her hips rhythmically against me. Every stroke of my tongue was guided by the subtle shifts of her body—an erotic dance where I followed her lead.

      Meanwhile, Nick stood transfixed by the of flesh and lust that unfolded before him. His stare was heavy with adoration and envy.

      As Julia's movements grew more insistent, Nick approached us—the bed dipping under his weight—and aligned the tip of his cock with my exposed pussy. The initial press of him sent a jolt through me; that perfect stretch and fill that only he could provide.

      The sensation of being taken while simultaneously tasting Julia pushed me into a dizzying haze. Her scent filled my senses; her flavor coated my tongue as she sought her own climax above me.

      Nick's pace intensified, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through me. There existed no world outside this triangle of desire—three points connected by need and gratification.

      Julia's breaths became shorter, choppier, signaling the crest of her ecstasy approaching on the horizon. Her fingers tightened cruelly around my nipples, twisting hard, and then she quivered above me, clenching and unclenching around my tongue.

      I felt Nick swell within me and I knew he was about to come.

      As Julia's quaking subsided and she eased off me with a satisfied sigh, Nick gripped my hips with urgency. With one last look at Julia—her body still flushed with her orgasm—he gave in to his own climax, filling my pussy in front of my boss.

      Julia's command sliced through the room with the precision of a blade, her voice laced with a tone that promised danger. "Nick, darling, why don't you make yourself comfortable on the bed," she purred, her eyes never leaving mine as she spoke. The authority in her request wasn't to be questioned; it was an order and we were both eager to obey.

      Nick glanced at me, his eyebrow arching in silent inquiry, his lips curving into a knowing smirk that suggested he was all too aware of the show he was about to put on for me. With a fluid grace he moved towards the bed, Julia’s eyes fixed on his taut chest and stomach, muscles flexing.

      I sat on the edge of the bed beside them, my thighs pressed together, hands clasped in my lap to hide their trembling. The air around me felt charged with electricity, and my body was a live wire waiting to spark at their slightest touch.

      Nick complied with an ease that spoke to his desire to please Julia—and by proxy, me—as he perched on the edge of the bed. He ran a hand through his hair, ruffling the dark strands before settling back against the plush pillows at the headboard.

      Julia approached him, crawling over as she surveyed her next conquest. Her gaze flicked back to me just as she leaned over Nick, her fingers trailing down his chest as if she could etch fire into his skin with her touch alone. She whispered something in his ear—a secret meant only for him—that made his eyes darken.

      I shifted in my seat.  Heat blossomed between my thighs at the sight of Julia's hand snaking lower over Nick's body. Her fingers teased his cock again I bit my lip hard enough to taste copper.  She had already sucked him off.  I knew there was only one thing left.

      She straddled Nick then, pressing down onto his lap, his cock slowly disappearing inside her.  Her hips rocked against him slowly, teasing me with each movement.

      And there I sat, watching—burning—aching with need yet unable to move or speak . Julia's eyes flickered to mine, a sly, knowing glint shimmering within their depths. She lifted herself slightly, just enough before plunging back down onto him. Her gasp was music to my ears.

      Nick groaned deep in his throat, his hands instinctively finding Julia's hips as she began to ride him with an intensity that left no room for doubt—she was in control. She threw her head back, hair cascading down her back in a dark waterfall as the rhythm between them built with each thrust. The sight was maddeningly erotic, and I could feel the pull in my own core, resonating with their tempo.

      Unable to resist any longer, my hand drifted down my body, fingers slipping between my thighs to find the heat and wetness awaiting them. I circled my clit slowly at first, the pleasure mingling with a gnawing jealousy that threatened to overwhelm me. But I couldn't stop; I was caught in the undertow of their passion.

      Nick's voice broke through the haze of pleasure. "Julia," he panted, determination lacing his words, "I can't—I don't want to come inside you." His restraint was palpable; he was on the edge but still fighting for control.  “I don’t want to get you pregnant.”

      In one swift movement that left me breathless from mere observation, Nick flipped Julia onto the bed. He pushed her gently onto her stomach and positioned himself behind her, his gaze finding mine once more as if seeking permission or perhaps forgiveness for what came next.

      With an insatiable hunger in his eyes, Nick entered Julia's ass in one smooth motion that had her crying out—a sound that was both pleasure and surrender. It was something I'd never given him—never allowed myself to explore—and seeing him take Julia so completely stirred a complex cocktail of emotions within me.

      Every thrust seemed to echo in my own flesh as I watched them closely. The tightness in my chest matched the clenching around my fingers as Nick moved with a vigor fueled by both lust and urgency. My heart raced with fear that after this, he wouldn't need me anymore—that this moment would redefine us irrevocably.

      But even in my sea of thoughts, I couldn't help but be carried away by their erotic display. My fingers worked faster now; my breaths came quicker as I spiraled towards climax together with them yet apart—a voyeur bound by threads of desire and trepidation.

      Nick's groans built alongside Julia's cries until finally he pulled out and sprayed his cum all over the curves of her backside.  Collapsing beside her on the lavish bedspread, they were both flushed and spent—and so was I, shivering from an orgasm that felt like both a betrayal and a revelation.

      As they laid there panting, recovering from their exertions, Julia's green eyes bore into mine, her gaze holding a promise of the pleasure to come.

      "Sydney," Julia purred, her voice thick with lust as she looked at Nick and then back at me, "I want to taste you, to feel you tremble beneath my tongue while you're taken from behind."

      My heart pounded against my chest. I had never given my husband anal sex before.  He’d just been inside my boss’s ass and now she wanted him inside mine?  I trembled at the thought, but my body came alive.

      Without another word, I complied, positioning myself on hands and knees at the edge of the bed, presenting myself to them. Julia slid beneath me like a feline predator claiming her prize, her hot breath against my slick pussy, sending shivers up my spine. At that moment Nick positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips firmly as he aligned himself with my virgin ass.

      As he pushed inside me with a single thrust, Julia's lips found their target. Her tongue expertly danced around my clit, teasing it into submission while Nick began to thrust into me with a steady rhythm. Each stroke sent waves of delight crashing through my body.

      I gasped as I felt Julia's hands snake around to cup my breasts, pinching and tugging at my nipples in time with Nick's deep penetrations. The dual sensations were overwhelming; I was caught in a tempest of pleasure that I never wanted to escape from.

      Nick’s movements became more fervent, his grip tightening as he pulled me back onto him. His cock filled me entirely, stretching me deliciously each time he buried himself deep inside my ass. And there was Julia — relentless in her pursuit of driving me over the edge — her skilled tongue flicking and swirling as if she knew every secret part of my soul.

      Our shared ecstasy built steadily, an unstoppable force that threatened to consume us whole. My moans combined with the wet sounds of Julia's mouth and the slap of skin against skin. Together we moved in perfect harmony—Julia devouring me voraciously from below, Nick claiming me with commanding thrusts from behind.

      My body tensed as I felt the climax building within me — an electric current racing up my spine. With every lick and every pound, they coaxed the fiery orgasm closer to explosion until finally it ripped through me like a hurricane.

      I screamed out in unbridled bliss as waves after waves crashed over me. Milliseconds later I heard Nick grunt his own release; his warmth flooding inside of me as he filled me completely.

      We collapsed together: a tangled heap of fulfilled desires and spent bodies. This was more than just sex; it was an exploration in crossing limits and boundaries we should never have crossed. It was raw and beautiful — an intimate connection that spoke volumes without uttering a single word. In this moment we were untamed, free to explore our desires.

      I lay there, breathless, between the slick heat of Julia's curves and Nick's firm body, the air heavy with the scent of our filthy acts. My eyes fluttered open to catch Julia's gaze; her eyes sparkled with a hunger still burning in their depths. She trailed a lazy finger down my chest, leaving a path of tingling awareness in its wake.

      Nick, ever attentive, brushed a strand of damp hair from my face, sealing our experience with a kiss that tasted of lust and a promise of more to come. The moments after had always been tender, but this... this was an electric calm.

      Julia shifted slightly, propping herself up on one elbow as she looked down at us both. "Sydney," she cooed in that alluring tone that had first drawn me into her web of seduction, "you were everything I’d hoped you be, and more." Her words sent warmth spiraling through me.

      "I never knew it could be like this," I whispered back, my voice barely above a whisper. "With both of you, I feel... liberated."

      "We've only just begun," Nick assured me with a gentle pressure on my hand. "There are more boundaries to push, more pleasures to discover." His words resonated deep within me—a thrilling invitation to explore the depths of my own sensuality.

      This was more than an affair; it was an awakening—a realization that with Nick and Julia by my side, I had permission to explore every facet of who I am and what I desire without fear or judgement.

      And as I drifted off between them—my beloved husband and enigmatic boss—I couldn't help but wonder what other adventures were waiting for us.
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      Luke's hand trembled with barely contained excitement as he slid a sleek black folder across the marble countertop toward me. "Babe," he said, eyes sparkling with the ferocity of his ambition, "it’s happening. We’re merging with a high-end fashion brand." His grin was infectious, and I caught myself smiling before I knew what was unfolding.

      I leaned over the folder, my fingers tracing the embossed logo of his fitness wear company, a brand that had become synonymous with elite athletes and Instagram influencers alike. The thought of it expanding sent a thrill up my spine that wasn't solely premised on business success.

      "That's incredible, Luke!" I managed to say as I looked up at him, my heart pounding with pride. "Your hard work is finally paying off. You're really shaping the industry." I wrapped my arms around his waist, feeling the solid strength of him against me.

      His hands slipped around to the small of my back, pulling me closer. "We should celebrate," he murmured into my hair, his breath warm on my neck. The scent of him—clean sweat and that spicy cologne I’d gifted him—made my body respond in ways that were all too familiar and keenly anticipated.

      I tilted my face up to meet his gaze, noting the smoldering look that promised more than just a toast to success. "I'll put on that red dress you like," I whispered, my lips grazing his. "The one that barely covers anything."

      A low growl emanated from his throat as he captured my mouth with his own. His kiss was insistent, possessive—a physical testament to our fiery connection. We pulled away reluctantly; there were still details to discuss.

      As we sat down at the dining table with two glasses of bubbly golden champagne, Luke elaborated on the merger details—the luxury materials meeting performance technology, exclusive lines poised to take both industries by storm.

      Then he dropped her name casually into the conversation—the bombshell that sent my world spinning off its axis.

      "The head of the fashion brand," Luke said after a sip of champagne, "is Penelope Hart."

      My fingers tightened around my glass so hard I thought it might shatter. Penelope—the girl from high school who'd been the target of mockery for her thrift store clothes and quiet demeanor. The girl I'd teased mercilessly in front of everyone because she was different, because she didn't fit into our shallow teenage hierarchy.

      And now? Now she was at the helm of a high-end fashion empire? My mind raced as memories flooded back—her hurt expression when words like arrows found their marks; her resilience in ignoring juvenile taunts; her unexpected grace under social fire.

      "Adelaide? Honey?" Luke's voice cut through my internal turmoil.

      I forced a smile onto my lips. "Penelope Hart," I echoed faintly. “Wow, small world.”

      Luke beamed, oblivious to the storm raging within me. "Isn't it? Who would've thought?"

      Who indeed? My stomach churned with a cocktail of dread and forbidden curiosity as I clinked glasses with him—all while a single question echoed through the recesses of my treacherous mind: What would Penelope Hart look like now?
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        * * *

      

      As I walked into the sleek conference room, a place where glass walls invited the city skyline to be a silent observer of our meeting, my nerves were already strung tight as piano wire. This was it, the convergence of two empires—my husband’s thriving fitness wear kingdom and Penelope's chic fashion dominion. The air felt charged with a heady mix of anticipation.

      I took my seat beside Luke, his hand brushing mine in a silent pledge of support. His success was palpable, the clean lines of his tailored suit hugging his gym-sculpted physique, a perfect advertisement for his brand. I allowed myself to take pride in him, in us.

      That's when she walked in.

      Penelope. Her name alone was a bitter pill dissolving on my tongue, reminiscent of years I'd rather forget. But God help me, she was stunning—more so than I’d been prepared for.

      She crossed the room with the confidence of someone who hadn’t just stepped into her beauty but owned it outright. Her eyes were dark pools of ambition and secrets, her body encased in a dress that hugged her curves with shameless adoration. It was more than attractiveness; it was power that radiated from her like heat from sunbaked pavement.

      And as those eyes met mine, something inside me twisted—a coil of desire oddly laced with envy. It was ludicrous to feel this way about someone I used to tease.

      Yet throughout the meeting, those sharp gazes she sent me were needles threading an intricate tapestry of animosity and allure. Every time I caught her looking, it felt like she was peeling layers off me without permission, leaving me exposed and strangely wanting.

      Luke's voice was a drone in the background as he discussed projections and market shares. My ears were attuned elsewhere—to the subtle shift in Penelope’s tone when she addressed me directly or to the faint brush of her fingers against documents that came dangerously close to grazing mine. Each interaction felt like playing with fire; I was terrified of getting burned yet drawn irresistibly closer to the flame.

      Her small smirks were cryptic—did they carry memories from our highschool days or something far more provocative? It was as if she wielded a double-edged sword that could slice through my façade at any moment.

      The tension wove itself into knots within me as Penelope's words danced around professional topics but laced them with an intimacy that confused me.

      “Adelaide,” her voice dipped lower as she said my name like a forbidden verse meant only for us—a stark contrast to the clinical environment around us. Each syllable dripped with something unspoken; it bordered between scorn and seduction.  “What do you think?”

      I nodded in agreement, unsure of what they were discussing, too lost in the whirlwind of emotions sweeping through me.

      By the time we adjourned, my body thrummed with a buzz that made me light-headed. Penelope was gorgeous, seductive, and savvy. I suddenly felt like nothing compared to her, and yet her gaze on mine was everything.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The next day, I met my husband for a surprise lunch. I walked into the high-rise building with a sense of trepidation, my heels clicking against the sleek marble floor — the echoing sound almost mocking my nervous heartbeat. Luke had been raving about this merger for months, but I couldn't help feeling unsettled. And now, seeing Penelope's name splashed on everything from office doors to letterheads added an extra layer of complexity to my emotions.

      I told myself this was just an innocent lunch date with my husband, but the bite of jealousy gnawing at my gut said otherwise. The thought of Penelope, now a powerful fashion mogul, working with Luke set off a fireworks of insecurity I hadn’t felt since…ever.

      As I approached Luke’s office, the door was ajar, my heart rattling like a poisonous snake in my chest.  The pair of them were so engrossed in their collaboration that they didn't notice me approach. Penelope’s lithe figure bent gracefully over Luke’s desk, her fingers trailing on a page that lay between them. Luke leaned in close, too close, his hand hovering near hers as they discussed fabric samples or profit margins; it hardly mattered which.

      The heat crept up my neck as I watched their heads almost touching, their laughter mixing in the air like some intoxicating elixir. My own laughter had once filled those spaces, resonating off his walls when life was simpler and less... Penelope.

      He looked up then and his face brightened with a genuine smile reserved only for me—or so I used to think. “Adelaide!” he exclaimed, standing abruptly and coming around to kiss me hello.

      Penelope straightened up, her gaze flickering to me with unsettling poise. That old cheerleader animosity stirred within me as she arched a perfectly sculpted brow and gave me a smirk that was one part mockery and two parts challenge. She knew. She knew what this little visit was about.

      “Adelaide,” she purred, stepping closer under the pretense of politeness. “I was just telling Luke how much I appreciate his... dedication.”

      The subtext wasn't lost on me; the honeyed venom in her tone made sure of it. Her hand fluttered to her throat in a show of innocence, but her eyes gleamed with something primal and knowing.

      With deliberate casualness, she leaned in close enough for her breath to brush my ear as she whispered, “Your husband is quite the catch, isn’t he? You might want to keep an eye out for wandering hands—mine excluded, of course.”

      The audacity left me reeling—a cocktail of rage and desire swirling within me. Rage at her insinuation that I should be worried about other women, or even her; desire because despite everything, Penelope exuded an allure that didn’t just turn heads—it spun them all the way around.

      “I’m not worried,” I lied through clenched teeth.

      She stepped back then, looking tickled by my obvious lie. “Good,” she said crisply before turning back to gather her things. “Because neither am I.”

      Luke watched us both with a puzzled expression like he couldn't quite understand the current running beneath our exchange. But there it was—an electric undercurrent of unspoken challenges and concealed intentions ready to ignite.

      As we sat for lunch that day in his office, the taste of jealousy lingered on my lips more potent than the wine we sipped. My head swam with images of Luke laughing beside Penelope, their closeness seeding doubts where confidence once thrived. Penelope was toying with me like a cat with a mouse, and I knew I had to act quick before she sank her claws into me.
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        * * *

      

      That night, Luke and I went out for a celebration dinner.  The flickering candlelight at Dante's, our favorite upscale Italian bistro, did little to soothe the storm brewing inside me. Luke sat across from me, his chiseled jaw outlined by the dim lighting, talking animatedly about the merger. My perfectly manicured fingers toyed with the stem of my wine glass as I nodded at all the right times, but my mind was a carousel of chaotic thoughts.

      "Penelope's vision is revolutionary," he said with that passion in his eyes that used to be reserved for me. "She's transforming the industry."

      My insides clenched, not with pride or excitement, but with a green-eyed monster gnawing at my self-worth. Penelope. That name evoked images of the woman I once ridiculed now becoming an untouchable goddess in the realm I thought I ruled—my husband’s admiration.

      "I'm sure it'll be fantastic," I replied, my voice betraying nothing of the whirlpool of jealousy within me.

      Desperate to reassert my place, to mark my territory, I let my hand slip from the wine glass and rest on Luke's thigh. His monologue paused as he gave me a quizzical look.

      "What are you..." he began before his breath hitched when my fingers found their destination, stroking him through the fabric of his tailored slacks.

      His eyes darkened, the pupils dilating with a hunger that sent shivers down my spine. Public displays were never our thing, but tonight was about possession, about reminding him who he came home to every night.

      "Celebrating," I whispered huskily.

      I watched him struggle between maintaining composure and succumbing to the rising heat. He covered by taking a sip of his water, while I continued my mission under cover of white linen tablecloth.

      Luke's hand found mine, stilling it briefly as he cleared his throat. "I think we should head home." There was a tremor in his voice that sounded like victory to me.

      But instead of agreeing to leave, I guided his hand away and stood up determinedly. "Bathroom," I said with an innocent smile that didn't reach my eyes.

      I made sure he watched me walk away before discreetly slipping into the unisex restroom and leaving the door unlocked. My heels clicked against the cold tile.

      Moments later, Luke entered and locked the door behind him. His usual restraint was gone as he pulled me into him for a scorching kiss that left both of us breathless.

      "I need you," he groaned into my hair as I unbuckled his belt with practiced ease.

      Before long, he was leaning back against the cool marble counter top and I was on my knees before him—the high priestess ready to worship at her altar. His cock strained against the fabric of his briefs. I pulled it out, already hard from anticipation or maybe from having been so close to power all evening. I wrapped my lips around him without a word, taking him deep into my mouth as his fingers found their way into my hair.

      The sharp intake of his breath and low curses were drowned out by the sound of our racing heartbeats echoing off the walls. It wasn't love in this moment—it was primal; it was possession; it was a declaration without words.

      This was my turf—a place where there were no Penelopes or mergers—just pure, unadulterated desire.

      Luke groaned low in his throat; it was a sound of surrender that fueled me further. I sucked him hard, swirling my tongue around him while looking up with eyes filled with love and challenge. As much as this was for him—it was for me too—a reclaiming of my worth in his world. I would not be overshadowed by Penelope, the nerd I used to taunt.

      "Fuck," he whispered raggedly above me.

      In that bathroom stall, as I took him deeper into my mouth with every bob of my head, I erased every thought but mine from his mind. My name spilled from his lips in hushed curses and praise as if he’d forgotten every other woman but me.

      I pushed myself harder against him until he tensed and released with a small grunt that seemed to come from deep within his soul. His cum spilled into me; salty victory that marked me just as much as it did him.

      And then it was over. He leaned against the counter for support while I rose gracefully before wiping a rogue drop from the corner of my lip. The weight in his gaze told me all I needed to know—I still had it.

      We left that bathroom together: him slightly disheveled but utterly satisfied; me with renewed confidence shimmering around me like an armor invisible to anyone but him.
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        * * *

      

      A week later, I came home early from work and noticed a high-end car in the driveway that I didn’t recognize.

      I moved through a dark and empty house, following the sound of voices coming from the patio outside.

      I stood there, hidden by the sheer curtain of the living room window, my chest tightening as I watched the scene unfold on the patio. The clinking of wine glasses was like a metronome to my racing heart. Luke and Penelope had always been friendly since the merger, but this... this was intimate. It was more than professional.

      Penelope's laughter cut through the air – a beautiful sound I never heard in high school.  Back then, the laughter came from us, her tormentors.

      Now, she was captivating and seemed to wield it with an expertise that made my stomach churn. Her hand, delicate and sure, rested once again on Luke's shoulder, fingers dancing across his pressed white shirt with a familiar ease.

      I watched as her sleek, manicured nails traced circles over his muscle like she owned every curve beneath his shirt—my shirt that I had bought for him. The bottle of red wine, half-empty, sat between them as testament to how long they'd been in this position.

      There were no papers strewn about the glass table, no laptops or tablets in sight. Just the two of them and a bottle. A work meeting? It didn't quite add up.

      The smirk Penelope threw my way when I cleared my throat was laden with a thousand words unsaid, each one more sordid than the last. She knew; she knew exactly what she was doing in our space, on our patio, with my husband.

      "Adelaide!" Luke's voice broke; surprise or guilt—I couldn't tell which dominated. "We were just discussing some... new directions for the merger."

      That tightness in my chest twisted into a hot coil as I stepped into their little bubble on the patio, feigning calmness with years of practice behind each cheerleader-smooth step. Their body language shifted almost imperceptibly—Penelope leaning back just enough to feign innocence while Luke tried to wear confidence like one of his tailored suits.

      I nodded slowly, trying not to fixate on how Penelope's smoky eye makeup gave her gaze an insatiable quality that my own bare face likely couldn't match in that moment.

      "It seemed more like you were discussing wine pairings," I said coolly, crossing my arms over my chest. "Odd to leave all your work inside."

      Luke cleared his throat awkwardly while Penelope let out another laugh—a slow curl of sound that felt like velvet wrapped around a dagger.

      "Work can be exhausting," she purred, her eyes locked on mine. "Sometimes you need to unwind before diving back in."

      Her words dripped with double meaning and a heat flush crawled up my neck at the thought of what 'diving back in' might entail between them if given half a chance—or had it already happened?

      I forced a smile onto my lips as I took the seat opposite them, reaching for the bottle and pouring myself a glass without waiting for an invitation.

      "Well," I said with forced brightness as I raised my glass slightly toward Penelope. "Here's to 'unwinding.’"
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        * * *

      

      A few torturous weeks later, I’d had enough. I had to find out if anything was going on between Penelope and my husband.  They kept growing closer, that much was obvious, and I felt like Luke and I were growing apart.  I needed answers, and I needed them now.

      The house was quiet—almost too serene—when Luke strolled in, his presence a storm of energy. He slung his keys on the kitchen counter with a metallic clatter that resounded through the stillness.

      "Hard day?" I queried, not really caring for the details as I sipped my wine, just needing something to break the ice before I dived into the whirlpool of suspicions swirling in my mind.

      He gave me that half-smile, "You could say that. Penelope's a force of nature when it comes to negotiations."

      Penelope. The name twisted inside me like a knife.

      "And what else is she a force of nature with, Luke?" The words slipped out sharper than I intended, edged with an accusation I still couldn't believe I was making.

      Luke's brows furrowed slightly, his smile faltering as he sensed the undercurrents. "Adelaide, what's this about?"

      I put my wine down and locked my gaze with his. "Have you ever... has anything happened between you two?"

      He hesitated—a moment too long—and already, I felt the ground give way beneath me.

      "No," he finally said but there was something in his eyes, a flicker of guilt perhaps. "Nothing has happened."

      But that hesitation—it was as damning as an actual confession.

      "Nothing?" I pressed further, moving closer to him, the scent of his cologne mingling with my rising irritation and... God help me... a strange sense of arousal at thinking of her lips on him.

      Luke swallowed hard. After another pause that etched away at our trust like acid, he admitted, "She kissed me. After we closed the deal. It was just a peck. A celebration."

      A kiss. My mind conjured up images of Penelope's lips—those full pouty lips—brushing against Luke's. Jealousy surged through me like wildfire, yet somewhere deeper, something else stirred—a desire that confused and excited me in equal measure.

      I studied him for a moment longer before pulling away, creating distance between us. "And you let her?"

      "It meant nothing, Adelaide." His voice cracked slightly under the weight of his remorse. "I swear it."

      I nodded slowly, heart pounding against my ribcage. "Okay," I whispered.

      In truth, part of me was angry at his confession—the idea that he'd allowed any part of himself to be claimed by someone else.

      But another part of me vibrated with an electric curiosity. Had he liked it? Did he want more? Did I want to know more?

      It was disorienting—the jealousy and arousal tangling within me like vines, each fighting for sunlight.

      Luke stepped forward and wrapped his arms around me in an apologetic embrace that I accepted but didn't return quite yet. This information—it felt like both a betrayal and an invitation to something darkly exhilarating.

      "I'm sorry," he murmured into my hair.

      His breath fanned across my skin sending shivers down my spine, igniting feelings I wasn't sure how to process in the slightest.  The only thing I knew was that I needed to confront Penelope.  Enough was enough.  I’d bullied her before so surely I could put my foot down.

      She may have gained the looks, a high-end business, and all the money she could wish for, but she wouldn’t be getting my husband.
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        * * *

      

      The office was dimly lit, the only light spilling from Penelope's sleek, modern desk lamp. The shadows played on her angular features as she perused the latest designs that would undoubtedly shake the fashion world. I stormed in, letting the door slam behind me; a brash echo against the art and accolades lining the walls.

      "Penelope," I spat out her name like it was poison. My chest heaved with every ragged breath as anger coursed through my veins. In high school, she had been an easy target, someone to torment for my amusement. But now, this woman—the one who had once cowered from my sneers—held power over me.  I needed to win that power back.

      She didn't even bother looking up, her eyes fixed on a sheet of paper as she traced a finger along a edge. "Adelaide," she said with a voice that was cool and unbothered. "What can I do for you so late at night? Lost your way to the little wife's room?"

      "You kissed Luke," I managed to say through clenched teeth. The images haunted me—her lips on his, her hands where mine should've been.

      Penelope finally graced me with her gaze, with those unnervingly calm eyes. "Oh, that." She leaned back in her chair, arching one delicately plucked eyebrow. "Consider it payback."

      "Payback?" I echoed incredulously.

      "For every jeer, every laugh." Her lips twisted into a wry smile that didn't reach her eyes. "For every time you made me feel like nothing in high school. This is adult life, darling. The stakes are higher."

      My fists balled at my sides, nails digging into my palms until they nearly drew blood. This was not how things were supposed to go. She should have been groveling or at least shaken by my anger.

      "But you know," Penelope continued, "I've heard that some women actually like it when their husbands cheat."

      That stopped me dead in my tracks—my heart skipped a beat.

      "They find it arousing," she purred the words like they were part of some dark spell being cast over me.

      "No," I said sharply, though it came out weaker than intended, more breath than voice.

      She stood up then and came closer to where I stood frozen near the door. She smelled like jasmine and something more primal that awakened a dormant part of me.

      "It's okay to admit it," she whispered.

      "I'm not like that," I said firmly, yet within me something unraveled—a truth I wasn't ready to face.

      The air was charged between us, and my heart pounded like a drum in my chest as Penelope's breath brushed against my lips. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, mingling with mine. Her finger, which had so boldly traced a line down my cheek, now lingered at the corner of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine. I was frozen in place, not by fear but by an intoxicating blend of emotions that coursed through me like a storm.

      Her words hung heavily in the air, a challenge and a promise all at once. I knew what she said was true – the dynamics of our past had been uprooted and twisted into something unrecognizable. The former queen bee of the high school hierarchy, now vulnerably ensnared in Penelope's web of confidence and allure.

      Penelope's lips touched mine. It was a kiss of power, possession, and a dare for me to refuse her advances. But I didn't. Instead, I melted into her touch, a craving for more bubbling within me.

      Her kiss deepened and I responded on instinct, parting my lips to invite her further even though I knew I shouldn’t. Our tongues met in a slow, forbidden dance– it was clear who led and who followed.

      I wasn't sure what I had expected when our paths crossed again after all these years, but it certainly wasn't this. Yet here I was, completely captivated by her presence.

      She pulled back slightly, eyes locking onto mine with a carnal intensity that left no room for doubt. "You see," she whispered against my mouth, "you're not the only one who can make someone crave what they shouldn't want."

      My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, but Penelope didn't relent. Her hand found its way to the back of my neck, keeping me anchored to her as if she feared I might escape.

      I should have felt anger or betrayal toward myself for allowing Penelope such control over me – for giving in to these desires that threatened the very fabric of my life with Luke – but all that fell away under her commanding touch. Instead, there was only this raw need pulsating through me: to taste more of her power, to unravel under her gaze.

      My body betrayed any pretense of resistance as it molded against hers with an eagerness that bordered on desperation. Her other hand roamed down my side before settling on my hip with possessive firmness.

      "Penny," I breathed out her high school nickname – a word laden with condescension once upon a time – now repurposed into something almost like an endearment.

      She smirked at the sound of it; the name held a new meaning now as she leaned in to capture another kiss – deeper, darker, more demanding. And at that moment, it dawned on me how much the tables had turned; how entirely Penelope commanded this game we were playing.

      And God help me, despite everything...I wanted to play it with her.

      Penelope's lips left mine in a rush of heated breath and my heart raced, an echo of desire drumming through my veins. I barely caught my breath when she slid to her knees before me, the predatory glint in her eyes a flame that threatened to consume me whole. My body tensed, desire knotting in the pit of my stomach as she reached for the hem of my dress, her fingers dancing against my thighs as she hiked it up with purposeful intent.

      The office around us was silent, save for our ragged breaths and the distant hum of the city beyond Penelope’s high-rise windows. This wasn't just about pleasure; it was power, it was a challenge, it was a threat wrapped in velvet touch. I couldn't look away from Penelope's gaze as it held mine, even as she dragged my soaked panties aside with deft fingers.

      Her breath was hot against my skin, making me shiver with need. Then her tongue – oh god, her tongue – flicked against the aching bud of my clit, and my knees almost buckled beneath me. The sensation coiled tighter within me, and I clutched at the doorframe for support.

      She sucked on my clit then, hard enough to send shocks of pleasure-pain radiating through me, and I stifled a moan that threatened to spill from between my parted lips.

      Then came her fingers – two of them – slipping inside me with an ease that betrayed how ready my body was despite my conflicted mind. She curled them expertly, stroking deep within me in a rhythm that had my hips rolling towards her in desperate need.

      “Imagine me,” Penelope said darkly, “riding your husband’s cock.”

      The image seared itself into my brain: Penelope straddling Luke’s hips, her bare body a vision of erotic confidence. A mix of jealousy and arousal twisted inside me like barbed wire. God help me, but that picture lit a flame in the pit of my stomach that only made the coil wind tighter.

      My hands found their way into Penelope's hair as if they had a mind of their own, pulling her closer to where I needed her most. The taste of forbidden fruit was sharp on my tongue as she fucked me with her fingers and feasted on me with an insatiable hunger that mirrored my own dark cravings.

      Penelope drove me towards the edge with relentless precision, whispering filth that both shocked and spurred me on. With every stroke and suckle she stole more than just moans from me; she plundered self-restraint until there was nothing left but raw need pulsating through every vein.

      And when I finally tumbled over that edge into blissful oblivion, it wasn't Luke’s name that echoed through the dim expanse of the office; it was hers – a name I once loathed but now gasped like a sinner seeking absolution.
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        * * *

      

      I walked into the house, still vibrating with the remnants of what had happened in Penelope’s sleek office, a mix of guilt and arousal coursing through my veins. Luke was sitting at the kitchen island, his muscular arms crossed as he reviewed some documents. He looked up, his deep-set eyes locking onto mine, and I knew in that moment I couldn't keep this secret festering inside me. His company's merger with Penelope's brand had changed everything.

      "Hey, babe," Luke greeted, unaware of the storm brewing inside me.  “About earlier…”

      Oh, right. Earlier. Earlier he had confessed to me something much tamer than what I’d just done. He wanted to talk about it now, but I didn’t. I had something more pressing to discuss. I drifted across the room like a ghost being pulled by an unseen force. My confession was a live wire on my tongue.

      "Luke... I have to tell you something," I said, my voice trembling with an unfamiliar vulnerability. The kitchen seemed to close in around us, suffocating me.

      His brows furrowed as he wondered where I was going.

      "It’s about Penelope." I paused, the taste of her name bitter and sweet all at once. "Just now, I went to confront her... in her office... but…but…she went down on me."

      The words hung heavily between us. Luke stared back at me, his face unreadable for a moment as if he was trying to decipher a joke.

      "What did you just say?" His voice was steady but laced with confusion.

      I stepped closer to him, leaving no space for doubt or jest. My hands found his cheeks and I drew him in for a kiss—a kiss that was an apology and a confession all rolled into one.

      "It's true," I whispered against his lips as if the admission could slip into his mouth and spare me the weight of saying it louder.

      For a moment there was silence; then Luke's hands found my hips and pulled me closer with such sudden hunger that a gasp escaped me.

      "You're saying Penelope ate you out? Had her tongue on your delicious pussy?" Luke muttered between kisses along my jawline while swiftly lifting me onto the cold marble of the counter.

      "Yes," I admitted again, my breath hitching as desire dueled with shame inside me.

      The word seemed to ignite something feral within him. He looked into my eyes—his now dark with lust—as he unzipped his pants.

      "Did you like it?" he growled as he freed himself from his clothing and positioned himself between my legs which dangled off the edge of our kitchen counter.

      He hiked up my dress and slid my panties to the side, exposing tender flesh that still burned for Penelope.  I let out a low moan as he entered me roughly without warning.

      "Yes," I panted, unable to hold back any longer. "Yes, I did."

      Luke set a punishing pace that left no room for anything but raw need and carnal desire. With each powerful thrust, he demanded details that spilled from my lips uncontrollably.

      "Tell me how she made you come," Luke demanded, his hands gripping my thighs tightly enough to leave marks.

      "She... she used her fingers... her mouth..." My words were choppy breaths matching the rhythm of his hips slamming against mine.

      "That hot little tongue working you over... thinking about it makes me want to fuck you even harder," Luke hissed, his voice thick with a primal edge I'd never heard before. There was something filthy about this, the way my confession seemed to fuel his lust, and how my body responded in turn.

      "God, Luke... yes," I moaned, giving myself over to the relentless pounding and the raw intensity of the moment.

      My mind flickered back to Penelope's office, the soft pressure of her lips against my skin, and I felt a surge of heat at the memory. The thought that both of them were claiming parts of me in ways I had never imagined sent a shockwave through my core.

      "Do you want her again?" he grunted, driving deeper into me as if he could reach every dark corner of my desire.

      "I... I don't know," I gasped, torn between honesty and the fear of what this forbidden craving meant.

      "Don't lie to me," Luke demanded, slowing his movements to look me dead in the eyes. His voice was stern but laced with a curiosity that matched his arousal.

      "Maybe," I whispered, "Maybe I do."

      With that admission, something twisted deliciously between us. His thrusts resumed with a renewed fervor as he reached down to rub my clit with rough precision. I spiraled rapidly towards climax.

      "Fuck, Adelaide," Luke cursed as he felt my walls tighten around him. "Thinking about you with her... watching her taste you..."

      I was close, teetering on the edge of an abyss that promised pleasure tinged with a hint of guilt. "Luke!" My cry escaped me as waves of orgasm crashed through me.

      I clung to him as if he could anchor me in the storm that was erupting within me. My nails dug into his shoulders leaving crescent marks—a testament to the overwhelming sensations that racked my body.

      He followed shortly thereafter, a low growl emanating from deep within him as he came hard and fast while still locked tightly inside me.

      We remained there for several heartbeats, panting heavily in the aftermath. The cold marble beneath me was a stark contrast to our heated bodies fused together. As our breathing slowed and reality began to seep back in around us, the weight of what had just happened—and what it might mean for our future—settled heavily on my chest.

      Luke lifted his head to kiss me softly, a tender gesture that seemed at odds with what had just transpired. "We'll figure this out," he murmured against my lips, as if reading my thoughts.

      But even as he spoke those words of reassurance, I couldn't help but wonder what 'figuring it out' would truly entail. With Penelope now intertwined in both our lives and desires, the path ahead was sure to be more complex than I ever imagined.
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        * * *

      

      I met my husband for lunch again, this time avoiding his office, hoping to avoid Penelope.  I wasn’t sure I could handle her gaze after what had happened between us.

      I slid into the chrome-edged booth, the cool leather brushing against the bare skin of my thighs, a silent reminder of the heat that Penelope's touch had stoked just yesterday. Luke was late, as usual, his meetings often running longer than he anticipated.

      My thoughts were a tangled mess—a mix of guilt and an undeniable thrill from the memory of Penelope's expert tongue tracing circles that made my body sing. I had never imagined myself in such a position, yielding to softer hands, to a woman who once cowered beneath me.

      When Luke finally arrived, his presence was commanding—his broad shoulders swaggering through the sea of tables, his eyes holding mine with magnetic force. "Sorry I'm late," he murmured as he took his seat across from me, leaning in for a quick peck on the lips. "Board meeting ran over."

      I nodded numbly as I watched his fingers dance across the menu—those same fingers that had explored every inch of me. My mouth was dry, but not from thirst. A flirtatious waiter poured us water and recited the specials with a wink in Luke's direction.

      Before I could muster the courage to speak about yesterday's indiscretion or my lingering confusion, Penelope appeared and glided towards our table. Her hips swayed with confidence. She wore power like an invisible cloak.

      "Mind if I join you two for a minute?" Her voice was smooth like aged whiskey.

      Luke smiled politely and gestured for her to sit beside him on his side of the booth. "Of course not."

      I felt sidelined in their presence. They discussed projections and mergers while I stirred my iced tea aimlessly.

      Penelope's gaze flickered to meet mine, a spark igniting in her eyes—something feral and knowing. Luke was too absorbed in their conversation to notice the silent exchange between us.

      Then she leaned closer to him to whisper something that made him chuckle, her hand briefly caressing his arm as she stood up to leave. As she passed by me, she dropped her bombshell in a sultry purr meant only for my ears.

      "Tonight after the company wide dinner," she said softly but with conviction, "I'm going to fuck your husband."

      My heart jolted into my throat; blood roared in my ears like an ocean wave crashing over me. I nearly choked on my own breath as Penelope left with a devilish smile—an unspoken threat that carried more weight than I could bare.

      Luke turned back to me then, unaware of the erotic storm Penelope promised to unleash upon our bed later that night. He held my gaze with those ocean-deep eyes and reached for my hand across the table.

      And for some reason, I couldn’t bring myself to tell him what Penelope had just said.
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        * * *

      

      At the dinner, I sat there at our table while Luke's gaze trailed Penelope like a hawk stalking prey. The banquet hall buzzed with the clinking of fine china and murmurs of industry giants, but all that faded into white noise as I watched my husband's eyes linger on Penelope's daring neckline. Her laugh rang out – confident, radiant – and it seemed to pull Luke in with an invisible tide.

      Jealousy twisted in my stomach like a serpent, but beneath it, an unexpected heat bloomed. Penelope was no longer the shy bookworm I used to mock. She was powerful now, commanding attention without even trying.

      When Penelope excused herself and slid from the table, her dress hugging every curve like a whispered secret, Luke’s gaze followed her retreat down the long hallway until she vanished from sight. It wasn’t long before he too found a reason to pry himself away from the table, his excuses flimsy at best.

      I should've been incensed, but as I sat there alone, the ember of arousal within me sparked into a flame. My pulse quickened at the thoughts coursing through my mind—of Luke’s hands tracing the contours of Penelope's body, fucking her like she swore he would.

      Minutes stretched on like hours after they both disappeared, until finally, curiosity – or perhaps something darker – urged me forward. My heels clicked purposefully against the marble floor as I followed their path down the corridor, my heart racing with every step.

      The hallway was dimly lit, casting long shadows that reached out to me like fingers as I passed one closed door after another. It wasn't until I heard the faintest moan that I stopped dead in my tracks. It was muffled behind an ornate door slightly ajar at the end of the corridor.

      A cocktail of emotions swirled within me—anger, betrayal—yet desire surged above all. I pressed my hand against the cool wood and nudged the door open just enough to peek inside.

      There they were: Luke’s strong hands gripped Penelope's waist as she pressed against back him. My breath hitched in my throat at the sight; it was wrong on so many levels, yet my body sang with need.

      Penelope’s head lolled back onto his shoulder as she caught my eye through the sliver of space—a silent invitation or a taunt? My presence wasn’t unwelcome; it was part of her game.

      With trepidation and lust intertwining within me, I pushed open the door and stepped into their world of hedonistic abandon. Luke’s eyes darkened with surprise and hunger while Penelope’s gleamed with wickedness.

      “Adelaide,” she purred as if welcoming me home after a long journey away, “we’ve been waiting for you.”

      In that moment, I realized this night could unravel me completely. And yet… as Luke beckoned and Penelope’s lips curved into a knowing smile—I was ready to be undone.

      I slid into the room, my hands behind my back, feeling the wall, while I watched them from the shadows. Luke continued, knowing I was watching, and Penelope kept her gaze fixed in my direction.

      Penelope dropped to her knees slowly, eliciting a gasp from Luke.  Her fingers found his belt, unfastened it, and then unzipped his pants.  She had his cock out in no time, stroking it while she looked up at him.  Even on her knees, it was clear she had all the power.

      Penelope. God, even her name was a seductive brush against the tongue. She had blossomed into this creature of devastating allure, all sinuous curves and feline grace, a stark contrast to the gangly girl I'd mocked when we were younger. Seeing her now, with her lush lips parted as she worked Luke's hard cock into the warm velvet vice of her mouth, I felt an illicit thrill burn through me.

      I should've thrown a jealous wife's fit, but instead I watched—transfixed—as Penelope worshipped him with her tongue. Her head bobbed slowly at first but picked up pace.

      Luke's hand cradled the back of her head, urging her on with a dominant tenderness that I knew all too well. "Fuck," he groaned lowly, and his eyes fluttered closed. The flush in his cheeks was the same rosy hue I'd seen many times before, but never while another woman devoured him.

      The metallic taste of betrayal mingled with something sweeter on my tongue—a craving, unbidden and raw. My body responded with its own traitorous heat as my hands clutched at nothing, my nails scraping over my palms.

      Penelope looked up at him through dark lashes then glanced toward me; our eyes locked in a moment that seemed both an eternity and an instant. There was an unspoken challenge and an invitation drenched in sin.

      My legs moved of their own accord until I stood mere inches from them—close enough to reach out and touch the forbidden scene before me. Penelope's moans vibrated against Luke's skin as she sucked harder, deeper.

      "Do you want to join us, Addie?" Luke's voice was husky with desire, reaching out to tug at my deepest fantasies—fantasies I hadn't dared admit even to myself.

      "Yes," escaped from my lips before I could cage it back behind my teeth—a single syllable heavy with consent.

      Penelope stood gracefully and kissed Luke deeply before turning to face me. She leaned forward and whispered against my lips, "Let’s give him a night he’ll never forget.”

      I watched as Penelope led Luke by the hand, her hips swaying hypnotically beneath the clingy fabric of her designer dress. He seemed enchanted, his usual sharp gaze softened by the calculated allure she exuded. I felt an unfamiliar twinge at the pit of my stomach, a combination of jealousy and a spark of arousal.

      They reached a conference table, polished to a reflective sheen under the low lights, and Penelope turned her back to him to glance over her shoulder with a mischievous smirk. With one swift motion, she hiked up her dress past her thighs, blatantly revealing she hadn't bothered with panties. My heart pounded. I knew I was about to witness the moment when she would fuck my husband.

      Luke's expression was unreadable, but his body betrayed him as he let out a sharp intake of breath. Penelope took another step back, pressing herself against him in a silent invitation that he received all too willingly. Then she climbed onto the table as though it were her stage; legs parted to accommodate Luke's frame. She lowered herself onto him and I could see his muscles tense underneath his tailored suit.

      The room filled with Penelope's soft moans and the rhythmic sound of flesh meeting flesh. The sight of her riding Luke—her back arched elegantly, breasts barely contained by her dress—held me rooted in place. Every bounce and grind was a vision. She was no longer just Penelope, my nemesis; she was now a force to be reckoned with.

      The room swirled in a haze of forbidden desire as I watched Penelope. The realization that this was happening was both surreal and electric, my body tense with a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

      Penelope rode Luke with an authority that made it clear she was no stranger to taking what she wanted. Her hips undulated with a rhythm that was mesmerizing, the sound of flesh smacking against flesh echoed through the conference room. Her back arched, throwing her head back in ecstasy as Luke’s hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements with a masterful precision.

      I could see the hunger in his eyes; it mirrored the hunger I felt inside me. As much as part of me wanted to scream and tear them apart, a stronger part was fascinated by the vision unfolding before me.

      Luke’s hands moved with purpose, lowering the top of Penelope's dress, revealing her breasts which were full and flushed a delicious shade of pink. His touch seemed both familiar and exploratory, as if he were savoring every inch of her.

      He cupped her breasts, his thumbs grazing over her nipples which were hardened little nubs. Penelope moaned, the sound so raw that it sent shivers down my spine. As he took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first then with more urgency, she began to ride him faster, almost desperately.

      Penelope's movements became erratic as she chased her climax; her breaths came in short gasps that seemed to punctuate the silence that had fallen over us. Luke matched her pace, thrusting upward into her with an intensity that declared his own nearing edge.

      Watching them—the woman who stirred long-buried insecurities within me and the man I called my husband—ignited a fire deep within my core. Being the voyeur was intoxicating. I was spellbound by the raw sexuality on display.

      As they continued, I couldn't help but touch myself, mimicking Penelope's rhythm as Luke lavished attention on her breasts. My own desire mounted in tandem with theirs until we were all caught in the same storm of passion.

      This should have felt wrong—it defied every vow and societal norm—but in that moment all I could feel was an overwhelming urge to join them, to lose myself in this maddeningly erotic spectacle. The lines between jealousy and lust blurred until there was nothing left but an insatiable craving for pleasure that knew no boundaries.

      "Fuck... Penelope," Luke groaned, every bit the lost man succumbing to temptation.

      Penelope's response was a slew of moans—sultry and unashamed—echoing off the walls like a taunt aimed directly at me. Her pleasure was palpable, her dominance over both Luke and me completely unquestionable.

      My husband emptied himself into Penelope with a final, guttural growl, quite unlike the controlled composure he always maintained when he was buried deep inside of me. I watched, agape and trembling, as he withdrew from her — his essence visibly coating the length of him, a mark of his satisfaction. Penelope turned to me, her lips curled into a sly grin that was equal parts challenge and invitation.

      "Your turn, Adelaide," she purred, her eyes glinting with a menacing kind of hunger. "Bend over the conference table and offer up that untouched asshole to your husband.  That’s right.  He told me you’ve never done anal before.  I know how much he wants it, and I know how much you want to please him more than I just did.”

      My heart pounded against my chest, a trapped bird desperate to escape. I had never ventured into such uncharted territory; the mere idea sparked a blend of fear and excitement within me. But in that moment, for some reason, I chose to submit.

      Moving slowly as if in a trance, I approached the glossy wood surface of the conference table. The cool air of the room prickled against my flushed skin. I cast aside any remaining vestiges of pride and bent forward, pressing my palms flat against the tabletop. A shiver ran down my spine as my vulnerability fully dawned on me.

      "Like this?" The question came out more as a whisper than an assertion.

      "Yes," Luke answered with a newfound vigor in his voice. His hands found my hips, lifted my dress, and guided me further into my submissive pose. His touch sparked an electric charge that radiated through my entire being as he pulled my panties down my legs, exposing my dripping wet pussy to the two of them.

      Penelope walked around the table to stand before me, and I could see she was enjoying every moment of this twisted power play. Her gaze locked onto mine as she leaned down close enough for me to feel her breath on my face.

      "Relax," she cooed almost lovingly, "and let him in slowly."

      I felt something cold and slippery at my entrance — Luke's fingers, I realized, coated with spit — preparing me for what was to come. My breathing hitched with every tentative circle he drew around the tight ring of muscle. The anticipation coiled within me like a spring wound too tight.

      Then there was pressure — insistent yet patient — at my most intimate place. I tensed involuntarily.

      "Easy..." Luke's voice was both stern and reassuring as he began to push inside.

      The sensation was foreign and overwhelming: discomfort mingled with an intense fullness I had never known before. Penelope's hand reached out to steady mine on the table, her fingers entwined with mine in a gesture that felt strangely supportive.

      "Let yourself feel it all," she whispered emphatically.

      Luke stilled his fingers for a moment, allowing me to acclimate to his presence. Then slowly he started moving — each thrust deeper than the last sending tremors through every fiber of my being. The distinct blend of pain and pleasure left me breathless and teetering on an edge I had never dared approach before now.

      Their eyes remained fixed on each other over my bent form — two predators sharing their prey — while I surrendered myself completely.

      Luke's finger slipped out of me, leaving a curious emptiness. The cool air of the conference room kissed my exposed skin as he shifted his position. My heart hammered in my chest, a wild tempo that mirrored my ragged breaths. I felt the tip of his cock nudging at my back entrance, challenging boundaries I had never dared to cross.

      "Relax, Addy," he murmured, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through the tense silence. His hand caressed my lower back in soothing circles, grounding me.

      I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly, willing away the tension. I sensed him lean over me, felt the warmth of his body radiating assurance. And then the pressure increased—a slow, insistent push that gradually breached the tight ring of muscle. A gasp escaped my lips as he entered me with care I hadn't known he possessed.

      It was an odd sensation—fullness paired with a slight discomfort that ebbed away each time he whispered words of encouragement. And with every gentle thrust, Luke coaxed me further into a realm of heady pleasure.

      It was then that Penelope made her move. Her steps were silent on the carpeted floor as she approached and mounted the table with calculated grace. Her eyes fixed on mine with an intensity that left me breathless.

      She lowered herself beneath my elevated head until she was close enough for me to feel her heat. The scent of her arousal mixed with expensive perfume hit me like a drug that I wanted to lose myself to.

      "Come on, Adelaide," she cooed seductively. "You know you want to."

      The words were unnecessary; my body gravitated toward hers as naturally as if we'd done this dance before, despite every churning conflict within me. Penelope spread herself open for me, and I found myself leaning down without hesitation.

      My tongue made contact, painting long strokes along her slick folds, delving into her depth, and savoring the taste of another woman for the first time. She moaned above me, her hands tangling in my hair and urging me deeper.

      All the while, Luke continued his slow thrusts from behind—a steady rhythm that drove us both toward something I knew we could never come back from. The juxtaposition of his dominance and Penelope's vulnerability shattered every last barrier within me.

      My husband's groans mixed with Penelope's cries and my muffled moans, exploding in waves of raw pleasure that left us gasping for breath and yearning for more.

      The room was thick with the scent of sweat and lust. Luke withdrew from me with a slick sound, his satisfied groan mingling with the heavy breathing that filled the room. My body was alight with a blend of pleasure and a deep-seated ache for more—more of Penelope’s touch, more of Luke’s commanding presence. In that moment I was more alive than I'd ever felt before.

      I slid off the table, my limbs shaky but invigorated, the taste of Penelope still lingering on my lips. Penelope's eyes locked onto mine as she straightened her skirt, her gaze burning with a newfound ownership—the kind that sent shivers down my spine and set my heart racing all at once. "

      Nothing will ever be the same," she whispered, her voice low and intoxicating. "You belong to me now."

      Her words echoed in my mind like a spell cast to bind me to her. They should have scared me; instead, they filled me with a thrill. This wasn't just about sex; it was about power and surrender, and I had willingly given myself over to both.

      I watched as Luke adjusted his tie with precision, his demeanor instantly reverting to that of the successful businessman everyone outside this room knew him to be. His dark eyes met mine in the reflection of the large glass window, and there was a silent acknowledgement of what we had shared—a secret that bound all three of us together in a thrillingly forbidden way.

      I smoothed down my dress and reapplied my lipstick, using the small compact mirror Penelope handed me with an intimate smile. Our reflections merged briefly—a fleeting image of what had transpired between us—and it was hauntingly beautiful.

      As we stepped out into the buzz of the banquet hall, I could feel their eyes on us. The curious glances and hushed whispers didn't escape me. The shift was subtle but undeniable; there was an electricity in the air around us—a sense that the balance had tilted on its axis.

      Luke took my hand—a public display of affection that now held a different weight—and led us through the crowd towards our table laden with crystal glasses and fine china. Penelope followed close behind, her hand resting lightly on my lower back every so often—a possessive gesture that reminded me of her claim.

      With each step I took, I felt an intoxicating mix of pride and nervousness for what lay ahead. The night's transgressions were only just beginning to unravel before us in intricate ways we couldn't yet fully understand.

      But as we sat down to join our colleagues under the glow of ornate chandeliers, resuming our roles as if nothing had happened, one thing became clear: Penelope was right—nothing would ever be the same again. And part of me reveled in that terrifying certainty.
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