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Chapter One

I stirred in bed, the morning light filtering through the curtains, when the door creaked open. My eyes fluttered open to see Jere standing there, his tall frame filling the doorway, a mischievous grin on his face. But he wasn't alone. 

Beside him was a woman I didn't recognize—a stunning redhead with fiery hair cascading over her shoulders, her slender body wrapped in a silk robe that hinted at the curves beneath. My heart skipped a beat, confusion mixing with a rush of unexpected heat. 

'Happy birthday, Marsha,' Jere said, his voice low and teasing as he guided her into the room. He closed the door behind them, the click echoing in the quiet space. I sat up, pulling the sheet to my chest, my curvy body still warm from sleep. 'Jere? Who's this?' 

He chuckled, crossing to the bed and sitting on the edge, his dark hair tousled, muscular arms reaching out to squeeze my hand. 'Remember last year? During your birthday, you whispered those secret wishes to me. 

About wanting to explore... being with a woman. Touching her, tasting her. I thought this year, I'd make it real. Meet Lena. She's here for you.' 

My cheeks flushed hot, memories flooding back of that tipsy confession after too much wine. I'd admitted my curiosity about lesbian play, the way I'd fantasized about soft skin and eager lips while Jere fucked me. 

Now, it was happening. Lena stepped closer, her green eyes sparkling with confidence, a playful smile curving her full lips. She was younger, maybe 28, her slender frame exuding a flirty energy that made my pulse quicken. 

'Hi, Marsha,' Lena purred, her voice smooth like velvet. She untied her robe slowly, letting it slip from her shoulders to pool at her feet. Underneath, she wore nothing but lace panties that hugged her hips. Her breasts were pert, nipples already hardening in the cool air, and her skin looked impossibly soft, pale against the red of her hair. 

'Your husband told me all about your fantasies. I'd love to make them come true. Touch me... if you want.' 

I swallowed hard, nerves twisting in my stomach, but excitement bubbled up too. Jere's hand rubbed my back encouragingly, his touch grounding me. 'Go on, baby. It's your day.' 

Biting my lip, I reached out, my fingers trembling as they brushed her arm. Her skin was warm, silky under my palm, and she shivered slightly, stepping closer until her thigh pressed against the bed. 

Emboldened, I let my hand slide up to her shoulder, then down to cup one breast. It fit perfectly in my hand, soft yet firm, her nipple pebbling against my thumb as I circled it. Lena let out a soft sigh, her eyes locking on mine. 'That's it. Feel how good this can be.' 

My breath hitched. I leaned in, nervousness fading as desire took over. Our lips met tentatively at first—hers plush and tasting faintly of mint. Then she parted them, her tongue slipping out to tease mine, and I melted into the kiss. 

It was different from kissing Jere, softer, more exploratory. My hands roamed her back, tracing the dip of her spine, pulling her onto the bed beside me. 

Lena's fingers tangled in my brunette hair, deepening the kiss as she straddled my lap. I could feel the heat of her pussy through her panties against my thigh, dampness seeping through. 

'Mmm, you're so responsive,' she whispered against my mouth, her breath hot. 

'I want to taste you too.' Her hands tugged at my nightshirt, lifting it over my head, exposing my curvy breasts. She cupped them, thumbs flicking my nipples until they ached. 

From the corner of my eye, I saw Jere settling into the armchair across the room, his pants already tented. He unzipped them slowly, pulling out his thick cock, stroking it with a firm grip as he watched us. 

The sight of him, so confident and turned on, made my core clench. 

'You two are beautiful,' he murmured, his voice husky. 'Keep going, Marsha. Show her what you want.' 

I nodded, my hands sliding down Lena's sides to hook into her panties. She lifted her hips, letting me peel them off. 

Her pussy was bare, glistening with arousal, and I traced a finger along her slit, feeling her wetness coat my skin. She moaned into my mouth, grinding against my hand. 

'Yes, touch me there. Slide inside.' 

Emboldened, I dipped a finger into her folds, finding her entrance slick and welcoming. She was tight, clenching around me as I pumped slowly, our kisses turning hungry. 

Her hand mirrored mine, slipping between my legs to rub my clit through my own panties. The dual sensation—her touch, my fingers in her pussy—sent sparks through me. 

I broke the kiss to gasp, 'Oh god, Lena... that feels incredible.' 

She smiled wickedly, nipping at my earlobe. 'We're just getting started. Imagine what else we can do... with him joining in.' Jere's strokes quickened, his eyes dark with lust, but he held back, letting the tension build. 

Lena's body arched against mine, her breaths coming faster as my thumb found her clit, circling it firmly. The room filled with our soft moans, the air thick with the scent of our arousal, promising more heat to come. 


Chapter Two

Lena's words hung in the air, her body still pressed close to mine, her hand circling my clit with teasing pressure. 

The thought of Jere joining us sent a thrill through me, but it also stirred something else—a desire to savor this purely, without the familiar rhythm of my husband blending in. This was my fantasy, my first taste of another woman's touch, and I wanted it unfiltered, just us. 

I pulled back slightly from Lena's lips, my finger still buried in her slick heat, feeling her walls flutter around it. My eyes met Jere's across the room, his hand paused mid-stroke on his thick cock, glistening with pre-cum. 

'Jere,' I said softly, my voice laced with affection and a hint of firmness, 'I love you for this surprise. But... I want this moment just between Lena and me. It's my first real lesbian experience, and I don't want to taint it by having sex with you right now. Not yet. Please?' 

Jere's eyes widened, surprise flickering across his handsome face, his dark hair falling slightly over his forehead. He released his grip on his cock, letting it throb against his thigh, but he didn't argue. Instead, a slow smile spread, his supportive nature shining through. 

'Whatever you want, birthday girl,' he replied, his voice warm and husky. 'I'm happy to watch and enjoy the show. This is all for you.' 

He nodded, settling back in the chair, his hand returning to his shaft but stroking slower now, deliberately, respecting my boundary as he always did. 

Lena's green eyes sparkled with understanding, her playful smile turning warmer, more intimate. She leaned in, her lips brushing my neck in a feather-light kiss that sent shivers down my spine. 

'I get it, Marsha,' she whispered against my skin, her breath hot and minty. 'This is your night. I'll make it special—just us. No rush, no distractions. Let me show you how good it can feel.' 

Her words wrapped around me like a promise, easing the last of my nerves. She nuzzled closer, her red hair tickling my shoulder as her tongue traced a slow path along my collarbone, tasting the salt of my skin. 

Emboldened by their acceptance, I let my hands roam freely over Lena's soft skin. Her body was a revelation—slender yet yielding, every curve inviting exploration. 

I traced the swell of her hips, feeling the subtle give of her flesh under my palms, then up to her waist, where her muscles tensed slightly in anticipation. Her breasts pressed against mine, nipples hard points scraping deliciously as I pulled her closer. The scent of her arousal mingled with a faint floral perfume, intoxicating, making my own pussy ache with need. 

'You're so beautiful,' I murmured, my fingers dipping lower to cup her ass, squeezing the firm cheeks. 

Lena moaned softly, arching into my touch, her confidence drawing me in. 

'Touch me everywhere,' she encouraged, her voice a sultry purr. 'I'm yours tonight.' I obliged, sliding one hand between her thighs again, parting her folds to feel the slick warmth coating my fingers. 

She was so wet, her pussy lips swollen and inviting, and I circled her clit with my thumb, drawing a gasp from her lips. Jere's low groan from the chair reminded me he was there, watching, but it didn't intrude—it heightened the intimacy, like a secret shared. 

Our eyes locked, and I leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep kiss. Our tongues entwined immediately, dancing with a hunger that built slowly, savoring each slide and suck. 

She tasted sweet, her lips plush and responsive, and I poured my curiosity into it, nipping at her lower lip before delving deeper. As we kissed, I slipped a finger inside her wet pussy, feeling her clench around me, hot and velvety. 

She bucked her hips, riding my hand with a rhythm that matched our tongues, her breaths coming in soft pants against my mouth. 

'Yes, just like that,' Lena breathed when we broke for air, her forehead resting against mine. 

Her hand mirrored mine, slipping past my panties to push two fingers into my core. I cried out, the stretch perfect, her touch gentler than Jere's but no less arousing—focused, exploratory, hitting spots that made stars burst behind my eyelids. 

My curvy body trembled, breasts heaving as I ground against her palm, the friction on my clit sending waves of pleasure radiating outward. 

I added a second finger to her, curling them to stroke that sensitive ridge inside, and she whimpered, her slender frame quivering. The room echoed with our shared moans, the wet sounds of fingers plunging into slick pussies, the occasional creak of the bed as we shifted. 

Sweat beaded on her skin, making it glisten, and I licked a trail from her neck to her breast, capturing a nipple between my lips. It hardened further under my tongue, and I sucked gently, feeling her pulse race. 

Jere's strokes had slowed to a torturous pace, his eyes glued to us, but he stayed silent, honoring my wish. The power of that choice made me bolder—I wanted to lose myself in Lena, to discover every inch. 

'Tell me what you like,' I whispered, pumping my fingers faster, her juices dripping down my hand. 

'Harder... right there,' she gasped, her free hand tangling in my brunette hair, guiding me. 'And your mouth—on me, everywhere.' 

Her words ignited something fierce, and I trailed kisses down her body, my fingers never stopping, as the morning light bathed us in a golden glow, the birthday surprise unfolding into something deeply personal, electric with promise. 


Chapter Three

My lips left Lena's nipple with a soft pop, and I surged back up to claim her mouth again, deepening the kiss with a fervor that surprised even me. Our tongues tangled more insistently now, sliding against each other in a slow, sensual rhythm that mirrored the tender strokes of my fingers inside her. 

Her pussy was so warm and welcoming, the slick walls gripping me gently as I explored her wetness with deliberate slowness. I curled my fingers just a bit, feeling the subtle texture of her inner folds, the way her body responded with a quiver that traveled straight to my core. 

The taste of her skin lingered on my tongue—salty and sweet—and I savored it, letting the intimacy of this moment wash over me like the soft sheets beneath us. 

Lena moaned softly into my mouth, the sound vibrating through our joined lips, low and breathy, sending a fresh wave of arousal pooling between my thighs. 

Her hand covered mine, guiding it with expert gentleness, showing me how to stroke her slick folds from the outside while my fingers delved deeper inside. 

'Like this, Marsha,' she whispered against my lips, her voice husky with need. 'Slow circles... feel how wet I am for you.' I followed her lead, my thumb brushing her clit in lazy patterns, feeling it swell under my touch. 

Her guidance was patient, encouraging, making me feel powerful and desired in a way I'd never experienced with a woman before. My curvy body pressed flush against her slender one, our breasts rubbing together, nipples hardening further with each shift. 

We drew even closer, our bodies melding as if we'd been made for this. Her legs parted wider, inviting me in, and I hooked one thigh over hers, the heat of her skin against mine igniting sparks along my nerves. 

Our tongues danced with renewed passion, exploring mouths and breaths mingling in whispered gasps. 

'God, you feel amazing,' I murmured between kisses, my free hand tracing the curve of her spine, dipping into the dimples at the base of her back. 

The air between us grew thick with the scent of our arousal—musky and feminine—mixing with the faint vanilla from the candles Jere had lit earlier for the surprise. 

Every whispered breath she exhaled against my cheek built the heat, a slow-burning fire that made my heart race and my pussy clench around her fingers, still buried deep inside me. 

From the corner of my eye, I caught Jere watching us quietly, his tall frame relaxed in the chair but tense with restraint. His cock stood hard and proud, veins pulsing along its length, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip as his hand moved in languid strokes. 

His dark eyes were locked on us, filled with a mix of arousal and admiration, but he didn't speak or move closer—honoring my wish with that supportive gaze that always made me feel safe. 

It added an undercurrent of thrill, knowing he was there, witnessing my exploration, but this was ours, Lena's and mine, a private dance of discovery. 

Emboldened by the connection blooming between us, I slid my fingers deeper inside Lena, pushing until I felt her very core, savoring the enveloping warmth that pulsed around me. 

She was so responsive, her pussy fluttering with each thrust, her juices coating my hand in a slick sheen that made every movement smoother, more intimate. 

'Mmm, yes... deeper,' she encouraged, her green eyes half-lidded as she rocked against my palm, her playful smile turning into a look of pure bliss. 

I matched her rhythm, scissoring my fingers gently to stretch her, feeling the way her body yielded and clenched in response. 

The sensation was addictive—the velvety heat, the soft sounds of her wetness as I moved, the way her breaths hitched with every curl of my fingers against that sensitive spot inside. 

Our kiss broke only for necessary air, but even then, our foreheads rested together, breaths syncing in ragged harmony. Lena's hand on my breast kneaded softly, pinching my nipple just enough to draw a whimper from me, her touch guiding me to mirror her confidence. 

'You're a natural,' she purred, nipping at my earlobe before trailing kisses down my jaw. 'Let go, Marsha. Feel me... all of me.' 

I did, losing myself in the exploration, my thumb pressing firmer on her clit now, circling with building pressure. 

Her moans grew a touch louder, muffled against my neck as she buried her face there, her red hair cascading over my shoulder like silk. 

Jere's presence faded to a warm backdrop, his quiet groans a distant echo that only heightened the focus on us. I could sense his restraint, the way his muscular thighs tensed, but it didn't pull me away—it grounded me, reminding me this was my birthday gift, tailored perfectly. 

With Lena, every touch felt like unveiling a secret, her body arching into mine, hips grinding in a slow grind that had us both trembling on the edge. 

'Don't stop,' I whispered, my voice thick with emotion, as I added a third finger, stretching her further, the fullness making her gasp and cling to me tighter. 

The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow on our entwined forms, sweat-slicked and flushed. 

Lena's hand sped up inside me, her fingers curling in perfect harmony with mine, pushing me toward a precipice I'd only dreamed of crossing. 

Our connection deepened with every shared breath, every tender plunge, the world narrowing to just this—us, exploring, building toward something explosive yet unhurried, full of promise for what might come next. 


Chapter Four

Lena's body trembled beneath my touch, her pussy clenching around my fingers in a way that made my own arousal spike sharply. 

I couldn't hold back the words bubbling up inside me, my voice a husky whisper against her ear as I leaned in closer. 

'You feel incredible, Lena,' I breathed, my hands roaming freely over her slender frame, tracing the delicate lines of her ribs, the soft swell of her hips, the smooth plane of her stomach. 

Her skin was like warm silk under my palms, flushed and heated from our play, and I marveled at how right it felt to explore her like this—my birthday gift unfolding in the most intimate way possible. 

She turned her head slightly, her green eyes sparkling with mischief as a playful smile curved her lips. 

'I'm glad, Marsha,' she murmured, her voice laced with that confident flirtation that had drawn me in from the start. 

Without warning, she pulled me closer, her slender arms wrapping around my waist, guiding my thigh between her legs. Her wet pussy pressed against my skin, hot and slick, grinding in a slow, deliberate rhythm that sent jolts of pleasure through both of us. 

The friction was electric, her juices coating my thigh as she rocked against me, her clit brushing my flesh with each subtle shift. I gasped at the sensation, my curvy body molding to hers, our breasts pressing together in a delicious crush that made my nipples ache. 

Our lips met again, the kiss starting slow and teasing, a gentle brush that deepened into something more urgent. Her tongue slipped past my lips, exploring with soft, insistent strokes that mimicked the way her hips moved against me. 

I met her eagerly, my tongue tangling with hers in a dance of heat and wetness, tasting the faint sweetness of her mouth mixed with the lingering salt from my earlier attentions on her nipple. 

My free hand cupped the back of her neck, holding her close as the kiss built, our breaths mingling in short, needy pants. The world faded further, leaving only the press of her body, the slick glide of her pussy on my thigh, the way her moans vibrated into my mouth. 

From my peripheral vision, I saw Jere's eyes darken, the intensity in his gaze like a shadow crossing his handsome face. 

His cock twitched visibly in his hand, the thick length straining as he stroked it with restrained slowness, but he stayed seated in the chair across the room, his muscular frame tense yet unmoving. 

He respected my wishes completely, that supportive husband of mine, letting this moment be mine and Lena's alone while his arousal simmered in the background. 

It thrilled me in a quiet way, knowing he was there, watching with that mix of pride and desire, his dark hair tousled from running a hand through it earlier. 

Emboldened, I trailed my fingers down Lena's back, following the graceful arch of her spine until I reached her hips. I pulled her closer, urging her grinding to deepen, our bodies aligning so her wet heat rubbed more firmly against my thigh. 

The contact was intimate, raw—the way her pussy lips parted around my skin, her clit swelling with each pass, drawing soft whimpers from her throat. 

'Yes, just like that,' she whispered against my lips, breaking the kiss for a moment to nip at my lower lip. Her hands roamed my curvy sides, squeezing my soft flesh appreciatively, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts. 

I felt powerful, desired, as I matched her rhythm, my thigh flexing slightly to give her more pressure, feeling her arousal drip down my leg in warm trails. 

The morning light grew brighter, bathing us in a golden hue that highlighted the sheen of sweat on her red hair, the way it clung to her neck. 

My fingers inside her resumed their slow thrusts, syncing with the grind of her hips, stretching her gently as her walls fluttered around me. 

'Marsha... you're driving me wild,' she confessed in a breathy tone, her playful smile returning as she captured my mouth once more. Our tongues explored deeper, urgent now, the kiss wet and open-mouthed, saliva mixing as we lost ourselves in the sensation. 

I could feel my own pussy throbbing, empty yet aching from the way her earlier touches had teased me to the brink, but this was about her—about us—building this connection layer by layer. 

Jere's quiet presence added a layer of forbidden excitement, his breathing heavier now, though he didn't utter a word. His eyes traced every movement, from the way Lena's slender legs wrapped around mine to the subtle arch of my back as I pressed into her. 

It was a threesome in the softest sense, his watching fueling the fire without intruding, a perfect balance for my fantasy. Lena's hand slid down to join mine between her thighs, her fingers intertwining with my slick ones, guiding me to rub her clit in tandem with the grinding. 

The combined touch made her buck against me, her moans growing more insistent, muffled into our endless kiss. 

I broke away just enough to whisper, 'I want to feel you come like this,' my voice thick with emotion and need. Her eyes locked on mine, that confident spark igniting further as she nodded, pulling me even tighter. 

Our bodies moved in unison, the friction building to a fever pitch, her pussy grinding harder, wetter, against my thigh while my fingers delved deep, curling to hit that spot that made her gasp. 

The air filled with the sounds of our pleasure—soft slicks of skin on skin, breathy sighs, the occasional creak of the bed—as we danced on the edge, the promise of release hanging tantalizingly close, yet we savored the slow burn, letting it stretch out in this erotic haze. 

Chapter Five

The tension coiled tighter between us, Lena's body arching against mine as our rhythms synced perfectly. 

Her pussy clenched around my fingers, slick and pulsing, while her clit ground insistently against my thigh, the heat of her arousal soaking into my skin. 

I could feel my own climax building, a deep throb in my core that mirrored hers, sparked by the intimate friction and the way her hands gripped my curves, pulling me impossibly closer. 

'Come with me, Marsha,' she whispered, her voice a sultry plea against my lips, her green eyes half-lidded with impending release. 

I nodded, breathless, my fingers curling deeper inside her, stroking that sensitive spot with tender precision. 

Our kiss broke into gasps as the wave crested—her body shuddered first, a soft cry escaping her throat as her pussy spasmed around me, flooding my hand with her warm juices. 

The sensation pushed me over the edge; pleasure ripped through me, my thighs trembling as I rocked against her leg in return, my own wetness slicking her skin. We trembled together, soaked in sweat and satisfaction, our bodies locked in a quivering embrace. 

Her red hair fanned across the pillow, sticking to her flushed cheeks, and I collapsed against her slender frame, our breaths mingling in ragged harmony. 

The aftershocks rippled through us, soft moans fading into contented sighs as the morning light warmed our entwined forms. 

Across the room, Jere's restraint finally shattered. His dark eyes had been fixed on us, intense and hungry, his muscular hand moving faster on his thick cock. 

The sight of our climax must have been too much; he groaned loudly, his body tensing as ropes of hot cum spilled over his fingers, splattering his thigh and the chair beneath him. 

He stroked through it, milking every drop, his chest heaving with the force of his release. 

Even in his pleasure, he kept his distance, honoring the boundary I'd set, but the raw sound of his satisfaction sent a fresh thrill through me, tying our shared ecstasy together. 

We lay there for a moment, Lena's fingers tracing lazy circles on my back, her playful smile returning as she nuzzled my neck. I felt emboldened, sated in a way I'd never imagined, my curvy body humming with the glow of this new exploration. 

Curiosity bubbled up amid the bliss, though, mingling with the lingering warmth in my veins. I lifted my head, glancing at Jere as he wiped his hand on a tissue from the nightstand, his expression a mix of pride and lingering arousal. 

'Jere,' I said softly, my voice still husky from our play, 'who is Lena, really? This was... incredible, but how did you find her?' 

He met my gaze, his dark hair disheveled, a sheepish grin tugging at his lips despite the intensity of the moment. 

He shifted in the chair, his muscular build relaxing now that the edge was off. 

'She's a professional, Marsha—a hooker I hired to make your fantasy come true. I wanted it to be perfect for your birthday, no strings, just pure pleasure.' His tone was supportive, open, without a hint of regret, his eyes searching mine for any sign of upset. 

Surprise flickered through me, but it dissolved quickly into acceptance. A hooker? The word felt distant, irrelevant against the tenderness we'd just shared. 

Lena's touch had been genuine, guiding and confident, awakening something deep within me that no label could tarnish. I smiled, turning back to her, my hand resting on her soft thigh. 

'It was perfect,' I murmured to Jere first, then to her, 'and you, Lena... you made it feel so real, so right.' 

She propped herself up on an elbow, her slender body still flushed and inviting, that flirty spark in her eyes undimmed. 

'I'm glad I could be part of your special day,' she replied, her voice warm and teasing, as if sensing the shift in the air. 

Emboldened by the satisfaction humming through me, I reached out, cupping her cheek gently. Her skin was still warm, her red hair tousled in a way that made her look even more alluring. 

'Would you like to join us more regularly?' I asked, the words slipping out naturally, sealing the bond we'd forged in this intimate haze. 'Not just for birthdays—this could be something ongoing, if you're interested.' 

My heart raced at the invitation, a mix of excitement and vulnerability, but it felt right, like extending this erotic discovery into something more. 

Lena's smile widened, playful yet sincere, as she leaned in to brush a soft kiss against my lips. 

'I'd love that, Marsha. Let's make more moments like this.' Jere nodded from his spot, his supportive presence a quiet anchor, the room filled with the promise of future explorations. 

[image: ]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcBE.jpg





