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          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
                 I pulled up to Sara’s little white house and frowned at the sight of her old blue sedan.  It looked fine cosmetically for its age, but she’d been having engine trouble lately.  My gaze snapped to her front door as it opened.  She bounced out in her work uniform with a smile on her face.  A red polo, tight-fitting black pants, and her dirty blond hair pulled back into a ponytail.  I’d only seen her in her uniform once before, when Ben and I had gone to visit her at Feeney’s, the restaurant she worked at.  I hadn’t noticed how much it showed off her curves then while she was wearing an apron.  Now, however, I suddenly understood why Ben had said she must make good tips.  It had been lost on me at the time that he was saying she was attractive.

      

                  She waved and skipped around to the passenger side of my car.  “Oh my god, Trish.  You’re saving my life right now.  How can I ever repay you?”

      

                  “Don’t worry about it,” I said with a smile.  “What are best friends for?”  I caught sight of my reflection in the rearview mirror.  Dark brown hair that was thick and hard to tame, despite being relatively straight.  I caught a few flyaways and tucked them behind my ears.  My green eyes shifted over my reflection, noticing the new bags under my eyes.  A side-effect from waking up earlier in the day to make sure Sara got to work on time.

      

                  “Seriously,” she said.  “You’re a life-saver.  I know this isn’t your usual schedule.  I mean, it’s not mine either.  But I pissed off the boss again so she put me on mornings.  Tips suck in the morning.”

      

                  I started the car and pulled into the road.  “Bonnie again?” I asked, remembering her name from a few stories Sara had told me.

      

                  “Oh, you remember.  Yes, Bonnie the bitch,” she said.  “She’s got some….thing...where she thinks I’m trying to hit on her husband every time he comes in.  She claims I’m always hitting on taken men, can you believe that?”

      

                  I scoffed.  I’d known Sara a long time and I’d been married to Ben for over two years.  “That’s ridiculous.  You’ve never hit on Ben.”

      

                  She turned to me and raised her hands up.  “Right?  Like, get real.  I think she’s just jealous that I’m not in a steady relationship. That I can still play the field.”

      

                  “She’s probably jealous that you can get any guy you want,” I told her, nudging my shoulder into hers.

      

                  “You always say that, but that’s not true,” she laughed.

      

                  “I’ve never seen a guy turn you down.”

      

                  “Ben did,” she said, and the car got silent fast.  It was true.  Sara had been interested in Ben at one point.  But her feelings for him hadn’t developed until after she introduced me to him.  I’d always felt a little guilty about that.  She had introduced me to my future husband, and after the introduction decided she cared about him too.  A part of me always wondered if they would’ve ever hooked up if I hadn’t met him when I did.  But I tried not to think about that too much.

      

                  “Anyway,” she started again, “I don’t know how I’m going to afford to get my car looked at while I’m making shit wages. Two dollars an hour if I don’t make tips.”

      

                  “Well, they’re required to give you minimum wage, right?  If you don’t make it through tips, that is?”

      

                  “Well, yeah, but it’s a little demoralizing.  And even on minimum wage, I’ll barely afford my rent, much less find money to fix my car.”  I thought about that.  I thought about waking up early every morning indefinitely to take her to work.  I loved Sara, but I did not love her new work schedule.  I could’ve hoped that her boss would change it back soon, but I didn’t hold out hope.  Instead, I offered something I shouldn’t have without consulting Ben first.

      

                  “Ben can probably take a look.  He grew up helping his dad work on cars,” I said.

      

                  “Yeah, I remember him saying that.  You think he’d want to?  I mean, I couldn’t ask him to do something I couldn’t pay him for.”

      

                  “Pfft, please,” I said, waving my hand as if pushing the thought far away.  “He’d do it for me.  You’re my best friend.  He’d be happy to do it.”  The truth was, I wasn’t sure if he’d be happy to do it or not.  I’d noticed a weird tension between Ben and Sara lately.  Ever since we’d visited her at work a few weeks back.  Now, I was wondering if it had been her uniform that had done it.  He hadn’t said a word about it, but he frequently dismissed the three of us hanging out together and I didn’t know why.  We used to be so close.

      

                  “It could be fun,” she said.  “I feel like I haven’t seen Ben in a while anyway.”

      

                  “Yeah, he’s been busy,” I said, knowing it was an obvious lie.  Busy watching television, maybe.

      

                  I dropped Sara off at Feeney’s and wished her good luck.  Then I returned home to finish getting ready for my own day of work.  Ben was in the kitchen eating a bagel when I walked in.

      

                  “Where have you been?” he asked.

      

                  “You need to eat something more substantial than that,” I reminded him.  “Get some more food in you.”

      

                  “This is my third bagel, I’ll have you know,” he said.  “And you didn’t answer my question.”

      

                  I dropped my keys on the counter and sighed.  “Sara’s car broke down.  I kinda…offered your services.”

      

                  “My services?”

      

                  “I told her you’d take a look at it.”

      

                  He set his bagel down on his napkin and pushed his chair back.  He dusted bagel crumbs off his fingers by brushing his hands together.  He stood up, switching between looking at me and looking anywhere else.  “Yeah,” he said. “I guess I can do that.”

      

                  “Do you have a problem with her now, or something?  You never want to be around her.”

      

                  “No,” he said, but his eyes were wide when he answered, as if he was surprised I’d picked up on something.  I studied him a moment before heading toward the bedroom.

      

                  “I’ve got to get ready for work,” I told him from the hallway.  “Work out a time to meet with Sara, please?”

      

                  “Yeah,” he said.  But he sounded like the whole thing was a punishment.  I stepped into the warm shower and let the water cover my body.  I rubbed my neck and closed my eyes, picturing Sara in her uniform.  And then I pictured Ben bent over the hood of her car, looking things over.  I’d just set the two of them up to be alone together, possibly for days on end.  I sure hope it didn’t backfire.

      

                  Despite feeling tense and awkward about the whole thing, there was a warm enthusiasm flooding my veins.  I was certain Ben would never cheat on me, but there was something exciting about putting the two of them together with that tension between them.  I moved my hand between my legs and released the tension that had been building there, too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
                 The next time I picked Sara up for work, Ben had already visited her once to take a look at her car.  “How was everything?” I asked as she slipped into my passenger seat.

      

                  “It was great,” she said.  “You know, I thought maybe Ben didn’t like me anymore or something, but he was just as friendly as ever.”

      

                  My back tensed.  “Yeah? That’s great.”

      

                  “Yeah,” she said, tightening her ponytail.  “I’m so happy.  The three of us really need to get together again sometime soon.”

      

                  I thought about it, but an image of the three of us hanging out only led to something else.  Something I couldn’t bring myself to admit I wanted.  “Sure, maybe.  For now I think he’ll just work on your car until you can drive it again.”

      

                  “He said it may take a few trips.  I hope I’m not being a burden on him.”

      

                  “Not at all,” I said, feeling a slick pool building between my thighs.  “He’d love to do it.”

      

                  Sara reached her hand across my lap and squeezed my thigh.  I nearly drove us off the road.  “I don’t know what I’d do without you guys.”  I collected myself and glanced in her direction.  Her blue eyes were wide and innocent.  But my thoughts were anything but.

      

                  I stared at her for a long moment.  Too long considering I was driving.  And then something flickered behind her eyes.  A thought.  A realization.  She brought her hand back to her own lap and cleared her throat.  “Anyway, thanks again.”

      

                  “Of course,” I said.  And then I dropped her off at work without another word.

      

                  ---

      

                  I got home that morning and met with Ben.  “You didn’t tell me you’d be making several more trips out there,” I told him as he ate yet another bagel.

      

                  He shrugged.  “It’s a car.  What do you expect?”

      

                  “I don’t mind,” I said.  “I just think it’s odd you didn’t tell me.”

      

                  He swallowed his bite of bagel and smiled.  “What are you jealous or something?”  My face must have given me away because he turned serious and his eyes widened.  “Shit, are you?  For real?”

      

                  “No,” I lied.  I mean, it wasn’t a total lie.  I was both jealous and intrigued.  But I couldn’t tell him that.  In the moment it felt more like a lie than the truth.  “I’m not jealous.  I’m just curious.”

      

                  “Well, if it matters that much to you, why don’t you come with me later?  I’d prefer to have you around anyway.”

      

                  I glared at him.  “And why is that?”  His eyes flashed at me and he cleared his throat.

      

                  “No reason,” he said.  “Just for company.”

      

                  “Because you’ve been avoiding her an awful lot, lately.  But then Sara said you were perfectly nice to her while you worked on her car.  What’s going on with you two?”

      

                  “You are jealous,” he said.  “Nothing is going on.  And of course I was friendly.  I don’t dislike her or anything, I just needed a break.  That’s all.”

      

                  “Okay,” I said, feeling a bit foolish for my outburst.  “Sure, of course.”

      

                  “I’ve got to get to work,” he said.  He walked toward me, gripped my shoulders and kissed my forehead.  “I’m working on her car when I get off, if you want to join me.”

      

                  “You know I get off later than you.”

      

                  “The sun will still be up.  Just head over when you’re off.”

      

                  I agreed and kissed him goodbye, feeling a whole mess of knots in my stomach.  I ate some fruit for breakfast, needing something light to eat.  And then I went off to work, grateful for the distraction.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Three

        

      

    
    
                 I urged my boss to let me off work half an hour early, claiming I had a stomach ache which wasn’t a complete lie.  I checked my appearance in the office bathroom.  I ran my fingers through my hair and touched up my makeup.  I adjusted my pink blouse and black skirt.  I didn’t feel as attractive as Sara, but I felt okay about myself.

      

                  I got in the car and clutched the steering wheel as I drove over.  I worried about what Sara would think.  If she would wonder if I was spying on them.  What if it was obvious I was jealous?  Or nervous about the two of them being together?  I tried to push my concerns away.  I told myself I was overthinking it like I always did.  But as I pulled up to her house, I noticed neither of them was by her car, and the knots returned to my stomach.

      

                  The hood had been propped up, but neither of them were in sight as I stepped out of the car.  I walked up to her small house and knocked on the blue front door.

      

                  She pulled it open and her eyes widened.  “Oh, Trish!  Hey!  Come on in,” she said.  She seemed surprised, but confused as well.  I hoped she wouldn’t realize why I’d shown up here.

      

                  Her house opened up into a wide living room and I could see straight through the kitchen from the front door.  Ben was leaning back against her kitchen counter sipping a beer.  “We’re taking a work break,” he said, as if he knew he needed a good reason for being inside her house.

      

                  “Of course,” I said.  “Everyone needs a break.”  His gaze held mine and the air was thick between us.

      

                  “Did you want a beer?” asked Sara.

      

                  “Sure,” I said. “I’ll take one.  Just got off work.”

      

                  “Yeah, it’s a little early, isn’t it?”  I wondered why she asked that.  I wondered if she was keeping tabs on when I’d be too busy to notice her hitting on my husband.  She handed me a beer with a smile on her face and I scolded myself.

      

                  You’ve got to stop thinking they’re up to something behind your back.

      

                  Sara suddenly pulled a strange dance move and Ben started laughing.  I smiled, but I had no idea what was going on.  “What’s that?” I asked.

      

                  “Oh nothing,” Sara said.  “Just a joke Ben and I have.”

      

                  Ben swallowed and moved his gaze to the ceiling, knowing the implications an inside joke would have on my psyche.  Especially now.

      

                  “Well, should we get back to working on the car?” Sara asked.

      

                  Ben cleared his throat and set down his beer.  “Yeah, sure thing.”  He moved toward the door and brushed past me, touching my shoulder on the way.

      

                  Sara hung back and whispered, “God, Trish. You’re so lucky.  Ben is one handsome guy.  He’s even more attractive while he’s working on the car.”

      

                  I stared at her and smiled weakly.  “Thanks,” I said.  “I’m sure he finds you pretty attractive too.”

      

                  Her eyes widened.  There was a silent moment.  And then, she opened her mouth and said, “I doubt it.  You’re way prettier than me.  Besides, that would be weird, right?  Your husband finding someone else attractive?”

      

                  I stared at Ben through the front window.  He was hunched over her car just like I had pictured.  My body was betraying me.  I was wet and eager to push them together, even though it should’ve been the last thing I wanted.

      

                  “No,” I said.  “It isn’t weird.  In fact, I think it’s kind of…hot.”

      

                  Sara’s cheeks turned bright red.  Her brows furrowed.  “What do you mean, Trish?”

      

                  I was shaking from how honest I was prepared to be in that moment.  But I wanted to seize it.  “You know what would be interesting?” I said.

      

                  “What’s that?”

      

                  “If you tried to flirt with him.  I wonder if he’d give into you.”

      

                  “Not while you’re here,” she said, pulling the beer to her lips.

      

                  “Does that mean you’ve tried when I wasn’t?”

      

                  Her eyes met mine and then shifted to the side.  “No,” she said.  “At least not intentionally.”

      

                  “And has he flirted back?” I asked.

      

                  She shrugged.  “It’s Ben.  How do I know he wasn’t just being nice?”

      

                  “Because I’m pretty sure the reason he’s been avoiding you is because he’s attracted to you,” I spat out.  My body tensed when I realized how blunt I’d been.

      

                  “No,” she said. “I’m sure that’s not true.”

      

                  “Then prove me wrong,” I said.  “I’ll stay in here while you go out and flirt with him.  I bet he can’t hold back.”

      

                  “You don’t want to do that,” she said, staring through the window at Ben.  “I don’t think any of this is a good idea.”

      

                  “I want it more than you can know,” I told her.

      

                  She looked at me and took one more swig of beer.  “Okay.  I’ll give it a shot.  But I don’t want to be blamed for wrecking your marriage.  This whole thing is your idea.”

      

                  “Believe me, you won’t.”

      

                  She studied my face one last time before heading through the front door.  I walked back to the nearest wall and watched her approach him through the window.  He glanced back at the house for a moment, but when he couldn’t see me, turned back to Sara.

      

                  Sara touched his firm bicep and laughed.  He leaned in close, but his eyes kept glancing back toward the house.  Do it, I thought.  Touch her.  Kiss her.  But it was Sara who made the first move.

      

                  “I really appreciate everything you’ve done,” I heard her say.  “How can I ever repay you?”

      

                  He laughed nervously.  “Don’t worry about it.”  Then she leaned in and kissed him.  He didn’t pull back.  He was stiff and uncertain, but he didn’t pull away.

      

                  She pulled back and he glanced at the house. When he didn’t see me still, he leaned in for another quick kiss.  Then he said, “We can’t ever do that again.”

      

                  “Didn’t you like it?” she asked.  She’s good, I thought.

      

                  He laughed nervously again.  “Yeah, of course.  But I’m married to your best friend.  You know that.”

      

                  “What if I told you your wife sent me out here to do this?”

      

                  “Shit,” I said, pushing off of the wall and heading to the front door.  But by the time I got there, Ben was already at it.

      

                  “What the hell is going on with you?” he asked as he burst through the door.  “Is this some kind of test?”

      

                  “Only partly,” I said.  “You kissed her, didn’t you?”

      

                  “She kissed me,” he said.  “Because you sent her out there.”

      

                  “And then what happened?  You’re telling me you didn’t lean in and kiss her?  You’re telling me you didn’t tell her how much you enjoyed kissing her?”

      

                  His shoulders relaxed and he rubbed his neck.  “You heard that?”

      

                  “Why don’t you just fuck her and get it over with?”

      

                  Sara was behind him now and her eyes went wide.  “Trisha.  You don’t mean that.”

      

                  “Maybe I do,” I said.  “Maybe you two should just fuck and get it out of your systems.  Maybe that would be the best thing for our marriage.”

      

                  “How is that possible?” asked Ben.

      

                  “I don’t know,” I said.  “But it sure beats not hanging out with Sara anymore.”

      

                  His lips turned downward and his eyes looked at the floor.  “I’m sorry, Trish. This is all my fault.”

      

                  “So fix it already,” I said.

      

                  “Not like that,” he said.  “There has to be another way.”

      

                  I glanced at Sara who was flushed and tense.  “I don’t see any other way than that.”

      

                  Ben glanced at Sara and they held each other’s gaze.  “I’d...um…do it…if that’s what Trish really wants.”

      

                  “This is so fucked up,” said Ben.

      

                  “It’s what I want,” I said.  “It’s the only thing that will help.”

      

                  “Trisha,” Ben started, but I held up my hand.

      

                  “I’ll wait out here,” I said.  “You two can go on into the bedroom.  Get it over with.”

      

                  “Trish, no,” said Sara.  “That doesn’t feel right to me.  At least…come in there.  That way you can stop us…you know…if you change your mind.”

      

                  The thought of seeing them together gave me butterflies and more knots.  I wasn’t sure I could handle it, but my body was anxious to see them.  I decided to agree to it.  Sara turned and walked back to the bedroom, but Ben stepped up to me.  He held my face in his hands and kissed me long and hard.  “Tell me not to go in there,” he said.

      

                  “I’m not going to do that.”

      

                  His eyes swept across my face and his thumbs brushed my cheeks.  He dropped his hands and the two of us followed after Sara until we were in her bedroom.  The sun had gone down now and she closed her curtains, but a sliver of evening light slipped through.

      

                  I leaned against a wall while Ben walked up to Sara.  He took her hands in his, then shot a glance back at me.  I nodded, signaling for him to continue.  And then he kissed her.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and his hands held her waist.  My body was shaking.  My pussy was wet.  I leaned my head back against the wall and balled my fists.  It was torture in both directions, but I wanted them to continue.  I couldn’t stop it now.

      

                  

      

                  Sara parted Ben’s lips with her tongue.  Ben lost control of his desires and wrapped his arms around her small waist.  He huffed through their kiss, their tongues dancing wildly together.

      

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

      

                  I nodded and smiled.  I felt a sense of pride.  Even though I was about to share it with my best friend.  She got to her knees and stared up at my husband.  Ben looked at me with concern.  “Is this really what you want? “

      

                  “I promise, it’s what I want,” I said.  My stomach dropped to the floor as I said it, but I knew it was the truth.  So why did I become overwhelmed with guilt and shame?  I watched Sara wrap her small fingers around his thick shaft.  She licked her lips and then parted them.  Her tongue stretched out, gliding and swirling along the underside of his shaft.

      

                  She wrapped her lips around his head and sucked him back toward her throat.  Watching my husband’s cock disappear into my best friend’s body was surreal.  I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen.  That I was pushing for it to happen.  This whole time I’d been worried about Ben cheating on me, when really I was pushing them together.

      

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

      

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

      

                  He kissed her hard and ripped her uniform from her body.  He spun her body around and unhooked her bra.  She smiled over her shoulder at me.  She was my best friend, but I couldn’t resist.  I walked up to her and kissed her, brushing my hands along her nipples.  She gasped in my mouth and Ben groaned.  His hands explored the sides and hips of Sara’s body.

      

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

      

                  Ben lowered himself to the floor and pressed his head to Sara’s pussy.  He stretched out his tongue and licked her soaking wet slit.  I felt a new sense of jealousy.  Not that Sara was stealing my husband, but that my husband was stealing Sara.  I wanted to know what she tasted like. I wanted my tongue to caress her warm slit.  I shouldn’t be thinking these things about my best friend, but I was.  I felt closer to her than ever, but not nearly close enough.  I wanted more.

      

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

      

                  “Oh,” she moaned.

      

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

      

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

      

                  She and Ben moaned together.  I worried that he was enjoying himself too much.  I worried that he wouldn’t want to be with me after being with someone as intoxicating as Sara.  But I couldn’t blame him either. I wanted Sara now too.  We’d always been so close, but nothing brought us closer than this.

      

                  I had to know what she tasted like.  I dropped down underneath her, kissing my way along her stomach.  She arched her back to wrap her hands around Ben’s neck and they kissed.

      

                  Once I dropped to the floor, I had a clear view of Ben’s cock gliding in and out of Sara’s soft, sweet pussy.  She was perfectly shaved.  I kissed the smooth skin just above her pussy.

      

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

      

                  Her body tensed and the walls of her pussy clenched around Ben’s cock.  He couldn’t hold back any longer.  He let out a loud, deep moan and his body shook against her.  He shot his hot, thick load deep inside my best friend, and all I could do was wonder what it tasted like.

      

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

      

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

      

                  I turned around and saw Sara laying on the bed, her legs spread.  Her nipples were hard from her arousal.  Her pussy was pink and puffy, dripping with my husband’s come.  I crawled over on my knees and climbed up to her on the bed.

      

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

      

                  All of my concerns about losing her friendship or losing my marriage started to slip away.  Everything felt right.  Everything made sense.  Like this is what the three of us needed all along.  I wanted her in my life like this – to be a part of my marriage, a part of my bedroom.  I lifted my head and crawled over Sara’s body.  I kissed her, letting her taste my husband’s cum on my tongue.  She moaned softly as her tongue explored the inside of my mouth.

      

                  “I can’t believe we really did this,” she said while pulling back.  I turned back to Ben who was watching us closely with a look of surprise.

      

                  “What has happened to you, Trisha?” he joked.

      

                  I shrugged and smiled.  “Nothing that I didn’t need desperately.”

      

                  Sara smiled and sat up, picking up her discarded clothes and dressing herself.  “I guess we won’t be working on the car anymore today.  Since it’s dark out.”

      

                  “I guess we’ll just have to come back tomorrow,” I told her.

      

                  She stared at me with wide eyes full of hope.  “Both of you?”

      

                  “If you want, that is,” I told her.

      

                  Ben just watched our exchange, waiting for us to decide on a plan.  I could tell he was hoping for more of what we’d just done, though.

      

                  “Sounds like a date,” she said.  She walked up to my husband and kissed him.  Their tongues massaged each other.  Then she walked over to me and kissed me.  I held her neck and kissed her firmly.

      

                  “See,” I said, “I told the two of you nothing bad would come from this.”

      

                  “Yeah, yeah,” said Ben.  He looked to Sara.  “She’s going to hold this over us, you know.”

      

                  Sara glanced at me and smiled.  “Oh, I know.  Trisha’s been that way all her life.”

      

                  The three of us laughed and headed into the kitchen for another round of beers.  But I had a feeling Ben and I wouldn’t be going home that night, and my feelings were usually right.
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          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
                 Thunder boomed outside our one bedroom condo.  “The rain is really coming down out there,” I said.  “Guess the beach is out for today.”

      

                  “Yeah, I guess so,” said Mason who was staring through parted vertical blinds at the storm outside.  “It figures.  Since we just moved in.”

      

                  Mason and I finally bought our first piece of property.  It may not have been much, but it was a condo on the beach.  It was enough for us, at least until we were ready to move up to something bigger later.  We’d only been to the beach once so far and now it was hurricane season.  We hoped for the best in our new little home.

      

                  “Want to do something else, instead?” I asked him from the beat up thrift-store sofa we’d just bought.  “We can play a game or something.”

      

                  Mason turned back to me with a grin.  “I know of something we can do, Becca.”  My heart raced at his suggestion.  He walked toward me with determination and a look of hunger in his eyes.  He met me at the couch and then leaned me back while climbing on top of me.

      

                  “What did you have in mind?” I asked, despite already knowing the answer.  His face was inches from mine and his warm breath rolled over the tip of my nose.  My body tingled as his masculine energy overwhelmed me.  His warm body pressed up against me and I could feel his hard-on press against my belly.

      

                  “Oh, I think you know very well what I have in mind,” he teased.  There was a glimmer in his blue eyes.  His short, dark hair always made them stand out like sapphires.  He leaned into kiss me, sweeping his tongue across my lips.  My mouth parted.  My back arched.  I wanted more of him.

      

                  He leaned back and removed his grey t-shirt.  His body was ripped from working out over the past few years.  I was slender, but I hadn’t felt good enough next to him for a while.  I joked often about him leaving me for a girl that was more fit, but he brushed it off.  Still, sometimes I wondered if he ever wanted me to work out more.  If he did, he never pressed the subject.

      

                  I ran my fingers over his chest and abs with a mix of lust and envy swirling in my gut.  He was so cut.  So beautiful.  I didn’t feel like I deserved him.

      

                  I unfastened his shorts and pulled his cock free from his briefs.  Just another department without flaws.  Smooth with a long, thick shaft.  Just veiny enough to make my body tingle was my fingers wrapped around the base of him.  I looked up as I parted my lips and wrapped them around him.  He watched me intently, lacing his fingers through my dirty blond locks.  I sucked in my cheeks and pulled him back along my tongue.  I loved how the ridge of his cockhead pushed and strained against the roof of my mouth.  I took in as much of him as I could, practically swallowing the tip and then gagging it back up.  I wanted to make him come so hard he never thought about leaving me for another woman.

      

                  His brows furrowed.  He groaned as he watched me swirl, suck, and spit.  And then he hunched forward, clutching my head to his lap.  “Hang on,” he said.  “I’m going to come.”

      

                  But I didn’t stop.  I wanted him to come.  I didn’t care if we had to wait a few minutes to fuck after.  I wanted him to let go and flood my mouth.  That’s exactly what he did.  His hot seed filled my mouth and I choked it down.  I swallowed it like I needed it to fill my hunger.  Because I was hungry for him.  Just as the last drop slipped down my throat, there was a knock at the door.

      

                  Mason and I looked at each other.  “Who could that be?” I asked him.  He shoved his dick away with a frown and zipped up his pants.

      

                  “Fuck if I know.  A delivery?”

      

                  “Not for another few days,” I said.

      

                  “Maybe it’s early.”

      

                  I got off the couch, thankful I was still in my black shorts and pink crop top.  My bare feet were cold against the tiled floor.  I opened the door to see a gorgeous brunette standing there looking doe-eyed and nervous.  Her hair was full of volume despite being soaked and fell in big, loose curls around her shoulders.  She had a cute button-nose and full, rosy lips.  She was petite, but with a large rack and a tiny waist.  She wore leggings and she had hips that made me question my own sexuality.  I happened to notice that her white shirt was soaked through, revealing the lacy outline of her bra underneath.

      

                  “Can I help you?” I asked.

      

                  “Oh god,” she said with the cutest little pout.  “I’m so sorry.  I’ve locked myself out.  I live next door to you.  You don’t know how to get a hold of the groundskeeper do you?”

      

                  “Sorry,” I said.  “We just moved in.”  My eyes scanned the pouring rain just outside the little awning of our hallway.  “Have you called a locksmith?”

      

                  “Yes,” she said.  “But it’ll be at least another hour.  I was hoping the groundskeeper would have a key.”

      

                  I hesitated with my next words, hoping it didn’t backfire on me.  But ultimately, I couldn’t leave her out in the rain to wait on a locksmith.  “Why don’t you come on in and wait with us.  You shouldn’t be out in the rain.”

      

                  “Oh, no, I couldn’t,” she said.

      

                  I flashed her a smile.  “I insist.”

      

                  She smiled back and my heart raced.  “Thank you.  Thank you so much.”

      

                  I stepped to the side and she stepped past me.  Her eyes landed on my shirtless boyfriend who was still kneeling on the sofa.  But it was his eyes I noticed more.  They quickly scanned the girl’s body and then he swallowed, almost like he was nervous.  It made my nerves feel wired and frayed.  My body grew hot and I tasted metal on my tongue.  Mason saw me staring at him and he quickly grabbed his shirt to cover himself.

      

                  It was too late, though.  I could tell he was attracted to her.  And with the way the girl was chewing on her lower lip, I could tell she was attracted to him.  And then I remembered that Mason could see through her shirt.

      

                  “Why don’t you change into a pair of my clothes?” I asked, touching her shoulder lightly.  She jumped and turned to face me.  “My name is Becca by the way.”  I gestured to Mason, “And that is my boyfriend, Mason.”

      

                  “Nice to meet you guys,” she said, turning her gaze back and forth between us.  “My name is Chloe.”

      

                  My eyes drifted down to her hardened nipples before I took her hand and led her into the bedroom for a fresh pair of clothes.  My heart pounded the entire way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
                 “I can’t thank you enough,” she said, as I handed her a plain white t-shirt and some denim shorts.  “You’ve really been so nice to me.”

      

                  “It’s no problem,” I said, feeling the tightness in my throat.  “I’d hate to be in that situation myself.”

      

                  “I hope this isn’t too forward, but you’re just like…so pretty,” she said, her round eyes staring at me.  “And your boyfriend.  He’s so hot.  You guys make a gorgeous couple.”

      

                  I felt a flutter in my stomach at her words, but I didn’t feel as pretty as she made me out to be.  I shrugged my shoulders.  “I mean, Mason is hot, yeah.  I’m nothing special.”

      

                  “Don’t short change yourself,” she said, stripping her wet t-shirt from her body.  I swallowed as I tried not to look down at her soaked through bra.  But then, she took it off, tossing it to the floor where her wet t-shirt lay.  I glanced quickly at her bare breasts and hardened tan nipples.  “You’ve got that natural beauty,” she added.

      

                  I looked away quickly and shrugged again.  “I mean, I think you’re naturally beautiful.  I’m just natural.  The beauty part isn’t really there unless I try with makeup and stuff.”

      

                  “Nonsense,” she said as she pulled her leggings down to the floor.  Through my peripheral, I saw a pink thong covering her pussy.  It was soaked through as well, showcasing exactly where the line of her slit was.  I felt tense and tingly.  I didn’t know why, but I wanted to see more of her.  I even wanted to touch her.  To taste her.

      

                  She bent down to put on the shorts and quickly flicked her gaze up at me.  “Actually, do you have a dry pair of panties I could borrow?”

      

                  I nodded and swallowed the lump in my throat.  I walked to the dresser, trying to clear my head as I reached in for a pair of panties.  It was no accident that I picked Mason’s favorite pair of mine.  A lacy black thong.  I turned and handed it over to her, running a hand through my blond hair as I watched her take off her little pink thong.  She was completely naked and it was then that I noticed her pussy was completely shaved.

      

                  She caught me staring and she smiled.  “Do you shave down there?” she asked.  “I’ve just kinda always done it.  But I’m curious about what other girls do.”

      

                  “Not completely,” I said, meeting her eyes and feeling wired.  “I trim and shave the bikini line.  I keep a neat little triangle down there.  My hair is dark blonde so it works for me.”

      

                  “Mind if I see?”  Her eyes were so innocent despite the hunger that rested on her lips.

      

                  “What?”

      

                  “Mind if I see?  I’ve always been curious.”

      

                  “Curious about what?”

      

                  She laughed.  “About what other girls…look like…down there.”

      

                  “Oh.”

      

                  “Haven’t you ever been curious?”

      

                  I looked down at her shaved pussy and my mouth went dry.  I met her eyes again.  “Maybe a little.”

      

                  “Well come on, you’ve seen me.  Show me yours.”

      

                  I felt a thrill slip into my blood as I decided to go through with it.  “Sure, okay,” I said.  I reached for my shorts and unfastened them.

      

                  “Take your shirt off first.  I want to see the whole thing.”

      

                  “You want to see me naked?”  My skin was covered in chills. She nodded and smiled.

      

                  “Yeah, why not?  You saw me.  We’re both girls.  It’s no big deal.”

      

                  “Yeah, sure.  It’s no big deal.”  But I was quickly learning that it was a big deal for me, and I didn’t understand it.  Never in my life have I ever felt this way about a girl.  I’d never wanted to see them naked or thought about kissing them or going down on them.  But this girl who I’d only known for five minutes made me want to do all of those things.  And she was making it difficult to fight by insisting we get naked together.

      

                  But I didn’t want her to know how I was feeling.  So I tried to play cool.  I took off my shirt like it was no big deal.  I took off my bra like I didn’t care that this sexy, naked girl was staring at me.  I removed my shorts and panties until I was naked too.  And then I shrugged and laughed like it was no big deal when it really fucking was.

      

                  “Wow,” she said.  “You’re even more gorgeous naked.”

      

                  “Yeah?” I asked nervously.  I reached across my stomach and gripped my arm.  I felt self-conscious despite Chloe’s compliment.

      

                  “Yeah,” she said, her tongue swiping across her lower lip.  “Have you like…ever wondered what it would be like to kiss another girl?”

      

                  “What?”

      

                  “You know, kiss them and like…touch their breasts.  Maybe even lick their pussies?  I don’t know. Maybe I’m just weird.  I’ve always been curious.”

      

                  I tried to shake my head but it barely moved.  I didn’t know whether to admit to my own recent curiosity or deny it.  My head was dizzy with possibilities and I was paralyzed by fear.

      

                  Chloe stepped toward me.  She came closer until there was only an inch between our breasts.  “Not even a little bit?” she asked, her hand stretching toward my face and moving a strand of hair away.  Her eyes held mine as I took a shallow breath.  I wondered what would happen next.  I was both terrified and excited by the outcome.

      

                  “Maybe…a little bit,” I admitted with a weak voice.

      

                  Chloe leaned forward until her lips just barely brushed against mine.  I felt her nipples touch my breasts, and I instinctively shifted my weight until our nipples touched.  Sparks of electric heat shot down to my legs and I couldn’t breathe.  I didn’t take a breath again until Chloe’s lips pressed hard and firm against mine.

      

                  Her hand was on my neck.  Her fingers were laced through my hair.  I didn’t know what to do with my hands, so I placed them on her bare waist.  Her lips parted and so did mine.  Her velvet tongue slipped into my mouth.  She moaned softly and I felt wet between my thighs.  I wanted her.  I wanted to touch every inch of her.  To kiss every inch of her.

      

                  She pulled back and smiled.  “I don’t know about you,” she said, “but I kind of liked that.”

      

                  “I did too,” I admitted.

      

                  “Maybe we should experiment with something else,” she said.

      

                  “Like what?”

      

                  She smiled.  “Lay on the bed.”  I nodded and felt the adrenaline pulse through my veins as I crawled onto the white bedspread.  I laid back and watched as Chloe approached the bed and then climbed above me.  She giggled and kissed me again.  I giggled when she pulled back.  She kissed me again and again until her lips moved to my neck and then my collarbone.  I clutched the sheets in my fingers as her lips made their way to my breasts.  She sucked on one nipple, then the other.  I arched my back, my legs spread instinctively.  She slipped lower and lower down, leaving a trail of kisses across my stomach.

      

                  I felt the heat of her breath against my pussy.  She giggled again.  I looked down at her, her round eyes looking up at me.  She smiled.  She stretched out her tongue, but it didn’t touch me yet.  She was teasing me with it.

      

                  And then, it made contact.  Her soft, velvet tongue plunged between my folds and slipped up toward my clit.  She wrapped her lips around my mound and sucked in, flicking her tongue across my clit.  I let out a moan, completely naïve to how loud I was.  My back arched and I trembled.  I writhed underneath Chloe’s magic tongue.

      

                  The door swung open and I gasped.  Mason had walked in, his eyes wide and his jaw fully open.  He tried to speak, but the words never came. Chloe sat up and slipped her hands between her thighs as she waited out the tension.  I reached for the comforter and pulled it over me. I wondered why Chloe didn’t feel the need to cover herself.

      

                  “Mason, um…hi,” I said.  I tried to explain, but I couldn’t find the words.

      

                  Chloe looked at me and then at Mason and back at me again.  She laughed and turned back to Mason.  “We were just experimenting,” she said.  “Just having a little fun.”

      

                  “I can see that,” he said.  “Why wasn’t I invited?”

      

                  Chloe looked at me and then responded to him.  “You’re invited now.”

      

                  “Wait,” he said, his eyes flicking to me.  “Really?”

      

                  I stared at him.  His dick was hard in his pants.  His cheeks were flushed.  His eyes were hungry for a piece of Chloe and he wanted in on the action.  And some sick, twisted part of me wanted him to join.  Some horrible part of me wanted to see him and Chloe together.  “Yes,” I told him, feeling my gut twist at what I was about to do.  “I want you to join us.”

      

                  “Shit,” he said, quickly stripping his shirt off and then reaching for his shorts.  He chucked his clothes in no time.  Chloe’s eyes grew three sizes bigger when she saw Mason’s cock.

      

                  “Jesus, he’s big,” she said.  “You take that on a regular basis?”

      

                  “Yeah,” I said.

      

                  “She can handle it too,” said Mason with a smile.  I felt proud of that compliment.  Like maybe I had something that Chloe didn’t.

      

                  “I wonder if Chloe can handle it,” I said with a smirk.

      

                  “I don’t think I can,” she said.  “And besides, he’s your boyfriend.”

      

                  “You should try,” I told her.  “I’m curious.”

      

                  Mason looked at me with worried eyes.  “Shit, Becca. Are you sure?”

      

                  “I’m sure,” I told him.

      

                  Mason walked over to the bed so that his thighs rested against the mattress.  His cock dangled over it.  Chloe scooted toward him on her knees.  She reached a hand out and wrapped it around his thick cock.  Her breath was shallow.  Their eyes met.  I felt a horrible pang of jealousy as I watched them connect through desire and physical touch.  And then, Mason cupped her face and kissed her.

      

                  A sickness sat in my stomach, but my pussy was soaking wet.  I felt the strange urge to play with myself while I shared my boyfriend with Chloe.  I shouldn’t be doing this.  I shouldn’t have invited him in here.  I never should’ve gotten naked with Chloe.  But as these thoughts swirled in my head, my fingers trailed down over my stomach and between my legs.  They circled my clit and slipped inside my wet pussy.

      

                  I started to relax.  I started to enjoy the show.  The wave of sickness slowly left as I watched Mason’s hands cup Chloe’s breasts.  His thumbs brushed across her nipples.  He leaned down and sucked one in.  She moaned and I moaned with her.  And then, she kissed her way down my boyfriend’s chest and abs.  She lowered to her hands and knees.  She gripped the base of his cock in her hand and opened her full lips.

      

                  The wrapped around his head and Mason groaned.  He ran his fingers through her wet locks and watched her suck him in.  Then he looked at me.  He caught me playing with my pussy as the covers slipped away from my naked body.  “Fuck,” he groaned, his eyes shifting back and forth between me and Chloe.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

      

                  The sound of Chloe’s mouth slurping on my boyfriend’s cock made me tremble.  I plunged my fingers into the depth of my pussy and felt my walls contract around them.  They looked so hot together.  I wanted both of them and I wanted them both to have each other.

      

                  “Fuck her,” I told Mason.  I almost felt like my voice wasn’t my own.  Was I really asking him to do that?  “I want to see you fuck her.”

      

                  Chloe pulled back with a look of surprise and a smile.  She lay back on the bed and spread her legs wide.  Her fingers found her clit and circled it.  But that wasn’t good enough for me.  I moved beside her and pressed my naked body up against hers.  She turned her head to face me.  I kissed her puffy lips and moved my fingers between her legs.  I pushed her slit open and felt the tip of Mason’s cock graze my fingers.

      

                  “Fuck, Becca,” he said.  “Are you sure?  Are you really sure?”

      

                  I broke my kiss with Chloe and looked at him.  He was holding his cock nervously, dragging the tip of it up and down Chloe’s shaved pussy.  He chewed on his lower lip.  The desire was written all over his face.  He wanted to shove his cock deep inside her.

      

                  “I’m really sure,” I told him.  And they were words I couldn’t take back.  The second they left my lips, he sank his cock in deep.  His eyes rolled back and he groaned.  I watched his shaft disappear inch by inch inside this stranger.  But my fingers never stopped touching her pussy.  I circled her clit while my boyfriend slipped inside.  I turned my attention back to Chloe who was gripping the bed sheets and arching her back.  I leaned down and sucked in one nipple, then the other.  She writhed and twisted, moaning again and again.

      

                  I turned back and watched Mason slide back and forth.  He gripped her thighs and pushed her knees up against her chest.  He rocked his hips against her.  He pounded her harder and harder with each thrust.  His eyes met mine.  I knew this was something that would change our relationship forever.  But maybe it didn’t have to be a bad thing.  Because when I looked in his eyes, I felt something deeper.  A connection that was so strong it could never be severed.  Especially not by another woman’s pussy.  It was as if this gift to him made him love me more, and I loved him more in return.

      

                  He pounded and thrust until he couldn’t hold back.  He groaned and Chloe moaned as I circled her clit and sucked on her nipples.  I wanted her to come with him.  I wanted to see them come together.  To have a connection that I helped give them.

      

                  She whimpered and cried out.  Her body quivered.  I knew by the sounds of Mason’s groans that he was coming.  He was filling her pussy with his come and pumping it deeper inside of her.  I pictured it filling the walls of her velvety tunnel.  I pictured it coating his cock.  My pussy ached to be touched.  My pussy was desperate for the release I was giving to them.

      

                  Mason was out of breath as he withdrew his cock.  Chloe looked up at me with eyes full of love.  She gripped my head in her hands and kissed me hard.

      

                  “Lay back,” she said, and I laid back.  She climbed over me and dipped her head between my legs to finish what she’d started.  Mason watched while he stroked his half-hard dick.  I clutched Chloe’s hair and replayed the image of Mason fucking her.  Her tongue expertly swayed and circled in all the right places. I was about to come when she pulled back.  “Now I want to see him fuck you.”

      

                  “What?”

      

                  “I’m jealous.  I want to know what it’s like.”

      

                  “You’re jealous?”

      

                  She nodded and smiled.  “You should ride him,” she said.

      

                  “I never ride him.”

      

                  “Never?  Come on, I’ll help you.  It’ll be hot.”

      

                  I sat up on my elbows and tucked my hair behind my ears. I looked at Mason who was stroking furiously.  “I wish you would ride me, Becca.  I’ve always wanted you to.”

      

                  “Really?  Why did you never say anything?”

      

                  “You said you hated riding.  A long time ago you told me that.”

      

                  I shrugged.  I couldn’t remember saying anything like that, but I supposed it was true.  I didn’t have the confidence to ride Mason.  I felt too insecure to have him looking up at me like that.  But it’s what Chloe wanted.  And I wanted Mason’s cock inside me knowing it had just been inside Chloe.  I wondered if it would feel different.  Forbidden somehow.

      

                  I sat up and Mason lay on his back.  He placed his hands behind his head and smiled up at me.  “Go on,” Chloe said, rubbing my lower back with her soft fingertips.  I looked over my shoulder and she leaned in for a kiss.  Then I climbed over Mason and angled his cock toward my entrance.  I slowly lowered my hips over him and felt him slip inside me.  It felt dirty and tainted by Chloe’s pussy, but turned me on all the same.  His cock would never be the same, and I knew it.  But it only made me want him more.

      

                  “Fuck,” he groaned, reaching for my breasts with greedy hands.  He massaged them and rolled my nipples.  I lowered down completely, taking in his whole cock.

      

                  Chloe came up behind me, straddling Mason’s thighs.  She kissed my neck and my skin shivered.  She wrapped one arm around my waist and lowered her hand between my leg.  She circled my clit while I rode my boyfriend’s cock for the first time.

      

                  Mason’s hands moved to my hips and Chloe’s free hand massaged my breast.  I leaned back against her, feeling her breasts push into my back.  I turned over my shoulder and kissed her.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth while I rode Mason.  Mason’s grunts and groans made me tremble.  His fingers dug hard into my hips while he slammed me down on top of him again and again.

      

                  Chloe’s soft, gentle fingers made my pussy flutter.  I let out a moan mid-kiss and broke away.  I leaned forward, pushing my hands against Mason’s chest.  I rode him harder and faster as my orgasm broke over me like a thunderstorm.  Mason’s eyes stared hard into mine.  His hands gripped my neck, keeping my eyes on him.  And then his brows furrowed and he grunted like he was in pain.  I felt wave after wave of his hot come flood my pussy.

      

                  I collapsed against my boyfriend’s chest and he wrapped his arms around me.  Chloe dropped beside him on the bed and looked up at me.  She brushed my hair out of my face and smiled.

      

                  Her phone rang.  She climbed off the bed and dug through her wet things for it.  She answered it and I sat up, my boyfriend’s filthy cock still inside me.

      

                  “Yeah, I’ll be right there,” she said.  She hung up the phone and turned to us.  “It’s the locksmith.  Mind if I still borrow your clothes?”

      

                  I laughed.  “Of course not.  But you’ll have to come back to return them.”

      

                  She smiled.  “I’ll have to borrow clothes from you more often.”

      

                  “Or just hang out naked with us,” I said.

      

                  “I’m down for that,” said Mason, making Chloe and I both roll our eyes.  “What?” he asked.  Chloe and I laughed and I knew we were going to be close friends.  But I’d never intended for her to bring me even closer to Mason.

      

                  Chloe dressed herself in my clothes and skipped out of the condo.  I climbed off of Mason and lay beside him.  “Did you like her pussy?” I asked him.

      

                  His grip tightened around my body.  He was nervous, tense.  “It was nice,” he said.  “But not as nice as yours.”

      

                  “It was hot watching you take her like that,” I told him, my fingers trailing over his chest.

      

                  “Oh yeah?  Well it was hot watching her go down on you.  It was hot having you ride me.  Did you like it?”

      

                  I stared into his blue eyes.  “I fucking loved it,” I said.  “It’s my new favorite move.  Especially if Chloe is going to be there.”

      

                  “You mean you want to do this again?” he asked.

      

                  I nodded and ran my fingers through his hair.  “I’m hooked,” I said.  “I’ve never felt so alive in my whole life.”

      

                  “You’re amazing,” he told me.  He leaned in and kissed me hard.

      

                  “I wonder how long the locksmith will take,” I said, sitting up and grabbing my clothes.

      

                  “You miss her already?” he asked.

      

                  I smiled, feeling like I had a crush for the first time since meeting Mason.  “Yeah,” I said.  “I miss her already.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Double Trouble

        

      

    
    
                 There is really nothing worse for a girl than when her boyfriend’s ex-girlfriend comes into the picture, especially when she’s quite smitten with said boyfriend. Well, maybe one thing is worse; when there isn’t just one ex-girlfriend, there are two.

      

                  To say my boyfriend, Josh, has a reputation as a ladies’ man is to say water is wet—it’s a fact of life in my circle of friends. “Not anymore,” I often happily tell my girlfriends whenever the topic comes up, usually after we’re discussing our boyfriends, and I decide to mention something funny or cute about Josh. To this, my girlfriends all sort of go radio-silent, and shift their previously effervescent about the room in an evasive manner. Now, none of my girlfriends have ever dated Josh; they hardly know him, in fact. Of course, they have all seen enough of his photos on my phone to practically salivate in the most un-lady-like fashion. They would all blush and deny something like that, but I know better. After all, Josh hooked me just the same.

      

                  And he’d hooked a few girls before me, to say the least. But once Josh and I started getting serious, having dated for three years, he swore that his days of misbehavior were long gone. He’d been exclusive to me since day one of our dating, but to say I was a little jealous, and, well, paranoid that he might cheat on me, is the understatement of the century.

      

                  It didn’t hurt that Josh had assured me that his previous relationships had all ended rather badly. Either one former girlfriend had caught him in bed with another, or he simply botched the breakup speech that he always seemed to prepare. I could only imagine walking in on him, myself, though, with that perfectly sculpted behind of his poking up above the bed-sheets, all while some hussy moans at the top of her lungs and begs him for more.

      

                  Again, I was a little jealous. What I didn’t realize, however, was how much it often turned me on to think about my boyfriend with other girls. I did not realize this because, well, for the longest time it was masked as a sort of jealousy-turned-possessiveness-turned-arousal. I would think about Josh with another girl—maybe an ex, even—and it would make me so heated and frustrated that I would have to find him either at work or at the gym and demand he come home so I could let him do whatever he wanted to me. It always worked, too. Not that I think I’m anything special. In fact, that’s what has driven most of my jealousy and suspicions; I’m rather plain; curvy, if not a little too hippy, in my opinion, with long but unexcited chestnut hair that frizzes as the ends, and average boobs. I’m adventurous in bed, which is about the only thing I would say I have going for me. Well, adventurous to a point, I suppose. I’ll do just about any position, but as far as swallowing or doing anal, I guess I’m still working up the courage.

      

                  And then there’s Josh; cut like a marble sculpture with a muscular—but not too muscular—physique, six-foot, two-inches, broad-shouldered, cute butt, which I think I already mentioned, and, well, a Goldie-locks penis, in that it’s big, but not too big; maybe around eight inches long and with enough thickness to keep nearly overworked during our lovemaking. Josh was perfect. Sure, he has a few of the same flaws most guys has—doesn’t always listen perfectly, sometimes doesn’t communicate perfectly, either. But he’s considerate, romantic and seemingly focused on me only. It always seemed too good to be true.

      

                  And when Katie and Alyssa entered the picture, I realized it really had been too good to be true.

      

                  See, Katie and Alyssa were both girls that Josh had dated in the past. The real problem was in the fact that, according to Josh, he’d had a little, teensy, tiny, infinitesimal threesome with both girls. That’s right, you heard me; sex with both of them at the same time. Don’t ask me how he managed it. He’s an amazing guy, but, still, girls like Katie and Alyssa—or girls who were like what Katie and Alyssa seemed to be like, based on their social media pictures that I totally didn’t creep over—didn’t seem the type to just sleep with another girl while sharing their boyfriend in the process.

      

                  I was always a little skeptical of the story until Josh and I were out on an anniversary dinner-date and we ran into, well, both of them. “Oh my god, Joshy?” Katie cried. The girl rushed toward our table, her long, perfectly styled golden, blonde hair bobbing every step of the way, along with her full boobs. She had a svelte figure that was perfectly accentuated in a golden, shimmery dress that left even me wondering how many drinks it might take to get me to flirt with her—hint, it wouldn’t have taken that many. Katie had those perfect, soft features like apple cheeks and big, blue eyes, along with perfectly manicured, thick brows and a smile that was to die for—little wonder that I found out that night she was an up-and-coming model.

      

                  I saw the way Josh’s blue eyes lit up the moment he saw her. And I saw the way he dragged a hand through his short, blonde hair just the same, as if to make sure he looked his best. They seemed like a match made in Swedish heaven, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t fuming the moment I saw her. But when I saw the way Josh responded to her, well, I was nearly volcanic.

      

                  The thing is, Josh told me that all of his ex-girlfriends were ‘crazy,’ as he put it. I knew that wasn’t true, as much as it was likely that they’d had a falling out on account of his terrible skills in ending things. I wished that there had been something very wrong with Katie. But only a few minutes into meeting her, I realized it was quite the opposite—she was perfect in every conceivable way, just like Josh.

      

                  “You know, Alyssa is here with me,” Katie said, sticking one of her nails in-between her teeth, so gentle and careful that you could tell she felt a bit awkward in mentioning it, but that she’d had to do it.

      

                  Her blue eyes danced between Josh and I. I only sat there giving an awkward little chuckle; as if I knew the punch-line to some inside joke the two of them had shared.

      

                  “Hm,” Josh only said, and crossed his arms.

      

                  “Joshy doesn’t like Alyssa as much because, well, she broke up with him,” Katie laughed, just as a woman was starting for our table from afar. Katie looked over her shoulder and turned back at us, with a grin that suggested the brunette bombshell just had to be Alyssa.

      

                  “Get out of here,” Alyssa said—her juicy, cherry-red lips parting as she dared not lose her cat-walk-like composure.

      

                  “Josh?” Alyssa said, coming up and giving my—that’s right, he is still MY boyfriend, thank you very much—a playful shove on his shoulder.

      

                  “Well, well, well,” the tall girl said, with long, flowing cinder locks, which made my own brunette hair look like the before picture in some sort of infomercial for perfect hair. Alyssa’s, of course, would have been the after photo.

      

                  “Hey, Alyssa. I’m just having dinner here with my girlfriend, Leslie, so if you guys could…” Josh said, with the faintest hint of frustration. I was happy to hear him express it, though—I’d needed something, anything, in that moment to reassure me that Josh would have rather spent his time with me than these two future trophy-wives. Who was I kidding, though? They were gorgeous. They both had slender, annoying skinny little waists and big, full boobs that filled out their dresses.

      

                  “Well, nice to meet you,” Alyssa said, grabbing my hand. “Achante,” she said, giggling.

      

                  “Thank you, this is our three-year anniversary dinner,” I said, feigning a tone of pride. I knew for a fact that I’d dated Josh for longer than any of his previous girlfriends, so I felt rather confident in exuding a little arrogance in the face of such threatening girls.

      

                  “Oh, is that right? Well, then, you know all about what he’s packing, then,” Katie said, winking, before Alyssa shoved the girl. “Katie, you little slut,” the brunette said, gasping and breaking into a long giggling fit.

      

                  “Well, I’m sorry, but he’s got that golden rod, doesn’t he?” Katie said, eyeing back at my boyfriend.

      

                  “She’s had a touch of champagne, Josh—don’t mind her,” Alyssa explained.

      

                  “We’re at this gala next door for save the whales or something,” Katie said, rolling her eyes.

      

                  “It’s save the African swamp flies, and they need all they help they can get,” Alyssa said, clutching a small, shiny cache that matched her slender, shimmery pink dress.

      

                  “Well, anyway, I needed something a bit harder,” Katie laughed. “We were going to go the bar and get a couple of drinks, but now that you’re here, maybe you’re hard enough?” The blonde girl laughed.

      

                  I couldn’t believe Katie’s forwardness. For a girl that looked like a beauty queen, she had the confrontational manner of a sailor, and the mouth of one, too. She was undoubtedly the perfect sort of girl—one who could attend galas and be depended on to keep lady-like when necessary. But she obviously had a wild-side that was bursting at the seams and ready to explode all over me, and more importantly, Josh.

      

                  I wondered how obvious my glaring must’ve looked at both girls. Josh on the other hand, mostly smiled and placated the two girls. “Well, nice to see you two again.”

      

                  “We’ll be over here if you want to join us; you should come, too,” Katie said, winking as the pair started off.

      

                  “What was that?” I gasped.

      

                  “Sorry, I obviously didn’t know they were going to be here tonight,” Josh said.

      

                  “You can come too,” I said, with a mocking tone.

      

                  “She didn’t mean anything by it, I’m sure,” Josh said, shaking his head and laughing.

      

                  “Do you still like her? Or Alyssa? Or both of them? Don’t act like you didn’t tell me all about the three of you,” I said.

      

                  “Babe, it’s not like that at all. Trust me, I’ve never been happier. Yes, they are attractive—that’s obvious, right? They aren’t anything compared to you, though,” Josh explained.

      

                  “But they’re prettier than me, aren’t they?” I pressed.

      

                  “Let’s not do this, Les,” Josh said, with an air of annoyance. “Can’t we just enjoy tonight and forget all about them?”

      

                  “How am I supposed to forget ‘all about them’ when they’re sitting right over there looking over their shoulders at us every chance they get, whispering and giggling like two horny sorority girls,” I protested.

      

                  “Besides, you already told me how you feel about their attractiveness compared to mine,” I added, and took a sip of my drink.

      

                  Josh sighed and I saw the easy, calm-natured smile disappear from his lips. I could tell I’d frustrated him, and over something that—he was right—was not his fault. How was he supposed to know his ex-girlfriends would be right next door? And how was he supposed to control the two of them—Katie, in particular—acting ridiculous in front of him and his new (sorry, more legitimate) girlfriend?

      

                  I might’ve been twenty-nine but I was acting half that, and I knew I needed to go a bit easier on him. It was my own jealousy and my own insecurities that were acting up. And so, to prove to myself that I was not about to let these two girls get the best of me, I did something unthinkable.

      

                  “Come on, let’s go join them,” I suggested.

      

                  “Wait—what?” Josh said, looking at me as though I’d just turned into an alien right before his eyes.

      

                  I smiled and shrugged. “I want to get to know them—they’re obviously still smitten with you, and I want to know all about the Josh before I met you,” I said in a teasing tone.

      

                  Before Josh could protest, I’d already jumped up and started for the bar, eyeing Katie and Alyssa, who seemed anything but excited to see me and not Josh.

      

                  Alyssa feigned a polite smile, however. “Hey, want to sit with us?” She asked.

      

                  “Sure,” I said. “I thought I could use a drink, too,” I added, with a somewhat nervous chuckle.

      

                  I took a seat next to Alyssa, since Katie seemed to be harder to handle. I waved down the bartender, but he didn’t seem to pay me any attention. “We can’t get a drink yet, either,” Katie said, laughing. “Not that you need any more, anyway,” Alyssa said.

      

                  “I’m pretty much sober again, thank you very much,” Katie protested, brushing a strand of her blonde hair to the side.

      

                  I watched as Josh sat far down at the other end of the restaurant, clearly waiting to settle our bill before joining me and the pair. I felt a little bad leaving him alone—he looked so alone, and suddenly I worried that any other ex-girlfriends he had might show up and have free reign to hit on him.

      

                  “You two seem like you’re a good match,” Alyssa said.

      

                  “Thanks,” I said, smiling. “I know I probably shouldn’t ask this, but, um, are you still attracted to him?”

      

                  “To Josh? No way… well,” Alyssa said, a mischievous smile forming on her lips.

      

                  “I certainly miss the physical side of our relationship. No guy I’ve been with since has ever come close to Josh, you know,” Alyssa said.

      

                  “I’ll drink to that,” Katie said, giggling, and raising a glass of water into the air. “That’s why we’re together, now,” Katie said, still laughing.

      

                  “Wait, what? You two are a… couple?” I asked, with a sigh of relief pushing through my lips.

      

                  Alyssa nodded. “We had a little fun together a few years back and, well, we’re best friends who also sleep together. We figure we might as well start acting like a couple,” the brunette explained.

      

                  “It’s not, like, super official or anything—we’re just having fun,” Katie said, smiling. “You should try it, sometime.”

      

                  “I have fun,” I said, taking this as an insult.

      

                  “No, no, she meant… you should try a girl, sometime,” Alyssa said, with a quiet tone.

      

                  Little had Alyssa known that, while I’d never tried anything with another girl, I’d been dogged by fantasies of doing just that. They’d been especially bad during college, when I formed a friendship with one of the most attractive girls I’d ever known. I’d constantly dream about the two of us off together somewhere—maybe travelling through Europe—and suddenly, having that one amazing kiss. I put it in the back of my mind. After all, I’d gone all since adolescence knowing for certain that I was straight. It seemed ridiculous to entertain such thoughts too seriously. And for the most part, the thoughts and the dreams and the day-dreams for that matter, started to fade. After a while I lost touch with the girl, but there were a few others here and there. Alyssa and Katie certainly rivaled, if not trumped the sort of girls I’d fantasized over in the past. The idea of doing something with a girl, exclusively, however, was off limits for me. I don’t know why, but I’d decided that if I ever did do something with another girl, it would have to be as part of a threesome with a guy. Again, I don’t know—maybe I just felt like my straightness would come away unscathed if I experimented with a girl, but I could pin it on some wild, drunken night where, in reality, it was all still about the two of us pleasing my boyfriend together. Maybe I would try eating another girl out, but I would do it while having sex with my boyfriend, too.

      

                  The thought alone always made me wet in my panties. But the idea also brought out my jealous side. How could I share a man with another girl? Especially if she was one of the beautiful girls I found myself wanting to have sex with? Cruel irony, anyone?

      

                  And ever since I’d found Josh, I suppose I was especially guarded about having him all to myself. Of course, that was the kicker. Alyssa and Katie already had had my boyfriend all to themselves. I couldn’t stop thinking about Josh having sex with either of them. Of course, the thought of it made me wet—hot and wet. The image in my mind of Josh taking Katie and putting his big, meaty dick in that loud mouth of hers was satisfying enough. But then a strange, very sexual excitement came over me as I imagined myself in the room, peeping in on them while they had sex. They wouldn’t even know I was there, like I was some sort of voyeur. It made me so damn horny that I thought I might cum sitting on the stool next to Alyssa and Katie. It didn’t help that their conversation always seemed to circle back around to sex.

      

                  I was jolted from my dirty thoughts by Alyssa, who gave me a curious look. “Ok, spill it,” the brunette said to me, a smile on her deep red lips.

      

                  “Wh—what? Spill what?” I said.

      

                  “You’re sitting there biting your lips—you have these ‘fuck me eyes.’ What are you thinking about?” she said. The fact that she could tell I’d been thinking such dirty thoughts made me blush deeply.

      

                  “I was, uh…” I started, just as Josh approached to save me.

      

                  “You ready?” He said to me.

      

                  “Joshy, stay and have a drink,” Katie said, grabbing Josh’s arm in her hands. The image of this alone was enough to make me desperate to touch myself. Fuck, her hand on him is just… I want to see her hands all over him, I thought, as my brow furrowed with confusion.

      

                  I didn’t know what was going on. I was jealous, but I was so damn turned on that I nearly asked Katie and Alyssa to come back to our apartment, in the hopes it might lead to something right out of my dirtiest fantasies.

      

                  Turns out, I didn’t just think this.

      

                  “Like, for a night cap or something?” Alyssa said, with a smoldering grin.

      

                  “Wait… what?” I said, oblivious to whatever I’d just said.

      

                  “I don’t know,” Josh said, but a smile came over his lips. It was a smile that sort of suggested he knew the night might get out of hand, that maybe I didn’t know what I was asking for. Only, I still didn’t know what I’d asked for!

      

                  “Ok! Let’s go!” Katie said, grabbing Josh by the hand and pulling him out the front door. Alyssa followed. I rushed after them, as they nearly forgot about me, as Josh was looking back at me with a hint of concern.

      [image: ]
* * *

                  Back at the apartment we settled in the living room. I rushed to the kitchen to grab a few drinks and play hostess, while Josh and Katie and Alyssa sat on the long sofa.

      

                  I heard enough giggling and flirty conversation to know that it wasn’t going to take much for the evening to explode, if I wasn’t careful in how I shared my boyfriend. After all, I wasn’t necessarily going to go through with anything. I just wanted a touch more privacy so that, should the conversation turn dirty, we wouldn’t be in the public watch of a crowded restaurant.

      

                  I wanted to know every little detail of what Josh, Katie and Alyssa had done together. I didn’t exactly need, nor feel prepared for the live reenactment, but I wanted details. I felt left out!

      

                  Well, by the time I was coming back into the kitchen to ask what everybody wanted, I saw Katie’s hand caressing over the zipper in Josh’s slacks. I could see the big, formidable bulge just beneath it. Josh was looking at me, laughing and shaking his head. “Trust me, I didn’t do a thing.”

      

                  “Don’t worry, babe, I know. I trust you,” I said, leering at Katie with a sort of judgmental, reprimanding expression.

      

                  Of course, I was biting my lip all along. “You know, Katie, you really seem like you’re still hung up on Josh. I guess he was just a really big thing for you, huh?” I said, letting my little hinted innuendos remind the spunky blonde of her ex-boyfriend’s big package.

      

                  This only drove Katie madder as her blue eyes had a sort of wild thrill in them and she sank her fingers slightly into Josh’s pants. I could tell Josh’s dick was getting hard—flaring out and swelling into the long, pink snake that he’d always had trouble hiding in pants. I suppose I enjoyed teasing both of them, if I’m being entirely honest here.

      

                  Alyssa watched on, sitting on the other side of Josh on the sofa. Her hands weren’t quite as curious, but her eyes certainly were, looking all over my boyfriend as she bit her gripping lip.

      

                  “I know you two had a little thing with my boyfriend,” I said. “And I just want you to know that it’s all right; I don’t mind. I guess I have to confess though, that I am a little curious how it happened. I guess I want some details,” I said, sitting down in the chair opposite the sofa.

      

                  “Babe, is that really… come on,” Josh said, eyeing me as though he didn’t know who I had turned into during the past hour. He did this all while awkwardly pushing Katie’s hand from his zipper. Of course, I knew boys well enough to know how hard it must’ve been for him to push a beautiful girl’s hand away from his dick. I knew what he wanted. The only thing bigger than Josh’s dick was probably his sexual appetite. He controlled it well-enough, but if whenever I get him hard and it’s over—I’m only along for the ride as he takes me like some sort of wild beast.

      

                  I could see that very same glean in his eyes—he was getting close to giving in to his deepest urges. But was he going to give in with Alyssa, Katie, or, you know, his loyal girlfriend?

      

                  Katie and Alyssa, being the slutty girls they were, certainly weren’t going to consider me into the equation. But that was okay. In a strange—very strange way—I was starting to realize that I was hornier than I was jealous; more turned on than I was putt off by the pair being all over my man.

      

                  I didn’t know what was happening to me. I wondered if I needed to see a psychiatrist after the weekend. Because I was actually feeling hot and aroused watching these two shameless, arrogant girls all over my boyfriend. I supposed that maybe it was because I wanted to see him pound them into submission. I knew I certainly couldn’t wrangle Katie or Alyssa into submission and politeness. It would take a big, powerful tool to dominate them. And there just so happened to be one growing between my boyfriend’s legs.

      

                  I felt like that voyeur from my fantasies. I felt like I was invisible, just watching it play out.

      

                  It wasn’t until Katie started to playfully unzip my boyfriend’s pants that Josh looked at me and shrugged. “Babe, what do you want to do, here?”

      

                  I looked at him and licked my lips. I took my time to answer, shifting my dark eyes between Alyssa and Katie and realizing that the next words out of my mouth would define the evening. Either I would tell these two early-twenties hussies that enough was enough and they should leave, and be left forever wondering what might have been, or I was going to let these two girls pounce on my boyfriend’s big, meaty dick, all while I watched. Ugh! The jealousy was other-worldly. I was so damn angry and erratic in my mind. But my pussy was so wet it was dampening the inside of my panties.

      

                  “Well, you’re a big boy, I don’t see why you can’t play with them, just for tonight,” I finally answered.

      

                  “Oh, we’ll play with him, all right,” Katie said, in what would be the last time she would so much as acknowledge me. The blonde quickly slid her hand into Josh’s pants, now that they were undone and unzipped. She quickly found his thick shaft in his boxers, reaching into the hole in them and yanking his massive dick out for us three girls to see.

      

                  “Babe, I…” Josh said, still looking at me like I was mad. He had little time to hold this, however, as Katie immediately parted her lips and slid her mouth carefully down over Josh’s dick-head.

      

                  At once, the chiseled, flanged ruddy head disappeared in the blonde girl’s mouth and Josh let out a low, deep groan of approval.

      

                  I was nearly through the ceiling with rage that this girl—this asshole, really—was now sucking my boyfriend’s dick. She didn’t so much as ask me; didn’t bother to even acknowledge me. She just decided to reach into his pants and take what she wanted, as if I couldn’t do a thing about it. And I knew I really couldn’t. I could protest and hope Alyssa and Katie would listen to me—Josh, too. But would they? They were all horny as rabbits, and frankly, I was, too. I wanted to say something, but I was already too busy reaching into my skirt and grinding against my clit.

      

                  Alyssa, meanwhile, held Katie’s hair up while the blonde sucked my boyfriend’s cock. Katie’s mouth came up from his dick, and for a moment I saw his pink, wet shaft and head as it pointed all eight-inches straight up toward the ceiling, curving downward slightly—the same curve that always drove me wild. I could see by the way Katie and Alyssa looked at it, it did the same for them, too.

      

                  Alyssa then decided to slide her mouth down on Josh’s dick. It was evident that she struggled with his size a bit more than Katie—or she wasn’t as reckless about sucking dick, anyway. Alyssa was soft, slow and sensual—a behavior which made me hornier than before.

      

                  At once, Katie reached at and tugged Josh’s pants and boxers clean off his body, so that he was entirely bottomless and naked from the abs down. She spread his legs and brought her mouth down at his ball-sack, caressing it with her tongue as Josh moaned on, now serviced by both girls at the same time.

      

                  “Fuck,” Josh growled, running his hand through Alyssa’s hair.

      

                  Katie snuck a few licks of her tongue just at Josh’s asshole, teasing it before coming back to his sack and sucking gently on each of his massive balls. They hung low and big by the time she was done with them, with Alyssa having polished his dick-head so wet and shiny I probably could have seen my reflection in it.

      

                  “Come on,” Josh said, arranging both the girls on the sofa, as he stood up. He wasted no time helping Alyssa and Katie yank their dresses off. At once I saw them in nothing but their thongs and bras, and I secretly grew hot waiting to see their perfect bodies completely nude.

      

                  Each of them worked out of their undergarments and then I had the pleasure to see Alyssa’s perfectly little trimmed bush—cinder-brown and worked into a little strip of hair that led right down to her vulva. Katie’s thong came off and I saw her, completely bald, it seemed, with a tight little set of lips that seemed reddened and ripe, already. They each removed their bras and, of course, their breasts were full and enviable—just another thing I would secretly hate about them, all while grinding against my clit while I watched.

      

                  I bit my lip then, exhilarated, as Josh grabbed Katie’s legs, threw them up in the air and held them together, as he grabbed his wet dick and plunged smoothly into her sex. “Oh… oh, fuck,” Katie purred, as my boyfriend’s penis stretched her tightness open around it. I have to admit, I loved every sound the raucous blonde made as she struggled to adapt to Josh’s manhood again. I knew it had been long enough that she had forgotten how to handle him. But it didn’t take long before she was begging him to go deeper and faster, which only left me all the more irritated.

      

                  I watched, mesmerized, as Josh—my boyfriend—pumped deep into Katie, smooth and fast, just like he did with me. His muscular thighs flexed as he did, which his sack swinging gently between his legs. I was able to watch as much from my chair, watching him plunge deep as he could and give out little grunts of bliss as he did. I knew there was no going back, now—he was too hungry to finish what these two selfish vixens had started.

      

                  He pulled out of Katie, then—much to her protests—and thrust into Alyssa. She gave a deeper, softer moan, pulling Josh down for a long, passionate kiss as he plunged his entire shaft into her. Her bashful blowjob certainly hadn’t prepared me for her superior skill in making my boyfriend’s penis disappear inside her, entirely.

      

                  “Fuck, you feel so fucking good,” Josh groaned, as he lowered his head on her shoulder and thrust over and over. “So do you—keep going; I’m so close,” Alyssa whispered.

      

                  So close to what? I thought. But only a few minutes later I heard her struggled groans and watched her body tighten and tremble, and I knew she was climaxing. I couldn’t believe it. Not only had she been gifted perfect, stunning beauty, but she could orgasm from penetration and do it quickly? I couldn’t believe it. It again left me nearly trembling with anger, if it hadn’t been for the red-hot passion deep inside my body that left me aching for the image before me to never end. I wanted to watch Josh have sex with Alyssa and Katie over and over all night long, and the next day, and the day after, just as much as I wanted him to pull out and apologize profusely for ever having partaken. To say I was conflicted was the understatement of the year!

      

                  My own climax was started to grow. It only built higher when Katie switched to her belly, bending over the edge of the sofa with her tight, tanned butt poking into the air, ready for Josh to take her from behind. After a final embrace with Alyssa, he did just that. Alyssa easily transitioned to making out with Katie, while Josh squatted down behind Katie and plunged into her from behind. “Fuck,” he whispered, as his penis was no doubt enveloped by her softness. I couldn’t help but feel secure about my labia upon seeing hers. Mine was a bit more superfluous; Katie’s tight and neat, just like the pornography models and the sex-dolls. I had spent a long time telling myself that no girl actually had a vagina like theirs. And lo and behold, along came Katie with the sex-doll vagina. Good for her—not.

      

                  I bit my lip and listened to the sound of skin slapping, my boyfriend’s groaning, and Katie’s whimpers of delight and anguish as Josh grabbed the blonde girl’s hips and began to pound her so fast and hard that I wondered whether he might break her. I then realized, however, that it must’ve been familiar to each of them; must’ve been their “style.”

      

                  Again, good for Katie that she could handle it from behind so hard and deep—a feat I could not accomplish.

      

                  Just as my jealousy had reached seething heights, my body betrayed my need for justice and broke into a climax unlike anything I had ever experienced. I grinded against my frustrated little clit as the pleasure oozed in through my body and turned my skin hot and electric—my insides feeling as though they were turning about, as the bliss overtook me. The sound of Katie’s struggled bliss was all that filled my mind in the height of my orgasm. I didn’t realize until a bit later that she was in the middle of her own orgasm, rubbing herself while Josh pummeled her.

      

                  By the time I was out of the haze of my ecstasy, I realized that Josh was orgasming, too—only, he hadn’t pulled out of Katie. Instead, he sank deep inside her until his sack rested against her lips and I watched him contract. I realized then that he was ejaculating deep inside her. His pleasure was so loud and aching that it rattled the walls—his fingers grabbing deep at Katie’s ass. Alyssa, too, had decided to join in on this, caressing Josh’s sack as it emptied.

      

                  “Are you… you can’t… don’t cum in…” I stuttered, but it was too late. My boyfriend had decided to cum deep inside Katie, as if to reward her with her virile, perfect sperm, when he’d never cum inside me. To be fair, I wouldn’t let him because I did not want to get on birth control. And now, I felt the sting of watching him cum deep inside another woman.

      

                  As Josh continued to groan loudly, Katie turned back over her shoulder and looked at me with a sort of ‘I win’ expression on her cute, anger-inducing face. Alyssa did the same. I felt like a fool for bringing the girls back to my apartment. I felt like an even bigger fool for letting them have my boyfriend for the night.

      

                  What was I thinking? Everybody had had sex but me… and on my anniversary! I was just the reject sitting in the chair, made to watch it all while I rubbed myself. I had to watch my boyfriend plunge deep inside two other girls and finally inject one of them with his virile seed. For all I knew Katie wasn’t even on birth control, and his sperm was already headed right for her fertile womb. And then, what? Was I going to have to share my boyfriend with her forever? Would she end up pregnant from Josh before I even got the privilege of carrying his child?

      

                  I didn’t know what to think. I was a complete mess. All I knew was that my pussy was aching and swollen from how amazing it had all made me to watch. I didn’t understand it at all—not in the very least. And yet, I was desperate to see it all played out in front of me over and over.

      

                  As Josh pulled out, I saw a small drizzle of his seed slide down Katie’s sex. It ached me to see it, as though it hadn’t been real until I saw the evidence overflowing from her. I knew it must’ve been a bigger load than he ever had with me.

      

                  Alyssa, just to make me feel ten times worse, decided to clean Katie off with her mouth, sliding her mouth over Katie’s lips, in-between her folds, and cleaning every last drop of Josh’s seed that spilled out of her.

      

                  The three then collected their things—sweaty and blissfully exhausted. Without so much as looking at me, Josh suggested they all take a shower together. To this, Alyssa insisted that Josh cum inside of her next.

      

                  I sat in the chair, completely ignored by my boyfriend on my anniversary, while he waltzed away with his two gorgeous ex-girlfriends after having had sex with them. I didn’t know what to do.

      

                  So, I started to rub myself and think about everything that had just happened. A smile came over my lips, because, despite my anger, and for reasons I knew I wouldn’t understand anytime soon, I was addicted to what had just happened. I wondered if Alyssa and Katie were going to move in. Perhaps I would be asked to leave—resigned to watching from the window like a sort of peeping-Tom.

      

                  It all made me weirdly aroused beyond compare. I wouldn’t know yet that I’d become a proper cuckquean that night. But soon enough I learn all about it, and knew there would be no going back from there.

      

                  But for that moment, I simply indulged in all that I had—my new memories!
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                 “You know I don’t like Mackenzie’s parties,” I told Wes.  We’d been dating for the past six months, and he knew me well enough to know that.  I put in my second earring and turned to him.  “There are always a lot of jerks at those things.”

      

                  He walked toward me with a smile on his face, like he couldn’t possibly take me seriously.  He wrapped his arms around me and kissed my forehead, then my nose, and finally my lips.  As his kisses traveled lower, so did his hands, wandering until they cupped my ass and pulled me up against his body.  I could feel the hard length of him there, pushing against my belly.

      

                  “It looks like you don’t want to go either,” I teased.

      

                  “Looks like? Or feels like?” he growled.  He kissed my neck and continued down across my neckline.  “Don’t worry, Helen.  I’ll be there to protect you.”  He scooped me up in his arms and lay me on the bed.

      

                  “Wes, please.  I just finished getting ready.”

      

                  “That’s the best time to get you all dirty,” he joked.  He crawled between my legs and reached underneath my black skirt.  He slowly tugged my panties down to my knees and then over my calves until they were pulled off of me completely.  I was so happy we were finally going to fuck again.  It felt like it had been forever between work and college papers.

      

                  He slipped his head under my skirt and dragged his tongue along my wet slit.  I trembled and gripped the sheets.  A moan escaped my quivering lips.  I winced.  “Oh, just like that,” I begged.

      

                  He kept licking and sucking while his hands reached under my blouse to cup my breasts.  He palmed them and ran his thumbs over my nipples.  My back arched. I ran my fingers through his hair and nearly lost it right there.  I was a shaking mess in his hands.  I was an earthquake against his tongue.

      

                  “I’m going to come,” I moaned and he never let up.  His tongue kept licking and swiping over my slick folds.  “Wes, baby, I’m going to come.”

      

                  And then I did.  It rippled through me like electric waves. My fingers tightened in his hair and I writhed under him on the bed.  It felt so fucking good.  It felt better than I even remembered.

      

                  My fingers loosened their grip and Wes lifted his head. He was still smiling as he leaned over me to kiss me.  I could taste my pussy on his lips and it was divine.  I wanted him to always smell like me.  To always have my scent on him.

      

                  I reached for his pants and started to unfasten them.  “Now it’s your turn,” I said.

      

                  But he stopped me.  “We’re going to be late,” he said.

      

                  I didn’t understand.  “It’s a party.  Who cares if we’re late?  Besides, you started all of this.”  I kept fumbling with his buckle, but he tightened his grip on my hands.  I was very confused now.  I didn’t know what was wrong or why he was holding back.

      

                  “I guess I’m just not in the mood,” he said with a frown.  His dark hair fell down into my face and his eyes averted my gaze.

      

                  “Your dick says otherwise,” I teased, but I started to feel some tension between us.  I let go of his jeans and he climbed off of me.  I exhaled and patted the end of the bed for my panties.  I slid them back up my legs and straightened my dress.

      

                  “Ready?” he asked.

      

                  “Yeah,” I said, but I felt more uncertain than ever.

      

                  We got in the car and drove to Mackenzie’s place.  It was already full of people with music blaring.  Wes took my hand in his and brought it to his mouth for a kiss.  I smiled, but I still felt empty inside wondering why he didn’t want to continue our fun from earlier.

      

                  We entered the house, but Wes quickly found his college buddies and joined their conversation.  Now I regretted putting so much effort into my outfit.  I regretted coming here in anything more serious than a pair of leggings and a bun high up on my head.  Everyone was drunk or stoned already, anyway.  Even Wes was hardly paying me attention.  Who would notice – or remember – what I wore or what I looked like.

      

                  I went to the kitchen for a beer.  I needed to catch up to some of the guys in the room.  And when a blond athletic type came up to me in the kitchen, I knew dressing up had been a mistake.  Usually, Wes would be on my arm at one of Mackenzie’s parties, but he wasn’t this time and the jerks were out in full force.  I clutched my beer and cringed as he came forward.  His eyes were half open, bloodshot, and his speech was slurred.  He stepped two feet too close and breathed his beer breath in my direction.

      

                  “Hey, baby, what’s going on?” he asked.  “What do you say you and me go upstairs and you show me what’s under that skirt.”  He moved his hand as if he was about to reach for the hem of my skirt, but I pushed it away.  He wasn’t hard to fight off in his inebriated state.  I looked over my shoulder for any sign of Wes, but he was around the corner still.

      

                  “No thank you,” I said, wishing I’d just told him to fuck off.  I really hoped that Wes would show up at any second.  “My boyfriend is just in the other room,” I said.

      

                  “Oh yeah?  Who’s that?  I don’t see anyone,” he said.

      

                  I looked over his shoulder, again hoping to see Wes and wave him over.  But it was just a sea of unknown faces and unknown names.

      

                  “She was waiting for me,” I heard a deep, but feminine, voice say.  I turned to my right and saw a her.  A hot pink skirt with a black tank top.  Lean with curves.  A cute face, but eyes that said she could kick that athlete’s ass when he was sober.  She had a scowl on her face, but a friendly arm hooked its way through mine.  Even though I didn’t know who she was, I liked feeling the warmth of her skin on mine.

      

                  “You?” he scoffed.  And then his eyes moved quickly between us.  “Oh.  Oh, sorry.  I didn’t realize.”  And then he quickly backed away in pursuit of a new girl.

      

                  The girl burst into a fit of laughter and unhooked her arm.  I felt an emptiness there now as she moved toward the kitchen island so that she was facing me as I leaned back against the counter.  “Can you believe that?” she asked.  “He totally thought we were a pair of lesbians or something.”

      

                  I laughed, realizing what conclusion she’d come to.  “You think?”

      

                  “Oh yeah, totally,” she said.  In her best impression of his voice she added, “Sorry.  I didn’t realize.”  And we both started laughing.

      

                  “My name is Bonny, by the way,” she said, stretching out her hand. I took it in mind and shook it, feeling the pulse against my palm quicken.

      

                  “Helen,” I told her.

      

                  She sighed.  “It’s too bad, though, hm?”

      

                  “What’s that?”

      

                  “It’s too bad we can’t just date other women.  It would be so much easier, wouldn’t it?”  Her eyes held mine for a moment as if they were searching for something.  I nodded as I took a sip from my drink.

      

                  “Definitely,” I said.  I felt weird.  My legs quivered and my skin tingled.  I was both hot and cold at the same time.  There was something different about Bonny.  Something I connected to, but didn’t understand.

      

                  “I mean, it helps to at least be curious, right?”

      

                  “Curious?”

      

                  “You know…about being with another woman.  Have you…ever been curious?”

      

                  I shook my head, but it was partly a lie.  I was curious now.  But I’d never been curious before.  “I have a boyfriend, so I’m pretty sure I’m not a lesbian.”

      

                  “Really?  Have you ever shared him with another woman at least?”

      

                  “What?  No.  Why would anyone ever do that?”

      

                  She laughed at that and stepped toward me.  “You know.  To liven things up.  Have some fun.  It would certainly give you stories to tell later on.”

      

                  “That’s not the kind of story I’d tell anyone,” I said.  Her eyes flashed at that.  “Besides, isn’t that like…cheating?”

      

                  “Not if everyone agrees to it,” she said, and I noticed her expression was more serious than it had been the past few minutes.

      

                  “Have you done that before?  Have you had a…threesome?” I asked her, wondering now if this was a regular topic of conversation for her.

      

                  She brushed it off.  “Me?  A few times.  But then again, I’m bisexual.  It’s easier for me.  It would probably be harder for you to try it…if you’re 100% straight, I mean.”

      

                  My knees felt weak.  Was I 100% straight?  Sure I was.  At least, I always thought so until tonight.  Until I met Bonny.  “Well, my boyfriend barely fucks me anymore, so I doubt he’d be able to get it up for a threesome anyway.”

      

                  Bonny’s green eyes held mine for a long, silent moment.  She chewed on her lower lip and dug her toe into the tiled floor.  “Well, maybe he just needs a little excitement,” she said, “maybe I can help you out.”

      

                  I clenched my beer tighter.  “What do you mean?”

      

                  “I mean, maybe I could seduce your boyfriend.  Liven up your sex life.  Maybe that’s all that’s missing.”

      

                  Without thinking, I blurted out, “Nothing is missing,” I said.  “We’re fine together.  I shouldn’t have mentioned it anyway.”

      

                  Her eyes were wide and her cheeks blushed.  “Sure, okay.  I didn’t mean to impose.  It was merely a suggestion.”  But she was smiling and my stomach was in knots.

      

                  I wanted to stop talking to Bonny about this.  Luckily, Wes finally showed up.  “There you are!” he cried.  “I’ve been looking all over for you.”

      

                   “You ran off with your friends,” I said.  “I’ve been looking for you.  Some asshole tried to hit on me while I was grabbing a beer.  I told you I hate these parties.”

      

                  Bonny slipped her arm through mine again and smiled.  “Yeah, I had to come to her rescue.”

      

                  Their eyes met, and I could feel the sexual spark between them.  “And who are you?” Wes asked with a smile on his face.  I wanted to lightly kick him, but I held back.  It was far too obvious that he found her attractive.  That normally would’ve bothered me, but I couldn’t blame him when it came to Bonny.  She was gorgeous.

      

                  “My name is Bonny,” she said, holding out her hand.

      

                  “And how did you come to my girlfriend’s rescue?”  His brow was cocked.  He was very intrigued.

      

                  “I pretended I was her lesbian lover,” she said, turning to me and winking.

      

                  “And he fell for that?” asked Wes.

      

                  “Apparently so,” I said.

      

                  “So,” said Wes as people moved around us in the kitchen, “did you guys make out in front of him or something?”

      

                  “What? No,” I said.

      

                  Bonny stared at me.  “You know, that would’ve been the icing on the cake though.”

      

                  “You two want to get a room?” Wes teased.  “You can go have your lesbian love affair.”

      

                  “Ha-ha,” I said, but Bonny’s eyes lit up.

      

                  “Only if you come and watch us,” she told him.

      

                  Wes’s eyes widened and he looked between the two of us.  I could tell he was trying to gauge her seriousness.  I was trying to gauge it myself.  He shrugged and took a sip of his drink.  “Yeah, I mean.  I’m down for that.  I’m sure you’re just pulling my leg though.”

      

                  “Not at all,” said Bonny.  Then she turned to me and stroked my jawline with her fingers.  I turned to her and her eyes were soft.  She leaned in with a relaxed mouth and I dared myself to lean in too.  Her lips touched mine and I inhaled.  She smelled like wisteria.  Her lips parted slowly and so did mine.  Her tongue rolled out and so did mine.  They danced and massaged each other.  My heart was racing.  My nipples were hard.  My panties were soaked.

      

                  She broke our kiss, and I nearly collapsed in front of everyone.  That had to have been the hottest kiss of my entire life.

      

                  Wes’s eyes were as big as saucers and his mouth was agape.  “Holy fuck,” he said.

      

                  “Now then,” said Bonny, who had taken my hand in hers.  “Where is this room you mentioned?”
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                 We climbed the stairs, Bonny and me first with Wes following after.  Bonny and I kept peeking over our shoulders at Wes and giggling.  But I was so nervous.  Were we really doing this?  Was I really leading Wes into a girl on girl show?  I thought of a million reasons to say no and leave the party immediately, but none of them won out over how she made my body feel.  With just one kiss, I was putty.  I wanted to know how good her lips could feel on the rest of me.

      

                  We came to a dark room on the left and Wes closed the door behind us.  She held my hands and pulled me toward the bed.  She sat down on the edge and I leaned over her, kissing her again.  I felt the same rush as before.  I wanted more of her.  I straddled her lap and cupped her face in my hands as our tongues swirled and danced.  Her hands held my waist and slowly inched up under my shirt.  Her fingers climbed over my bra, running along the sides of my ribs.

      

                  My breath was heavy and so was hers as her thumbs moved gently over my breasts until they reached my nipples.  Her thumbs moved in circled across my bra, and I whimpered mid-kiss.

      

                  She pulled her hands away quickly and turned me until I was laying on the bed.  I looked up and saw Wes standing at the edge of the bed, watching with a heated gaze.  I glanced down at his jeans and saw his hard cock leaving an impression there.  Bonny noticed it too.

      

                  “You can take it out,” she said.  “You can stroke it to us.”

      

                  “What?” he said.  “No, I don’t think…I mean, if Helen didn’t mind.”

      

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat and shook my head.  “No, I don’t mind.”

      

                  His hands unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock.  Bonny’s eyes widened.  “Wow,” she said.  “I’ve never seen one that big.”

      

                  “Yeah, he’s pretty big,” I said with a proud smile.  But my smile faded when I saw how much she was eyeing him.

      

                  “Mind if I get a closer look?” she asked.

      

                  I sat up on my elbows and shook my head.  “No,” I said.  “Do what you want.”

      

                  She smiled at that.  “Don’t worry.  I will.”

      

                  My body was on fire at her response, and my gut was twisting as she dropped to her knees in front of him.  She wrapped her soft fingers around the base of his cock and studied it with her eyes.  Wes was starting to lose control.  I could see it on his face.

      

                  Fuck, fuck, fuck.  This whole thing was a mess.  I never should’ve let any of this happen.  But at the same time, I couldn’t will myself to end it.  There was something intoxicating about seeing Bonny on her knees, admiring my boyfriend’s big cock.  It made me want to see more.  It made me curious for so much more.

      

                  She turned to me and smiled.  “I bet you can’t even fit this in your mouth,” she said.

      

                  Wes laughed.  “No, she can’t.  That’s okay though,” he said.

      

                  “Is it?” she asked, looking up at him.

      

                  “He said it is,” I told her.

      

                  “I’m just curious,” she said.  “What would he say if he found a girl who could fit the whole thing in her mouth?”

      

                  My body tingled.  There’s no way she’s implying she could do that.  Her mouth is so small.  Her fame is so small.  But what if she could?  Wouldn’t that be a sight to see?

      

                  “Who are you suggesting?” I asked, and I noticed her hand had started to move, sliding slowly up and own my boyfriend’s cock.  He was trying hard not to moan, but a few sounds came from the depths of his throat.  It made me hot.  It put me on edge in such a good way.

      

                  I crawled up to the edge of the bed and lay on my stomach.  I was inches from Bonny and Wes’s cock.

      

                  “I can do it,” Bonny said.  “Of course…I don’t want to come between you two or anything.”

      

                  “Sure you do, Bonny,” I said.  “You’ve been trying to since we met.”

      

                  “Not at all,” she said, with a fake tone of concern.  She placed one hand on mine and a chill crept over my skin.  “But I can show you how to take him all the way in, if you want.”

      

                  Wes looked at me and I looked at him.  When I glanced back at Bonny, I said, “Yeah.  Show me.”  Wes nearly came right there.  As hard as it was to see another woman playing with his cock, it was too exhilarating to walk away from.  I’d never seen Wes so turned on in his life.  Maybe Bonny had been right.  Maybe we just needed a little excitement in our relationship.

      

                  Bonny smiled moments before she kissed me.  Her eyes held mine and then she finally turned back toward Wes’s cock.  She stroked him with her hand, faster and faster.  Then she parted her soft lips and stretched out her pink tongue.  She dragged her tongue along the underside of his shaft.  Wes leaned his head back and groaned.  “Fuck,” he said.  “What a tease.”

      

                  “I’m no tease,” she said, and then she immediately wrapped her lips around his head and sucked in her cheeks.  I watched her lower herself further and further as he sank deeper inside her.  How was she doing it?  I couldn’t figure it out.

      

                  My panties were soaked watching Bonny take in the entire length of my boyfriend’s cock.  Her eyes were wide, tearing up even, but she pulled back with a deep breath and smiled.  “See.  I told you.”

      

                  Wes’s cock was twitching in her hand.  “If you do that again I’m going to fucking come.  I’m just warning you two,” he said, mostly looking at me.

      

                  “Do it again,” I said.  “I’m watching closely.”

      

                  “Good girl,” she said with a smile and then took him in again.  The farther she got, the more her jaw lowered, and her tongue stretched out.  She was opening wider for him.  At one point, I could actually hear her swallow him.  She pulled back and inhaled with a tear rolling down her cheek.  “You’re turn,” she said.

      

                  “What?  No, I can’t do that.”

      

                  “Sure you can,” she said.  She patted the space on the floor beside her.  I crawled off the bed and dropped to my knees.  “First, we need to make you presentable.”

      

                  I watched her with confusion as she reached for my blouse.  She unfastened the buttons one by one and then unclasped my bra until my tits were hanging out.  She stared at them for a moment and my body flushed with heat.  She ran her fingers over my collarbone and then lower down until her palms were cupping my breasts.  She leaned in for a kiss. Our tongues met again.  She moved her lips to my ear and whispered, “Now the trick is to relax.”

      

                  Bonny gripped the base of Wes’s cock and angled it toward my mouth.  I parted my lips and Bonny pushed her fingers into my mouth, pressing down on my tongue.  I opened wider and she smiled.  “Just like that,” she said.  Then she slid his cock along my tongue.  “Swallow,” she added.

      

                  When his head hit the back of my throat, I stretched out my tongue and lowered my jaw.  Then I swallowed.  I felt the very tip of him push into my throat.  My body was electric as I felt completely consumed by him.  I looked down and realized my lips were almost completely at the base of him.  I’d done it.  I’d actually swallowed him whole.

      

                  “Now release,” she said.  “Nice and slow.”

      

                  I slowly released as she slid him back out of my mouth.  Just as he was leaving my lips, he shot his load.  Half of it landed on my tongue and half of it covered my face.  He groaned above us.  I coughed and sputtered.  A tear ran down my cheek, but Bonny brushed it away.  She leaned in and licked his cum from my face until I was clean.  When I looked up at Wes, his eyes were wide. He was in disbelief.  I couldn’t help but smile.

      

                  “You did so good,” Bonny told me.  She kissed one cheek then the other.  She kissed my neck.  My collarbone.  She kept kissing lower until she sucked in one of my nipples.  I ran my fingers through her hair.  She sucked and flicked her tongue across it.  It felt so good.  So warm.  So hot.  I was burning up.

      

                  She pulled back and said, “There will be more of that soon.”

      

                  “What do you mean?” I muttered.

      

                  “Helen, have you ever rode your boyfriend’s big cock?”

      

                  Again, Wes laughed.  “No way.  She says it hurts her.”

      

                  “I can do it,” said Bonny.

      

                  My eyes were wide.  “Show me,” I said, no longer caring about what the consequences might be.

      

                  “What?” said Wes.  “Babe, are you serious?”

      

                  I looked up at him and then back at Bonny.  “Yes.  I want to see.”

      

                  Bonny stood up and kissed Wes.  My chest hurt at the sight, but it was so hot.  His hands immediately began roaming her body.  They removed their clothes until they were completely naked.  “Take off the rest of your clothes,” Bonny said.  And I followed orders.

      

                  The three of us climbed on the bed completely naked.  I sat on my knees while Wes lay on his back.  Bonny started to climb over him.

      

                  She was perfect.  Her breasts were full with hard pink nipples.  Her pussy was shaved and smooth.  She was dripping wet, the perfect little peach.  I wanted to taste her.  Before she lowered herself over Wes, I reached my fingers for her pussy. I dragged them along her wet slit.  Her eyes held mine.  Her lower lip quivered.  I smiled.

      

                  I brought my pussy soaked fingers to my lips and sucked them clean.  She tasted like honey.  So sweet.  I craved her.

      

                  She brought each leg on either side of Wes’s hip.  She gripped the base of his cock and angled him toward her pussy.  He was holding onto her hips.  His hands were eager to go up higher, but he waited.  Then she slid the tip of him along her slit until it nestled perfectly inside.  She slowly lowered down, wincing and moaning as she took in his full length.  But she did it.  She lowered down completely until he had disappeared inside her.

      

                  I couldn’t help feeling a little jealous, even if it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  Wes and I already had a rocky sex life.  Wasn’t Bonny just making it worse?  But as she started swaying her hips over him, I watched her closely.  She was stretching herself for him.  Working it deeper and deeper.

      

                  Maybe she could teach me how to do that too.

      

                  Wes’s hands moved higher until they were cupping her breasts.  He glanced at me with a look of shock and then returned his gaze to Bonny’s perfect body.  She moved her hips in tiny circles and lifted them up and down.  Each time she moved up, I saw his glistening cock covered in the scent of her pussy.  I wondered how much tastier it would be now.  I wondered if it would always smell like her.

      

                  A part of me hoped it would.

      

                  She moved her hips faster, and the two of them began moaning together.  My own pussy was aching for attention.  So I reached a hand down between my legs to play with myself.  I felt naughty.  Less than.  But Bonny stopped me.  “Don’t,” she said.  “You’ll be rewarded soon enough.”

      

                  I nodded and stopped playing.  But it was so hard to wait while I watched them.  They looked so fucking hot together.  My stomach was still in knots.  My chest still ached.  But I was warming up to the idea of sharing Wes.  And my body seemed to love it.

      

                  The two of them came together.  Bonny shook above Wes and Wes’s abs flexed as he emptied his load.  She pulled off of him and I could see his cum dripping from her bare pussy.  She leaned me back against the bed and climbed over me.  “Clean me,” she said.

      

                  She lowered her hips over my mouth and I stretched out my tongue.  I could taste the two of them together.  His cum with her wet arousal.  Salted honey.  I drank and sucked until she was clean, but I could still smell him on her.  I knew that smell would always be there.

      

                  “Good girl,” she said, stroking my cheek with a smile.  “Now just lay there while I give you your reward.”

      

                  She crawled lower down my body until her head was between my thighs.  She bent them upward against my chest.  Wes propped himself up on one elbow and watched with eager eyes.  Bonny stretched out her tongue, her eyes staring up at me from between my legs.

      

                  She dragged her tongue along my slit.  My body twisted and I whimpered.  She dragged it across again.  I whimpered again.  Wes leaned down and sucked in one of my nipples.  I gripped the bed sheets.  I was overwhelmed.

      

                  Then Bonny wrapped her whole mouth around my pussy and flicked her tongue up and down.  Each time it landed on my clit a spark shot through me.  Between the two of them, I knew I wouldn’t last long.  I twisted and moaned.  I clawed at both of them.  Bonny kept licking and sucking.  I was overcome with waves of heat and electric shocks.  And then, finally, I came.  Like a storm moving in and flooding my whole body, I came.  I cried out and Wes muffled my squeals with his kiss.  I moaned against him.  It was so intense.  I loved having the two of them on me at once.

      

                  And then it was over.  Bonny lifted her head and Wes held me in his arms.  “That was…something else,” he said, kissing me over and over again.

      

                  “You mean, you don’t want to break up?  You don’t want Bonny instead?”

      

                  Bonny smiled as if she knew something I didn’t.

      

                  “No,” he said.  “If anything, I want you more now.”

      

                  “I told you so,” Bonny said.

      

                  I reached for her hand and took hold of it.  “I can’t do this without you,” I told her.

      

                  “Sure you can,” she said.

      

                  “No, I mean…I don’t want to.”

      

                  Bonny and Wes looked at each other as if they were having a private conversation.  Then Wes wrapped me in his arms and said, “How’d you get to be so cool?”

      

                  “I’m down for stealing your boyfriend any time you want,” she said.  “But it’ll be more exciting if you don’t know it’s coming.”

      

                  My body tingled as I met her gaze.  Yes, I thought.  That’s what I want.  For her to take him.  Whenever.  Without my permission.  The thought of catching them fucking one day set my body ablaze.

      

                  “You can have him any time you want,” I told her.  I turned to Wes.  “You can have her any time you want.”

      

                  They looked at each other again and seemed to agree on the terms.  I knew then that Bonny had changed our lives forever.
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                 It was my first holiday season with Trevor, my boyfriend of almost six months.  It was also the first time I was bringing him home to meet my parents.

      

                  “Your hometown is much bigger than mine,” he said, staring out the passenger window wide-eyed.  “You have everything here.”

      

                  “We didn’t have you,” I said with a smile and a hopeful heart.  I wanted him to like my hometown.  But I also wanted him to like my parents.  “Are you sure your parents didn’t mind that I was stealing you for Christmas break?”

      

                  “Nah,” he said, waving his hand.  “They’re used to me bouncing around during college breaks.  They’re going on a cruise this Christmas anyway.”

      

                  “Without you?” I asked.

      

                  He raised his brow at me, his dark hair falling over his blue eyes.  “They’ve been waiting until I was 18 to do things without me,” he teased.

      

                  I giggled.  “I guess that’s true.” I glanced at my reflection in the rearview.  I had sandy blond hair that I had to straighten every morning to keep it from becoming frizzy.  Soft brown eyes that looked too innocent.  Sometimes I wished I looked edgier or rougher around the edges.  But then I remembered that my appearance got me Trevor, and I wouldn’t give that up for anything.

      

                  I pulled into my parents’ driveway and led Trevor to the front door. I rang the doorbell and my mom opened it.  “Holly!” she cried, coming at me with wide open arms.  They wrapped tightly me, making me smile.  She pulled back and noticed Trevor.  “Who’s this?”

      

                  Trevor smiled brightly and tried to be as charming as possible.  He was already charming, but he was really cheesing it up for her.  My mom instantly took to him, wrapping him in another hug.

      

                  “This is my boyfriend, Trevor,” I said.  “From school.  I brought him home to meet you guys.”

      

                  “Oh, well isn’t that just wonderful?” asked Mom.  “We’ll have to give you a tour.”

      

                  “I’d like that,” said Trevor.  Once my mom turned away, Trevor smiled awkwardly as if he wasn’t sure if it was going well or not.  I giggled, and took his hand to reassure him.

      

                  “You’re in luck,” said Mom.  “Alexa was just over here to visit.  We haven’t seen her in a year either.  You can say hello.”

      

                  Trevor looked at me and mouthed: Who’s Alexa?

      

                  I leaned into his ear and whispered, “Just a girl I grew up with.  Her family lives further down the road.  No one interesting.”  But I knew that was a lie.  Alexa was trouble.  She’d always been trouble.  I didn’t have many boyfriends in high school, but the second I was interested in someone she saw to it that she had him first.  The last thing I wanted was for her to meet Trevor.

      

                  As I turned the corner to the living room, my fears grew even stronger.  Alexa was leaning up against one wall and she looked different than when I left.  She was tan and toned.  Her breasts were a little bigger too.  She had dark brown hair that framed her chest perfectly.  When she saw me she smiled, making my stomach turn.

      

                  Despite my nerves, my body was tingly and hot.  I was afraid my cheeks would expose my secret.  I was suddenly very attracted to my old best friend, and I worried about Trevor liking her too.

      

                  Trevor leaned into me and whispered, “Is that her?”

      

                  I looked at him, but he was too busy looking at her.  My stomach sank, and I suddenly wished I could take back asking him to visit my parents.

      

                  God what am I saying? I thought.  I’ve been looking forward to this for weeks.

      

                  Alexa lifted her head and saw Trevor and I walk across the threshold from the kitchen.  “Oh my!  Look at Miss Holly,” she said with a bright smile.  She rushed toward me and wrapped her slender arms around my tiny frame.  She smelled of fresh citrus, and my body heat rose while hugging her.  I never wanted to let her go, despite how uncertain she made me feel.

      

                  “Alexa,” I said with a dry mouth, “It’s been so long.”

      

                  “And who’s your pretty boy toy?” she asked, smiling at him in a way that made me uneasy.  Trevor didn’t hesitate.  He stretched out his hand and she eyed him like he was something she had to have.  I’m in way over my head, I thought.

      

                  “I’m Trevor,” he said, his mouth hanging open and practically drooling over my old friend.  “It’s so good to meet you, Alexa.”

      

                  My back stiffened at the way he introduced himself.  They couldn’t have been more flirtatious than they were in that moment.  I could’ve sworn she was pushing her breasts out more around him, too.  Why did I ever bring Trevor home with me?

      

                  “Anyone want some tea?” asked Mom.  We all said yes and the three of us sat down on the sofa.  Alexa sat between me and Trevor.  She already had a hand on his jean covered thigh, and he didn’t even flinch.

      

                  When Mom entered with the tea, Alexa quickly pulled her hand away, but Trevor was still looking at her like she was a valuable gemstone.  I tried not to let the bitterness overwhelm me while we all caught up with my mom.  Eventually, Alexa said her goodbyes and my stomach eased.  Mom showed Trevor and I to our rooms.

      

                  “I don’t want you two sleeping together under my roof,” she said.  I looked at Trevor who was frowning at the idea.

      

                  “Of course,” I replied.  But I had plans to sneak into Trevor’s room later that night.  What I hadn’t expected was for Alexa to have beaten me to it.
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                 I waited until the house was quiet and it was obvious my mom had gone to bed.  I slipped out of bed and tip-toed down the hallway, nearing the room Trevor was staying in.  But when I approached the door, I heard him talking to someone.  Figuring he was on the phone, I gently pushed the door open and gasped.

      

                  Trevor stood at the window, hunched over and helping Alexa to climb in.

      

                  “Alexa?” I asked, my voice sounding unfamiliar.

      

                  She saw me and her eyes widened.  “Hey.  I just came over to see if you guys wanted to hang out.”

      

                  “So you came to Trevor’s room?”

      

                  “I didn’t know he would be in here, honest,” she said.  Trevor had since let go of her and the two of them stood frozen by the window.

      

                  “She thought this room was empty,” said Trevor.  “But it was a good thing I was here to help her inside.”

      

                  “Yes,” I said.  “A very good thing.”  But it was all a lie.  Maybe she didn’t know Trevor was staying in this room, but she didn’t shy away from him much.  My chest tightened at seeing them so close together.

      

                  “Well, then.  What did you want to do?” I asked.  “My mom won’t be happy if she finds out we’re staying up so late.”

      

                  “Then we’ll have to be quiet,” she teased.  “Come on.  I have my dad’s truck.”

      

                  She turned back toward the window and quietly climbed out of it.  I looked at Trevor who only shrugged.  “Could be fun, right?”

      

                  But my stomach turned.  He seemed desperate to hang out with Alexa.  Not that I could blame him.  She was adventurous and wild.  There was no one like her in the world.  But I couldn’t compare, and soon Trevor would realize that.

      

                  I couldn’t tell him no, so I headed for the window and climbed out after Alexa.  Trevor followed.  The three of us met at Alexa’s father’s truck and climbed in, squeezing tightly together with Trevor in the middle.  She drove us out to a local park and then hopped out of the driver’s seat.  Trevor and I followed after her.

      

                  Trevor and I silently walked behind her as she went deeper into the darkness of the trees.  But I couldn’t stay silent for much longer.  “What are we doing out here, Alexa?” I asked her.

      

                  “I’ve always wanted to see this place at night,” she said.  “But it’s better to have a strong man around like Trevor.  You know, in case something happens. In case there are weirdos out here.”

      

                  I couldn’t see him, but I knew Trevor was blushing at the compliment.  “You two are safe with me,” he said in a deeper voice than usual.  I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

      

                  We reached a small pond in the middle of the woods when Alexa turned around, her smile bright in the moonlight.  “Let’s go skinny dipping!”

      

                  “What?” I said.  “No way.”

      

                  Trevor didn’t speak.  I’m sure even he was smart enough not to encourage another woman to get naked around me.

      

                  “Come on,” she said.  “It’ll be fun.”

      

                  “It’s winter,” I reminded her.

      

                  “Yeah, and this is the South.  Does it feel very cold to you?”

      

                  She reached for her black shirt and lifted it from her torso, then removed her jeans.  It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her in a bra and panties, but I’d never seen her naked.  She reached behind her and unclasped her bra, letting her full breasts dangle naked in the night.  Her nipples were pink and hard, and I felt the strangest urge to suck on them.

      

                  “It’s too cold for me,” I said.

      

                  Trevor was staring hard at her breasts, and when she removed her panties he stared even harder.  “Yeah,” he said.  “It’s too cold for me too.”

      

                  I knew he was trying to take my side, but it was all too obvious that he was attracted to her.  If it hadn’t been so dark, I could probably make out a growing bulge in his jeans.

      

                  “Suit yourselves,” she said as she turned toward the water.  She tip-toed toward the edge of the pond and stepped in.  “Shit,” she said.  “It’s fucking freezing.”

      

                  I couldn’t help but laugh.  “I told you.”

      

                  But she didn’t stop.  She never stopped what she had set her mind to.  She kept walking in, shivering the whole way until she was neck deep.  Then she turned to face us, her teeth chattering.  “Come in! The water is fine!”

      

                  “You’re such a liar,” I teased.

      

                  “Come on,” said Trevor.  “Get out of there.  You’re going to catch cold or something.”

      

                  Slowly, Alexa came out and Trevor rushed to her aid, wrapping his coat around her.  I felt jealous at the sight, but I felt something else too.  A deep hunger.  A need.

      

                  I wrapped up the need in teasing so I could play innocent.  “Why don’t you two just fuck already and get it over with.”

      

                  Both their eyes went wide.  It excited me.

      

                  “I’m just trying to help,” said Trevor.  They continued walking toward me and Alexa started to put on her clothes over her wet skin, but she was failing at it.

      

                  “You can be so strange sometimes, Holly,” she said.  “You almost sound like you want me to fuck your boyfriend.”

      

                  I knew her games.  She wasn’t fooling me.  She wanted to fuck Trevor and I knew it since we walked in the door.  “You almost sound like you want to fuck him.”

      

                  Her glare met mine and I held her gaze.  Trevor stood beside us, his eyes shifty and uncertain.  He was uncomfortable, and that turned me on.

      

                  Alexa finally managed to get her clothes up her slick, wet body.  But I couldn’t stop picturing her naked or the way Trevor had looked at her.  I couldn’t stop picturing her shaved pussy and how it perfectly pink it was.  Pink to match her perfectly pink nipples.

      

                  We walked back to the truck in silence.  The tension was palpable and every time I looked at Trevor he was trying his best not to look at Alexa.  Maybe he couldn’t stop picturing her naked either.

      

                  We drove back to the house and Trevor and I climbed out of the car.  “I guess I’ll see you guys around,” said Alexa bitterly.

      

                  “No,” I said.  “You’re coming inside with us.”

      

                  Her eyes were wide but she didn’t object.  She climbed out of the truck and the three of us snuck back into Trevor’s bedroom window.  I walked to the door and made sure it was locked before turning back to them.  I looked at Trevor.  “I want you to kiss her,” I told him.

      

                  His lips were trembling.  His eyes were saucers.  “You want…what?”

      

                  “Don’t make me repeat it,” I said, already feeling my throat close up.  I knew what I wanted.  I knew what they both wanted.  But I couldn’t say it.  Not out loud.  But Trevor was going to make me.  He wasn’t going to get caught up in some twisted game.

      

                  Alexa, on the other hand, didn’t need to be told twice.  She smirked at my request and then walked over to Trevor.  She gripped his jawline and lifted herself up on her toes until her lips pressed into his.  He hesitated.  At first he didn’t kiss her back.  But then, as if the scent of her was too much to handle, he wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her tightly against him.  Their lips parted.  Their tongues danced.  And a knot grew in the pit of my stomach, but my pussy was soaking wet.

      

                  I didn’t know what to do with myself.  I didn’t know why I wanted this, but I did.  But kissing wasn’t enough.  I wanted more.  Much more.  I wanted to see their two naked bodies lost in each other.  But was I just going to stand here and watch it all?  What kind of loser girlfriend did that make me?

      

                  Alexa pulled back slowly and their eyes swept across each other’s faces.  There was so much sexual tension between them that it was agonizing.  “Keep going,” I mumbled.

      

                  “Excuse me?” asked Alexa, still smiling.  “You’re going to have to be more specific.”

      

                  But I couldn’t.  I didn’t dare speak what I wanted from them.  “You know what I want,” I told her, narrowing my eyes in her direction.

      

                  “Do I?” she asked, playing dumb.  “You’re going to have to tell me. That way tomorrow you can’t wake up and say I did something you didn’t want.  You’re going to have to ask for it.  You’re going to have to beg for it.”

      

                  My core was shaking.  I wanted to see them together more than anything, but I didn’t want to be responsible for it.  I most certainly didn’t want to beg for it.  Nothing would feel more humiliating.  But Alexa wasn’t backing down, and I had to decide if I wanted it badly enough to beg or if I was going to walk away.

      

                  But my feet wouldn’t move.  And my lips, almost independent of me, moved to form the words I so hated to hear.  “I want you to…suck him,” I said, my voice trembling.

      

                  “Suck him where?” she teased.

      

                  “What’s going on here?” asked Trevor who was only looking out for himself.

      

                  Alexa and I both turned to him and told him to shut up.  He held up his hands and closed his mouth.  He wasn’t about to argue himself out of a blowjob with a pretty girl.  Especially if it was okay with his girlfriend.

      

                  This was between me and Alexa.  I loved Trevor but he was just a symbol for everything Alexa had tried to take from me and failed.  Maybe it was because I loved him that I wanted to share him with her.  That I wanted to prove she couldn’t steal him from me.  But deep down, I had my doubts.  Deep down, the fear grew that he would wake up tomorrow and want to leave me for her.

      

                  But I couldn’t deny him.  I couldn’t wonder forever if he’d have left me for her if given the chance.  I had to let this play out.  I had to let them fuck and prove that Trevor was still mine after all of it.

      

                  “Suck his cock,” I said confidently.  Alexa smiled.

      

                  “Suck his cock, what?”

      

                  “Please,” I snarled.

      

                  “Okay,” she said.  “But I want you to get on your knees.  I want you to beg for it.  I want you to come over here and shove his cock in my mouth.  You’re going to beg and plead until you don’t recognize yourself anymore.”

      

                  My chest ripped in two.  I couldn’t have Trevor see me like that.  But I couldn’t walk away, either.  So I started to lower to my knees.

      

                  “No,” she said.  “First, I want you to take off your clothes.”

      

                  My eyes flew open.  “What?”

      

                  “I want you to be as vulnerable as you can be.  I want you to get naked for us.”

      

                  But I didn’t move. I couldn’t.  The thought seemed so humiliating.  Me naked while the two of them still had their clothes?  But then I remembered that Alexa had just been in that position at the pond.  And she didn’t care.

      

                  I straightened my back and slowly lifted my shirt over my head.  I unclasped my bra.  Trevor licked his lips as his gaze moved from my topless body to Alexa.  I stepped out of my jeans and pulled my panties down.  Alexa giggled.  “Already wet, are we?”

      

                  “Shut up,” I told her, but she didn’t flinch.

      

                  “I’ll be giving the orders,” she said.  “I know you thought you’d be giving them, but you won’t. You’ll be begging and pleading and that’s it.  Now, come over here and drop to your knees.”

      

                  I slowly walked over, my wetness dripping between my thighs and spreading across my legs as I walked.  Alexa reached out and ran her knuckles down over my nipples.  I flinched and gasped, electric jolts shooting through me at her touch.  Then she did something I never expected.  She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine.

      

                  My chest hurt.  I longed for her as much as I despised her.  She smelled like pine and clean water.  Her fingers trailed up and down my sides and over my breasts as we kissed.  My pussy ached to be touched.  My pussy would soon be begging for it just like Alexa wanted.

      

                  I looked at Trevor and his cheeks were bright red.  He liked what he saw and that made me happy.  “To your knees,” said Alexa.

      

                  I dropped to my knees and reached up for Trevor’s pants.  He quickly lifted his shirt from his torso and tossed it to the side.  I unzipped his jeans and slid them down with his briefs.  His cock was already rock hard.  I gripped its base and pointed it toward Alexa.  “Please,” I said.

      

                  “You can do better than that,” she laughed.

      

                  I hung my head.  “Please, suck Trevor’s cock,” I begged.

      

                  “More.”

      

                  “Please,” I whimpered.  “I have to see it.  I have to see his cock inside you.  I have to see you please him.”  I felt ashamed even though it was what I wanted.

      

                  “That’ll do,” she said and she dropped to her knees beside me.  She leaned in and kissed me one more time and I felt a sense of relief. Like I had pleased her.  Then she moved her lips to Trevor’s cock.  She wrapped them around his bulbous head and moaned as she sucked him back.  He groaned, his eyes growing wild with lust as she moved her head back and forth, fucking him with her mouth.

      

                  His hands were in her hair, grasping at the strands, but his eyes were on me and my naked body beside her.  That didn’t make her happy.  So she pulled off of him and said, “Take off my clothes, Holly.”

      

                  I reached forward and removed her shirt which was still a little wet.  I pulled it free and then helped her out of her bra.  I was so close to her.  All I wanted was to kiss her again.  But she hadn’t asked me to, and I didn’t feel like I was allowed to make that move.  But the need was there, deep in my belly.  I wanted her as much as I wanted to share Trevor with her.

      

                  I unfastened her jeans and pulled down her panties.  My eyes flicked to her pussy and she noticed.  “Maybe I’ll give you a little taste when this is over.”  My body thrummed with excitement.

      

                  She stepped out of her jeans and lowered back to her knees.  Then she took Trevor’s cock in her mouth again. This time, his eyes were completely on her, but I didn’t mind. I wanted to see them get lost in one another.

      

                  Trevor’s hands moved down to Alexa’s breasts.  He rolled her nipples in his fingers.  She moaned and gasped against his cock.  It made me so wet.  So full of need to see them come.

      

                  Trevor gripped her head hard as he hunched forward.  I recognized his furrowed brows and that same deep, guttural groan.  He was about to come.  Alexa’s face changed as her mouth became flooded with his semen.  She was more focused, trying to swallow every hot drop of his load.  She managed to swallow it all down and then some.  She pulled free and wiped her lips.

      

                  She turned to me and kissed me again.  Her fingers slipped between my legs.  As her tongue moved into my mouth, her fingers pressed into my wet slit.  I gasped against her as she fucked me with her fingers.  She ran her thumb over my clit, massaging it while her semen-covered tongue massaged mine.  I could smell the filth of what we were doing, but it only made me want more.

      

                  I broke our kiss to beg again.  “Fuck him.  Please, god, fuck him.”

      

                  She pulled her fingers free from my pussy and smiled.  “That’s more like it.”

      

                  “But, Holly-“ Trevor started.  But one look at me and he knew I was serious.  I wanted this.  I was a needy woman who only wanted to see him fuck Alexa hard and fast.  I wanted to see him come inside of her.  I wanted to know that he was mine through all of that.

      

                  He didn’t protest.  Alexa stood up and walked to a nearby wall.  She turned her back to us and placed her palms against the wall above her head.  She poked out her ass, inviting him to fuck her from behind.  He swallowed.  I had never let him do that before.  Then he walked toward her and slowly gripped her hips in his hands.

      

                  He angled the tip of his cock to her pussy and began to push in.  But she flinched and pulled her hips away.  “Not there,” she said.  “I don’t want you to get me pregnant.”

      

                  My stomach dropped to the floor.  She couldn’t mean anal.  If Trevor got to fuck her ass I felt sure he’d never want to be with me again.  I’d been a purely missionary style girl.  This was much more than I could ever give him.

      

                  “I don’t have any…I mean, anything slick…like…lube.”  He was flustered.

      

                  Alexa looked over her shoulder, looking like an angel of sin.  “Holly,” she said.  “Come help us out.”

      

                  “What do you mean?” I asked.

      

                  “I want you to lick my asshole and suck his cock until there’s enough saliva to act as lube.”

      

                  My body trembled, but I didn’t hesitate.  Any excuse to taste Alexa’s body was more than enough.  I moved toward them and dropped to my knees.  I gripped her ass in my hands and spread her cheeks.  Trevor stroked himself while he watched me lean in, stretch out my tongue, and slip inside her.

      

                  She tasted divine.  I couldn’t get enough.  I licked up and down her crack and wiggled my tongue in and out of her.  Her moans were addictive.  I wanted to hear more. So I slipped two fingers inside her pussy while I tongued her ass.  She pushed her ass back against me, wanting more. But I couldn’t go any deeper.

      

                  I turned to Trevor and sucked his cock.  He stroked my face while I prepared him to fuck my friend.  I spit and gagged, covering his cock in my saliva until he was good and ready.  Then I gripped his base and angled his cock toward her ass.  He started to push in.  I watched her ass stretch wide for his big cock as he pushed in further and further.  I watched him slip inside her, disappearing inside another woman.  It made my stomach sick, but my thighs clench.

      

                  Once he was completely insider her, I couldn’t hold back.  I climbed between their legs and positioned myself so I could look up the length of Alexa’s body.  She smiled down at me as if she knew what I was up to.  I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around her pussy.  At the same time, I spread my legs and let my fingers wander to my own wet slit.  I circled my clit while I licked Alexa’s.  She began to moan and push her hips back against my boyfriend’s cock.

      

                  He started to fuck her long and hard. Deep, rough thrusts into her ass as he pushed her harder against the wall.  With my tongue inside Alexa’s pussy, I could feel his cock moving in and out on the other side of her fleshy wall.  It made my head spin.

      

                  I felt the climax build from the tension in my stomach.  I was more wound up than I’d ever been.  And then it broke over me, making me delirious as I lapped at my friend’s beautiful pussy.  My moan is what sent her in.  I moaned against her pussy sending vibrations against her skin.  She banged her fists against the wall saying, “Fuck, I’m going to come.”

      

                  And that sent Trevor over the edge.  The three of us came together, Trevor fucking Alexa harder and faster than before.  She would’ve been screaming if she hadn’t covered her mouth with her hand.  I still wasn’t convinced that we wouldn’t be heard, but I hoped we were quiet enough.

      

                  Trevor’s body trembled as he came down, and Alexa’s shook above me.  I was exhausted from the intensity and I slumped to the floor.  Alexa quickly joined me and wrapped me in a big hug.

      

                  I looked down between her legs and I could see a puddle of cum spilling onto the floor.  She saw me looking and smiled.  “Want a taste?”

      

                  I nodded and lowered onto my stomach. I pressed my mouth to her ass and licked her clean.  I knew in that moment I’d do anything for her.  I wanted to be her prisoner.  I wanted to do whatever she wanted.

      

                  Trevor stepped back and watched us, still in awe of everything that happened.

      

                  “Shit,” he said, finally after looking at his phone.  “It’s almost morning.”

      

                  Alexa’s eyes crashed into mine and she kissed me.  “I guess I better get going.  Don’t want to get you guys in trouble.”

      

                  “When will we see you again?” I said, sounding more desperate than I expected.

      

                  She smiled.  “Whenever you damn please.”

      

                  “This afternoon,” I said.  “As soon as possible.”

      

                  She dressed herself and went to the window.  “See you guys then.”

      

                  I picked up my clothes as Trevor put on a pair of boxers to sleep in.  I walked to the door to leave, but I felt his hand on my shoulder. I turned to face him.  “Are you okay?” he asked.  His eyes were wide with concern.  And I knew then that I hadn’t lost him.  Not even to Alexa.

      

                  Pride swelled in my chest and I breathed a sigh of relief.  “Yes,” I said.  “I’m golden.”

      

                  He leaned down and kissed my forehead, my nose, and then my lips.  I could smell her everywhere on him.  But I decided I liked him better that way.
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                 When I approached the large steel gates, that’s when I knew this client was not like the others.  They had money, and by the looks of it, they had lots of it.  To say I was intimidated upon approaching would be an understatement.  I was shaking in my high heels as I pulled out my I.D. to show gate security.  Now, I’d been through a ton of gated communities in my time of being a professional holiday decorator.  But I knew immediately – from the look of the houses beyond the gate and the gate itself – that this was no typical, upper-middle class community.

      

                  No.  This was something else entirely.

      

                  I drove through the gates and then immediately pulled up to the side of the first house.  I looked through my notes and triple checked the address.  I was being hired by a Mrs. Jennifer Astor.  I didn’t have the husband’s name, but I tried my best to look up – for the first time – the woman I was about to meet.

      

                  I was proud of my work as a designer – whether for the holiday season or not.  But I didn’t feel nearly proficient enough in my craft to design a billionaire’s home.  And that’s what she was.  Or at least, from my search results, she was the wife of one.  Charles Astor.  He seemed to own quite a few companies. None of which alone would have made him his billions.  But, nonetheless, this was the couple I was about to face and it made me nervous as hell.

      

                  I stared at myself in the mirror.  Messy blond hair.  Innocent blue eyes.  I looked like a child, despite being twenty-three years old.  I would be eaten alive by these types.

      

                  I thought about turning around and driving the other way.  I thought about calling them and canceling once I was in the safety of my home sipping on a glass of wine while looking for new clients.  I also thought about not calling at all.  What would they do?  Hunt me down because I didn’t show?

      

                  But when I thought about what it could do for my business…for my career, I stared long and hard down the road ahead.  Take a deep breath, I told myself.  It’s just like any other client.

      

                  I couldn’t have been more wrong.

      

                  I pulled up to the house.  It was larger than any home I’d ever seen with white stucco exterior walls and a Spanish style roof in a charcoal grey.  I pulled into the circular driveway, parking between a large fountain and the front door.  I grabbed my portfolio and my notebook and walked myself on wobbly feet to the porch.

      

                  By the time she opened it, I was shaking like a leaf.  I hadn’t expected the lady of the house to answer her own front door, but maybe I’d just seen too many movies.

      

                  She wore a simple, high-neck black dress.  Her dark hair was a pulled back into a regal up-do.  Her cold eyes scanned me up and down, holding me in suspense for a moment before speaking.  “You must be the designer,” she said.

      

                  “Betty, ma’am.  It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I stretched out my hand and felt like I was meeting some sort of queen.

      

                  She didn’t take my hand, though.  She just rolled her eyes and sighed before walking away from the door.  She left it ajar and I figured that was my invitation inside.  I hoped to God I wasn’t wrong.

      

                  “Come in through here,” she beckoned.  I followed her down a long, dark hallway.  The walls were made of wood while the floor beneath me was marble.  My heels clicked after her.  “In here,” she said again, opening a large wooden door and leading me into a dark room.

      

                  She turned on a lamp and walked to a desk in the middle of the room.  I followed and took a seat across from her.  “Why don’t you tell me what kind of style you like,” I started, feeling my throat tight as her eyes ate me up.  She had her delicate hands folded under her chin while she stared over them.

      

                  “How old are you?” she asked me.

      

                  “I’m twenty-three,” I told her.

      

                  “You look younger,” she said as her eyes lowered to my chest and then back up to my face.  Her lips spread thin into an almost hidden smile.  “The style isn’t important,” she said.  “We just want to one up our neighbors.”

      

                  I thought about the drive inside.  Every house had an enormous plot of land.  None of the decorations would even be seen next to one another.  But I’d taken note of some of the décor I passed on the way in.  “I think I can do that,” I said, finding the strength in my voice again.  “It’s going to cost quite a bit.”

      

                  “You’ll give me an invoice.  We’ll spare no expense.  Just pick whatever style goes well with the house.”

      

                  “Sure,” I said, making a few notes on what I thought.  But I could feel her stare burning into me the whole time.

      

                  I met her gaze once more and felt a chill down my spine.  “You have a simple look to you,” she said.  I didn’t know whether to thank her or feel insulted, so I didn’t say anything.  “We’re having a party on Saturday evening.  I insist you come.”

      

                  “To discuss work, or…”

      

                  She threw her head back and laughed.  “No, of course not.  You would be a guest.  I’d love to introduce you to my husband.”

      

                  “Your husband?”  My mouth went dry.  I’d never met a billionaire before, and the way Jennifer stared at me made me nervous.

      

                  “Of course.  I insist.  Consider it part of the job,” she said.  “It starts at seven, but I’d like you to show up at eight.”

      

                  I tucked my hair behind my ear – a nervous habit.  “Sure,” I said.  “I don’t really have anything to wear to something like that.”

      

                  She stood from her desk and walked to the door.  “Come on, then,” she said.  “We’d better find you something.”

      

                  I followed her back down the hallway and upstairs.  We entered what appeared to be the master bedroom, but in a place so grand, I couldn’t be sure.  Other than a small framed photo on the dresser, I couldn’t see any sign of personality in the room.  Everything was regal and cold, much like the lady of the house.  I walked up to the only personal item in the room, the photo.  A handsome man with salt and pepper hair stared back at me.  He was standing with his arm around Jennifer Astor, and I could only imagine this was her husband, Charles.

      

                  “Handsome isn’t he?” she breathed from just behind me.  Her breath rolled down my neck and gave me chills.  I turned to face her and we were inches from each other.

      

                  “Yes,” I said.  “But I wouldn’t have expected anything less.”

      

                  Her lips curled into a smile and her eyes swept up and down my body.  My small breasts must’ve been rising and falling with my labored breaths.

      

                  “What size are you?” she asked.  “I’m going to guess a two.”

      

                  “Good guess,” I said, feeling uneasy as she stared at my chest.  But despite feeling like I was some amoeba under a microscope, I felt the strange hope that she would lean in and kiss me.  I didn’t know why.  I’d never wanted to kiss a girl before.  But there was something about Jennifer that made me wet.

      

                  She left me to enter a large walk-in closet which was bigger than my apartment.  I stayed by the dresser until she called.  Then I followed her in and took in the sight of all the clothes and shoes perfectly on display.  She held up a low-cut red dress to me.

      

                  “You’d look stunning in this,” she said.  “My breasts are too big to pull it off.  But your tiny ones would be perfect.”

      

                  Again, I didn’t know whether to thank her for the compliment or not.

      

                  “Well, go on,” she said.  “Undress.  I want to see you in it before the party.”

      

                  “Aren’t you going to turn away?” I asked her.

      

                  “Why?  We’re both women.  I know what a young woman’s body looks like.”  But I felt like there was something more to her refusal.  Like she wanted to see me naked.  And I’d be lying if that thought didn’t excite me a little.

      

                  So I slowly unbuttoned my simple white blouse.  I unzipped my black pencil skirt.  I let both items fall from my body, revealing my simple white lace bra and matching panties.

      

                  “You have a delicious body,” she said, her tongue sweeping across her lips as she spoke.  I trembled at that, feeling more exposed than ever.  “Remove your bra,” she added.

      

                  I brought my shaking hands behind me and unclasped my bra.  It fell from my shoulders and revealed my breasts to her.  Her eyes were hungry as she stared at them.  “Yes, you’ll be a very nice addition to Saturday’s party.”

      

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat.  “What kind of party is this?” I asked.

      

                  “A sort of birthday party,” she told me.  “For my husband.  Since he was born so close to Christmas, we make it holiday themed as well.”

      

                  My eyes were wide.

      

                  “Don’t worry. We’ve hired someone else to decorate for that occasion.  You are just responsible for the everyday décor.”

      

                  I nodded in agreement.

      

                  “Lift your arms,” she said.  I did as I was told.  She held the dress over me and let it slide gently down my body.  Thick straps sat at my shoulders, creating a sweeping V down to my navel.  It just barely covered my breasts and I felt naked in it.  “Just like I thought,” she said.  “Stunning.”

      

                  “Thank you,” I said.

      

                  “Tell me, Betty, are you a virgin?”

      

                  “What?”  I couldn’t believe the boldness in her question.  I was, indeed, a virgin, but it wasn’t her business.

      

                  But her eyes twinkled as she smiled.  Like she already knew the answer.  “You’ll be perfect,” she said.

      

                  She found me a pair of matching red heels and told me to wear the same panties to the party on Saturday.  “Why do my panties matter?” I asked her.

      

                  “For the dress,” she said.  “The ones you have don’t create any lines.”  But I got the distinct feeling that she was lying.

      

                  She gave me the dress and heels to take home with me and let me survey the house before I left.  But decorating her home was the farthest thing from my mind as I wandered the many halls and rooms.  I tried making notes of everything I wanted to do, and who I’d need to hire to do it, but I was frazzled.  I couldn’t stop thinking about the way Mrs. Astor had stared at me when I was in just my panties.

      

                  I went home that night and had a drink.  My body was flushed and shaky.  I took a bath and slid my fingers between my legs, brushing against my pussy.  I thought of Jennifer and her husband staring at my naked body with those hungry eyes.  And then I came.
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      I approached the home on Saturday evening at eight.  I was in the red dress that Jennifer had given me.  I wore the same white lace panties she had seen, and they were already wet as I stepped up to the front door.  I didn’t have a chance to knock. The door swung wide open – but it wasn’t Jennifer who had answered it.  It was one of the help.

      

                  She smiled at me as I stepped inside.  “You must be Betty,” she said.

      

                  “Yes,” I said, still feeling too insecure to be partying at a billionaire’s home.  My make-up was generic and my hair was as neat as I could make it.  But perhaps Jennifer had liked me this way.  I hoped so.

      

                  “Right this way, Miss,” said the woman who’d answered the door.  I followed her down so many hallways I was dizzy by the time we’d reached the great room.  It was completely gold from ceiling to floor.  When I walked in, all eyes turned to me, most of them judgmental and curious.  Only one man stood at the forefront of the room with his back turned to me.  Beside him, stood Jennifer who, upon seeing me, placed her hand on his shoulder and whispered something into his ear.

      

                  He turned and saw me for the first time and I felt my stomach knot up.  His eyes swept up and down my body and he smiled.  Then he leaned into his wife’s ear and whispered something back.  I was nervous and shaking.  I didn’t know where to stand or what to do with my hands.

      

                  After a few intensely awkward moments, Charles made his way through the crowd of his associates until he was standing no more than a foot away.  He stretched out his hand and I looked up at the towering figure in front of me.  I slipped my hand in his and he shook it with a strong grip.  “Jennifer has told me a lot about you, Betty,” he said.  His voice was like silk as it wrapped around me.  “Make yourself at home.”

      

                  “Thank you,” I said.  “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

      

                  He slipped both hands in his pockets and smirked.  “The pleasure is all ours,” he said.

      

                  I mingled awkwardly.  Jennifer eventually came up to offer me a hand.  “You’re doing just fine, darling,” she said.  “Don’t worry about these stuffy types.”

      

                  “I don’t really feel like I belong,” I said.

      

                  “Trust me,” she said.  “You’ll get used to them.”  I wondered what she meant by that, but I was comforted anyway.  “The party isn’t really what I brought you here for anyway.  I brought you as a gift to my husband.”  Her cold eyes met mine and I immediately tensed.

      

                  “A gift?  How do you mean?”

      

                  She didn’t answer.  She only ran her finger along my jawline.  “Tell me,” she said, “do you find my husband attractive?”

      

                  My cheeks grew hot as I looked in his direction.

      

                  Jennifer chuckled.  “I’ll take that as a yes.  Come with me,” she said, taking my hand.  She led me away from the party, but Charles stepped in our way once we reached the doorway.

      

                  “Dear, where are you taking our new guest?”

      

                  “You know where,” she said.  Their gazes seemed to say much more than their words.  He cleared his throat and nodded, letting us past him.

      

                  Jennifer kept pulling me down another long hallway until we reached a door at the end.  She slid a small gold key inside and turned the knob.  “Don’t be frightened,” she said.  Then she leaned down to kiss me.  I’d never kissed a woman before, but it was thrilling.  I had goosebumps all over and my panties were soaked as she pushed me into the new room.

      

                  It was all maroon and black.  A black leather U-shaped sofa was in the center of the room.  I noticed chains hanging from the ceiling.  Crops and Whips were attached to the wall.  “What is this place?” I asked her.

      

                  “It’s the place where you’re going to lose your virginity,” she said, her eyes full of fire.

      

                  I couldn’t quite process what she’d said.  “What do you mean?”

      

                  Moments later, Charles stepped into the room and locked the door behind him.  I stared at him as he walked closer to me.  He brought his hand up and brushed his knuckles down my cheek.  “I love it,” he told Jennifer as if I wasn’t in the room.  “She’s perfect.”

      

                  I was trembling, but I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t protest.  Charles hands took mine and he leaned in to kiss me.  His lips brushed against mine and my heart raced faster.  He was a good kisser.  A really good kisser.  But Jennifer was just standing there, watching us.  Certainly I was about to be fired.

      

                  Charles hands moved to my back and unzipped my dress, letting it pool on the floor around my feet.  He kissed my neck and my collarbone before pulling back.  “Do you want to be here, Betty?” he asked me, and I felt myself nodding yes.

      

                  He smiled and took my hands again.  He walked me over to the leather couch and raised my hands above my head.  He hooked them into the chains hanging from the ceiling.  I was terrified, but I was also soaking wet.  He could see it.  They could both see it.  My panties were white and betrayed me, showing my wetness to them.

      

                  “My god, Jen, what have you done to excite her so much?” he asked with a smile.

      

                  “Nothing,” she said.  “This is how much she wants you.”

      

                  He turned to her and kissed her long and hard.  His hands brushed up and down her body and I thought they might fuck right there, in front of me.  But they didn’t.  He sighed as he pulled his hands away, as if he was keeping control over himself.  Then he walked to me and brushed his hands up and down my curves.  They wrapped around my back and unfastened my bra, throwing it to the floor.

      

                  “Beautiful,” he said as he cupped my small breasts in his hands.  I felt my back arch as I pushed closer toward him.  My nipples were hard against his palms and hot electricity pulsed through me.  He removed his hands and replaced them with his lips instead.  He sucked in one nipple, then the next, until I was writhing in front of both of them.  Jennifer hung back in the shadows, sipping on her cocktail while she watched her husband devour me.

      

                  His fingers hooked inside my panties and he pulled them down slowly.  He dropped to his knees, licking his lips as she stared up at my body.  My wetness dripped down my inner leg, but he sought to clean it with his tongue.  He kissed his way up to my pussy and then paused just in front of it.  His breath rolled across my folds.

      

                  “Grip onto the chains,” he ordered, and I did as I was told.  Then he took my legs and pushed them over his shoulders.  He pressed his tongue to my hot, pulsing pussy and I was in agony.  Ecstasy and agony intertwined.  I moaned and writhed, my eyes fixed on Jennifer while her husband licked my pussy.  And he was good.  He was so good I could hardly hold back.  I let out a whimper and felt myself coming against his mouth, his hot tongue devouring me.

      

                  He dropped my legs gently and stood up with a smile.  Then he turned to his wife who had stepped up closer.  He kissed her and she inhaled my scent on his lips like it was a fine wine.  Then her eyes met mine, lust and darkness in them.  She stepped back into the shadows and said, “Continue.”  But her breathing was different.  It was shallow.  Tight.  Reserved.  I suddenly wanted what the two of them had.  I suddenly wanted to be a part of their world.

      

                  “I’m going to fuck you now,” said Charles with a serious expression.  I didn’t get the sense that he was looking for my approval, but I nodded anyway.  He unbuttoned his shirt slowly and it slipped from his muscular frame.  He was gorgeous for a man his age.  He slid his belt from his slacks and tossed it to the couch behind me.  “Don’t make me use that,” he teased.  Then he slid his slacks and briefs to the floor, making me gasp.

      

                  “Don’t worry,” said Jennifer.  “He’s big, but he’d gentle too.”

      

                  I was staring at a monster.  His cock was huge and thick and veiny.  I was a virgin.  There was no way I’d be able to take that.

      

                  But I wanted to.  Deep down, I wanted to be torn open by his massive cock.

      

                  He stepped up to me and gripped my ass in his hands.  He pulled my legs around his waist.  I gripped onto the chains above for support, like I’d done before.  The he pressed the head of his cock to my wet slit and pushed in slowly.

      

                  I whimpered and gasped.  He sucked on my nipples to distract me.  My eyes fluttered open to stare at Jennifer who was watching.  I liked that she was watching.  So I pushed my hips forward, urging him in sooner and deeper.

      

                  He moaned and I liked it.  But the pain was intense. He was so giant as he filled up my tight hole.  He pushed in deeper until he hit a wall, but then he pushed in more.  He bit my nipple as a form of self-control, but I liked the pain.  I liked it more than I should’ve.

      

                  He gripped my hips and rocked his back and forth.  Jennifer’s eyes were wide as she watched her husband take me.

      

                  He withdrew and spun me around.  My grip became tighter on the chains above me as he slid into my pussy from behind.  But that wasn’t all he wanted.  He withdrew again and spit between my ass cheeks.  He rubbed his soaking wet cock over my ass and pushed the head against my hole.  “This may hurt,” he said before pushing in quickly.

      

                  “Fuck,” I breathed as he filled me nice and deep.  The pain was intense, but I loved the way it made my head spin.  I could no longer see Jennifer, but I could feel her eyes on me.  Charles’ hands swept up the front of me to play with my tits.

      

                  I felt his large, thick cock pumping in and out of my ass.  I cried out, but I loved it.  I begged for more.  “Harder,” I breathed, and Charles growled in response.

      

                  And then my eyes caught movement in the shadows.  Jennifer had changed positions and was now staring at the front of me.  She stepped out of the shadows, setting her glass on the table beside the sofa.  She walked over to me, the back of the sofa the only thing separating us.  She placed her hands on my neck and then my breasts.  She leaned in and kissed me.  I inhaled her cinnamon scent and loved feeling both of them touching me at the same time.

      

                  Her fingers tugged and rolled my nipples.  Her tongue swept across my lips.  All the while, her husband’s cock was tearing my ass wide as he pounded me from behind.  I started getting dizzy and Jennifer could tell.

      

                  “That’s it,” she said, her fingers sliding between my legs to play with my pussy.  “Just let go.”

      

                  I stared into her eyes as her fingers circled my clit and Charles’ cock filled me deep.  And then, with a bright light, I felt myself explode.

      

                  I was exhausted and out of breath by the time Charles’ pulled out of me.  He released me from the chains and I fell to the couch.  Jennifer came by my side with a glass of water.  “Drink up,” she said, and I did as I was told.

      

                  Charles dressed himself and then dropped beside his wife, taking my hand in his.  “I hope I’ll be seeing you around the house more often,” he said.

      

                  “You will,” said Jennifer.  “She’s our new decorator.”

      

                  I swallowed another sip of water and smiled.  I was still naked as they stared at me.  “I’d like to see you more too.  Both of you.”

      

                  Jennifer squeezed my knee gently.  “Trust me.  You will.”
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                 “Have you seen my pearl earrings, Sean?”  I’d been digging through every jewelry box I owned for the past hour.  “I can’t find them anywhere.”

      

                  “Why would I know where your earrings are?” he asked.

      

                  “I usually keep them right here,” I said, pointing to the little wooden box that kept my most precious things.  “They didn’t just get up and walk away.”  Sean was seated on the bed, rolling his eyes while massaging his neck.  We’d both been working a lot lately and the stress was starting to get to us.  “You don’t think…no nevermind.”

      

                  “What?” he asked.

      

                  I shrugged my blazer from my shoulders and draped it over the corner chair.  “It’s just that…well Isabel is the only other person who has been in here.”

      

                  “That’s ridiculous, Erica.  Are you really suggesting the babysitter stole your pearl earrings?”

      

                  “It’s not unheard of, you know.  Plenty of people steal things.”  I folded my arms over my chest and sat in the chair with my draped coat.  I stared at Sean who was barely looking at me.  He looked more youthful than I did, despite us carrying a similar work load.  But he hadn’t just given birth a year ago like I had.  In many ways, I’d felt inadequate as a woman since then, and the lack of attention from Sean wasn’t helping.

      

                  “She’s been with us for weeks,” he said.  “You think she’d wait until now to take something?”

      

                  “Sure, why not?” I asked.  “First, she earns our trust, then she starts snooping around in our things.”

      

                  “But why your pearl earrings?  Certainly she’d realize you’d notice.”  Sean flicked his blue eyes at me at the exact moment his brown hair fell into them.  He brushed the strands back with his fingers and I choked down the lump in my throat.  Still to this day, after everything we’d been through, he was the most attractive man I’d ever seen.  And I feared I was losing him.

      

                  “Maybe she thought my schedule was too busy and I wouldn’t notice.  But I was planning on wearing them tomorrow.  For the big meeting.”

      

                  “I think you’ll do fine without your earrings.  And I really don’t think you should be accusing Isabel.  She’s such a sweet girl.”

      

                  That much was true.  She was a young, eighteen-year-old blond with the sweetest personality I’d ever known.  It was almost sickeningly sweet, but it was perfect for children.  I almost felt a slight envy at the way she read children’s books.  She hadn’t let go of her inner child just yet, but mine felt like it had been buried long ago.

      

                  “I’m sorry I brought it up,” I said, even though I was still a bit suspicious.  I stood from my chair and walked over to my husband. I ran my fingers through his hair and he looked up at me.  His hands found my waist and we stood there like that for a few moments, just staring at each other.

      

                  “God, Erica.  Sometimes I forget how beautiful you are.”

      

                  I smiled.  “Really?  I haven’t felt beautiful in quite a while.”

      

                  He pulled me into him and I straddled my legs around him, my skirt inching up higher on my thighs.

      

                  “If I wasn’t so exhausted, I’d show you just how pretty I think you are,” he teased.  I kissed him and while it was tender, it wasn’t sexy.  “I’m ready to hit the hay.  I don’t know about you.”

      

                  I was exhausted too, but I would’ve let him do anything to me if it would mean us having sex again.  “I guess I’m ready to sleep too.”

      

                  We changed into our pajamas, only glancing at each other as if there was no magic left in our relationship.  Then we crawled into bed and turned out the lights, but sleep was far from my mind.  The longer I lay in bed, the longer I wondered if Isabel was a thief.  But the only way to prove it would be to catch her in the act.

      

                  So I made a plan.  Over the next few weeks, I would acquire a few hidden cameras and place them around the house.  Once I was certain she wasn’t stealing from me, I’d pull them down again.  After all, I wasn’t trying to invade anyone’s privacy.

      

                  But what I ended up discovering was far from what I expected.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
                 I placed the last hidden camera near the lamp on the bedside table.  It was angled perfectly to catch Isabel going through my jewelry boxes.  I didn’t tell my husband about any of it, because I knew he wouldn’t understand.  The cameras hooked up to an app that I could view at work, and I would receive alerts anytime she showed up on one.

      

                  Unfortunately, it turned into an obsessive distraction for me.  I sat in meeting after meeting, my phone buzzing constantly against my hip in the pocket of my jacket.  I’d make excuses to sneak off to the bathroom multiple times just to check in on her.  But I never once caught her stealing anything.  She was always the picture perfect babysitter.

      

                  I still wondered where my earrings had gone, but I was glad that I wouldn’t have to fire Isabel.  She really was the ideal little sitter to have around the house.

      

                  But one afternoon, toward the end of the day, my phone buzzed again.  I’d been close to taking the cameras down for good, and I almost didn’t check my phone this one last time.  But I was too curious, as always.  Since everyone else had gone home for the day, I made my way to my office door and locked it.  Then I returned to my desk and opened the app on my computer, to get a better view.  I was smiling at first, knowing I would get one last glimpse at our perfect sitter being great with the baby.  But I was wrong.  That wasn’t what I saw at all.

      

                  It was the camera from the bedroom.  She was standing over my dresser in her cute little pink dress, her head hanging over the jewelry boxes.  My stomach dropped.  Was she stealing from me now?  Seconds later, Sean appeared in the doorway.  His eyes were wide and his brows furrowed as he realized what she was doing.

      

                  He walked up to her and gripped her wrist, making my breath catch.  She looked terrified.  She was apologizing.  He seemed to soften his grip as she presented the earrings to him – the very ones that had gone missing.  I didn’t know what she was saying, but he seemed to sympathize with her, and eventually his hand dropped.

      

                  They stared at each other for a long time, and I wondered what was going on inside their heads.  Sean started speaking with a smile on his face, and then he brought his thumb to her cheek.  He brushed it so lightly, so tenderly, and her cheeks turned bright red.

      

                  “What are you doing Sean?” I asked aloud as if he could hear me.  “You might not think that’s flirting, but that’s definitely flirting.”

      

                  Isabel took a step forward, closing the distance between her and my husband.  Sean’s hands moved to her shoulders and rubbed her arms.  He looked tense and nervous, but he didn’t pull away.

      

                  “Now is the time to tell her goodbye, Sean,” I said.

      

                  But that was the last thing on his mind, and I knew it from the moment they’d stopped arguing.  Sean leaned forward and pressed his lips to the babysitter’s.  My heart stopped and I gripped the edge of my desk so tightly I thought I would break my fingers.  She kissed him back and wrapped her arms around his neck.  His hands found her tiny waist and he pulled her in close.

      

                  I wondered if she could feel his erection against her stomach.  I wondered how far they wanted this to go.  And I was fucking watching the whole thing.

      

                  I instantly felt sick.  But when I shifted in my seat to get up and rush home, I realized how wet I was.  I rocked my hips against my chair and realized I was turned on enough to come.  I didn’t know what to think of that, as the anger still bubbled inside me.

      

                  But now I couldn’t get myself to move.  I sat in my chair, in the dark office, while I watched my husband make out with the babysitter.  But they weren’t just making out.  He was touching her.  Everywhere.  His hands moved from her waist to her ass, pulling her in close.  Then slid between them to cup her small breast.

      

                  I was furious, but I was also aching to come.  I inched my skirt up around my waist and brushed my fingers just on the outside of my panties.  My eyes fell closed as the hot, tingly sensation came over me.  The fabric was soaked, and when I pushed in, a thousand electric shocks moved through me.

      

                  My eyes fluttered back open and that’s when I saw them.  On the bed.  Sean on top of her.  He was kissing her neck while pulling the straps of her dress down her shoulders.  He kissed her collarbone.  He freed her breasts from the confines of her clothes and he sucked on her small little tits.  He sucked her and kissed her like he’d been wanting to do this since he met her.  Now, I wondered if he had wanted to the whole time.

      

                  I felt queasy but my fingers kept teasing my pussy though my panties.  I watched as Isabel bent her legs on either side of my husband.  I watched as he reached underneath him to unzip his pants.  He was going to fuck her.  He was going to fuck the babysitter while I was still at work.

      

                  Just as my fingers were about to bring me to climax, I stopped.  I couldn’t let it happen this way.  No.  I couldn’t just sit here and watch my husband completely cheat on me with her.  So I picked up the phone and my husband.  And I watched on the camera as their fun was put on hold.

      

                  Sean stood up and zipped up his pants.  Then he moved to the dresser where he’d left his cellphone.  He picked it up and I heard his voice on the other line.  He wasn’t even trying to hide how out of breath he was.

      

                  “Hey, baby,” he said.  “Just walked in the door.”

      

                  “Oh?” I asked.  “It looks like it’s going to be an early night for both of us.  I’m almost there myself.”

      

                  “Wow, really?  This early?”

      

                  “Yes,” I said, watching his terrified expression as he looked at the half naked babysitter on our bed.  “So I’ll see you soon?”

      

                  “Absolutely,” he said, trying to mouth to Isabel to get dressed.

      

                  “And Sean?”

      

                  “Yes, honey?”

      

                  “Keep Isabel there if you can,” I said.  “I’d like to speak to her about something.”

      

                  He swallowed and wiped the sweat from his brow.  “What about?”

      

                  I hung up the phone without an answer.  Then I closed down my computer and grabbed my things.  I drove home as fast as I possibly could.
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                 My panties were still soaked when I walked through the door.  By the time I’d come home, Isabel and Sean were sitting in the living room, but not together.  In fact, they looked guilty as hell with how far apart they were choosing to sit.

      

                  “Ms. Brooks,” said Isabel when I walked in.  “How was your day?”

      

                  I didn’t answer her, but instead, I set down my purse and shrugged off my blazer.  I hung it on the coat rack and adjusted my hair in the foyer mirror.  Then I turned to them and smiled.

      

                  “Isabel, did you take something of mine?” I asked her bluntly.  Of course, now, I wasn’t referring to the pearl earrings.

      

                  Her eyes looked to the floor and she tucked her blond hair behind her ear.  She looked so damn cute it was sickening.  I wanted to ruin that innocent little act of hers.

      

                  “Yes, ma’am.  I did.”

      

                  Sean stood to her rescue and it also made me sick.  “She admitted the whole thing to me,” he said.  “She was just borrowing the earrings.  For a date.  When I caught her she was putting them back.”

      

                  “In the bedroom?” I asked.

      

                  He swallowed.  “Yes.  Of course.”

      

                  “And then what happened?” I asked him.

      

                  “What do you mean?  Nothing happened.”  But as he spoke his lie, Isabel looked up at him.  She was trembling.  The cute little thing.  She was terrified.

      

                  “Isabel, did you take something else that belongs to me?”

      

                  She looked at me, but she was confused.  “No, ma’am.”

      

                  “So you didn’t prepare yourself to take my husband’s cock on in our bed?”  I placed my hands on my hips, and my foot began tapping against the hardwood below.

      

                  Her eyes widened and her lower lip began to tremble.  I wanted to take it between my teeth and then claim her mouth with mine.  I’d never wanted to do that with anyone before.

      

                  A tear fell from her eye and down her cheek.  “I’m so sorry,” she said.  “I didn’t mean it.  I don’t know how it got to that.”

      

                  Sean stepped forward, a scowl on his face.  “How did you know about that, Erica?” he asked.  “How could you have known?”

      

                  “Don’t you pin this on me,” I scolded.  “You were about to fuck the babysitter.  You were about to cheat on me.”

      

                  “So you were spying on us?”

      

                  “I was spying on her.  I put cameras all around this house.  And it’s a good thing I did or I never would’ve known what you two were planning to do behind my back.”  But even as I was scolding him, my legs were weak and my pussy was wet.  I wanted to see it again and again.  I wanted to watch my husband take this little flower and ruin her.  I wanted to watch her cute little pink lips moan for him.

      

                  “That’s sick,” he told me, but I only laughed.

      

                  “You’re one to talk,” I said.  “She’s ten years younger than you.  She’s our babysitter.”

      

                  Shame finally reached him and he rubbed his face in his hands.  “Shit, Erica.  Shit, I’m so sorry.”  He started to walk toward me, but again, I only laughed.

      

                  “The messed up thing is that I don’t even mind.  What I mind is not knowing about it.”

      

                  “What do you mean?” he asked, while Isabel looked at us in confusion.

      

                  “What I mean,” I said, stepping up to Isabel and taking her chin in my hand, “is that I enjoyed the show.”  I looked at Sean.  “It’s the secrecy that drove me crazy.”

      

                  “What are you talking about?” he asked.  “Are you suggesting you actually want to watch us?”

      

                  “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”  I turned to Isabel and ran my thumb across her lower lip.  Then I leaned forward and took her mouth in mine.  To my surprise, she kissed me back.  She kissed me like she’d always wanted to kiss me.  I slipped my tongue between her pretty pink lips and met her tongue with mine.  I pulled back, still tasting her on my lips, almost reluctant to hand over her sweet tasting body to my husband.  I almost wanted to keep her for myself.

      

                  “I don’t understand,” said Isabel, her eyelashes fluttering with nerves and ecstasy.

      

                  “I want you to fuck my husband,” I whispered.  “But I don’t want you to just let him climb on you like the virgin you probably are.  I want you on your knees, taking his big cock in your pretty mouth.  And then I want you to let him take you from behind, until you’re crying out, begging for me to let you come.”

      

                  Her eyes swept over my face.  She was nervous, but still she nodded.  “If that’s what you want,” she said.

      

                  I kissed her one more time and inhaled her vanilla skin before stepping over to my husband.  He glared at me while I unfastened his pants.  But he didn’t protest.  He didn’t beg to get out of this.  Because he knew – as we all did – that he wanted Isabel.  He wanted her badly enough to risk our marriage once, and he wanted her badly enough to risk it again.  And now, I was giving permission, so how could he argue?

      

                  I tugged his slacks and briefs down to his ankles.  I gripped his thick, hard cock in my hand and smiled up at him.  “You look so miserable for someone who’s finally getting what they want,” I said.

      

                  “This isn’t quite how I pictured it,” he said. But as I started to stroke him, he grew quiet, until his words were replaced by soft groans.

      

                  “Come here, Isabel,” I told the girl.  She came toward me and I took her hand.  I wrapped her fingers around my husband’s cock and showed her how to stroke him.  He groaned louder when it was her hand in place of mine.  My body ached to see them do more.  “Now, drop to your knees,” I ordered.

      

                  Isabel slowly lowered to her knees, looking up at me with an uncertain expression.  I dropped down beside her.  “Have you ever sucked a cock before?” I asked.

      

                  “Once,” she said.  “But your husband is so big.  I don’t know if I can.”

      

                  “Sure you can,” I assured her.  “Just open nice and wide.”  I gripped Sean’s cock in my hand and almost moaned when Isabel stretched out her tongue.  Before placing my husband’s cock on it, I sucked on the end of her tongue, wanting just a piece for myself.  Then I rested the tip of him against her tongue until she was ready to wrap her lips around him.

      

                  Sean looked down at both of us as if he thought he was dreaming.  He reached out and touched Isabel’s pretty blond hair as if it was made of gold.  He gazed on as Isabel tried her best to suck him in.  But he could only fit halfway in her small mouth.

      

                  I knew how to help move things along.  I reached for Isabel’s dress and pulled the straps down like Sean had done earlier.  I removed her bra and let her dress hang low around her waist.  I massaged her breasts in my palms, feeling her tiny pink nipples harden against my skin.  Then I leaned down and sucked one of her nipples in my mouth.

      

                  As I sucked, she arched her back and moaned.  And when she moaned, her throat opened wider.  Sean slid his cock in deeper until I heard her gag.  He pulled back to give her a breath before sliding in again.

      

                  I twisted her nipples in my fingers and kissed her chest.  I alternated between twisting and sucking.  I loved her tiny little breasts.  I slid a hand between her thighs, inching it up underneath her dress until my fingers found her soaking wet panties.  My mouth watered.  I wanted nothing more than to get her off right there.  But I was waiting. I wanted her to come while Sean was deep inside of her.

      

                  Sean pumped his cock in and out of her mouth while I massaged her pussy through her panties.  She moaned, gagged, and whimpered as Sean started to lose control.  He held her head in his hands and pushed deeper, as deep as he could, until he couldn’t stand it anymore.  “Fuck,” he groaned, and then he came.

      

                  She tried her best to swallow every single drop, but his cum came flooding out of her mouth, spilling down her chin and all over her pretty breasts.  I took it upon myself to clean her up.  I leaned down and licked every drop of cum that she missed.  I wasn’t finished cleaning her until Sean was pulling back from her mouth.  And then I replaced his cock with my tongue, cleaning the inside of her mouth as well.

      

                  But it wasn’t enough.  I wanted to taste his cock.  I wanted to know if her scent was on him.  I took Sean’s half-hard dick in my mouth and sucked.  I could smell vanilla.  I could taste her sweet saliva on him.  And I wondered if I’d always be able to taste her and smell her there.

      

                  Sean ran his fingers through my hair as I sucked.  He looked down at me in a way he hadn’t in a long time.  He brushed his thumb against my cheek as I made him hard again.  Hard enough to finally fuck the babysitter.

      

                  I pulled back and turned to Isabel.  “Lay on your stomach,” I told her.  “Keep your dress around your waist.”

      

                  She nervously lowered herself to her stomach and pulled the bottom of her dress up over her ass, revealing a pair of white cotton panties over a tight, round bum.

      

                  “Erica, are you sure about this?” asked Sean while I gripped his cock.

      

                  “More sure than I’ve been of anything,” I told him.  At this, he knew I was serious and eagerly climbed behind the babysitter.  He straddled her thighs and reached forward for her hips, pulling her panties down just below her ass.  He angled her ass up slightly and pressed the tip of his cock to the puffy pink slit that poked through between her thighs.

      

                  “Fuck,” he groaned at the sight of it.

      

                  Isabel had her face turned to one side. She was staring at me as I watched my husband push his cock slowly inside of her.  My stomach twisted at the sight of him entering another woman, but my pussy was throbbing and tingling.  I hiked my skirt up, showing both Sean and Isabel my wet panties, and then I slipped my hand inside them.

      

                  I circled my clit and slipped a finger inside me while I watched my husband with Isabel.  He gripped her ass in his hands and pulled back, slowly working himself deeper and deeper inside of her.  Isabel had a hand by her face, palm pressed tightly to the floor as she winced from the size of him.  Her other hand was under her stomach, between her legs and playing with herself.

      

                  “How does it feel?” I asked her while I played with myself.

      

                  “Good,” she said.  “Big, but good.”

      

                  I could hardly hold back any longer.  I’d been waiting to come since watching them on the hidden camera.  I unbuttoned my blouse and pulled my tits free from my bra.  Then I twisted my nipple as I fucked myself with my fingers.

      

                  Sean grew hungrier.  He started thrusting harder and faster against our sweet, innocent babysitter.  His pelvis slapped against her round ass as he buried himself deeper and deeper into her tight little pussy.  I couldn’t wait to taste her when he was done.  I couldn’t wait to taste her cum filled pussy.

      

                  “I need a condom,” he growled, starting to lose control.

      

                  “No,” I said.  “I want you to come inside her.”

      

                  They both looked at me wide-eyed, but they didn’t protest.  “If you say so,” he said.  He moved faster and slammed harder.  She shifted on the floor underneath him.  My gaze met Isabel’s as my climax built inside me, breaking at the same time that theirs did.  Sean groaned while Isabel whimpered.  My body shook as I gasped.  It was the strongest climax I’d ever had, fueled by how dirty and wrong this situation was.

      

                  The three of us came down together, trying to catch our breath.  Sean slowly withdrew his cock and I could see his cum dripping out of Isabel’s perfect pink pussy.  I climbed behind her, in his place, and I pushed my tongue inside her.

      

                  She jolted forward and moaned, but then she quickly relaxed around me.  I wiggled my tongue, searching for every drop of his cum, and relishing in the taste of it mixed with her sweet nectar.  She really was the sweetest, most innocent creature I’d ever seen.

      

                  I pulled back and flipped her on her back.  I climbed above her and planted one last kiss on her pink lips.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth, searching desperate for my husband’s cum.  I couldn’t help but smile at that.

      

                  I straightened Isabel’s dress and helped her off the floor.  “I think we need some ground rules,” I said as the three of us adjusted our clothes.

      

                  “You mean, you want to do this again?” asked Sean.

      

                  I smiled.  “I want to do this as much as possible,” I told him.  “But no sneaking behind my back, got it?”

      

                  Both he and Isabel nodded.

      

                  “Good.  Because I want to be here whenever you fuck.  And if I can’t for some reason be present,” I said, turning to Isabel, “then I want you to save his cum in your pussy for me so I can clean it.”

      

                  She trembled as she nodded.  “Okay,” she said.  “I can do that.”

      

                  “Do you still want to be our babysitter?” I asked her.

      

                  “More than anything,” she said.

      

                  “Good girl,” I said.  And she was.  She was a very good girl.
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      “You actually went through with it?” I asked.  My heart was racing as I thought of the prospect of my best friend with two new breasts.  I was on the phone with Harper as she delivered the news, my imagination wandering.  “You actually got a boob job?”

      

                  “Yep,” she said. “So when are you going to come see them?”

      

                  “Whenever you’re done healing, I guess,” I said, knowing very little about the process but enough to know she could be in bed for a bit.

      

                  “I already did the healing thing,” she said.  “Why do you think you haven’t seen me in the past month?”

      

                  I turned and pressed my back to the kitchen wall while clutching my cell phone to my ear.  “I don’t know. I thought you were busy.”

      

                  “Yeah, busy admiring my new body,” she said with a laugh.  I laughed too, but I also felt a little nervous.  What would Harper look like now?  She was already drop-dead gorgeous, and her chest was never that small.  But now that I was trying to picture her, I wondered if she’d be irresistible.

      

                  “Bring Dylan when you come over,” she said.  “I want to know what he thinks.”

      

                  My chest tightened, as I thought of Dylan getting a look at my hot best friend with two new tits.  “Dylan?  Why do you want his opinion?”

      

                  “Because he’s a guy,” she said.  “I want him to tell me if they look ridiculous or not.”

      

                  “How big are they?” I joked.

      

                  “Not that big,” she laughed.  “But, you know…I want them to look as convincing as possible.  I want to know what he thinks.  Don’t worry, I won’t take my top off around him or anything.  My clothes will stay on the whole time.”

      

                  “Oh I didn’t think-“

      

                  “I know, I’m just messing with you.  You’re too easy, Ella!”

      

                  “Yeah, you know me,” I said.  “So when should I come over?”

      

                  “Are you guys free now?”

      

                  I told her I’d give Dylan a call and come over to her parents’ place if he was free.  As it turned out, he was.

      

                  Harper came from a rich family and she got practically everything she ever wanted.  It didn’t surprise me at all that they’d foot the bill for a boob job.  I’d never be able to afford anything like that…not that I wanted one.  At least, I’d never thought about getting one until we met up with Harper.

      

                  We drove up to Harper’s parents’ large estate.  A big white house perched on a hill with a vineyard down below.  I’d been here a hundred times over our years in high school, but Dylan had only visited once.  His eyes were as wide now as they were then, and I wondered if he’d ever get used to how much money her parents had.

      

                  “You think one day we’ll live in a place this nice?” he asked me.  His blond hair fell in his baby blue eyes and I smiled.

      

                  “I hope so.  But it’s more likely Harper will love somewhere this nice and we’ll still be visiting her.”

      

                  “That’s true.  As long as I’m with you, Ella, I don’t need anything else,” he said.  But I quickly saw how thin his sentiments were.  Harper met us outside, bouncing along with her new breasts, and Dylan couldn’t keep his eyes off of her.

      

                  “Wow,” he said.  “They’re definitely bigger.”

      

                  We stepped out of the car and I felt my heart in my throat as I brought my boyfriend – the love of my life – to inspect my best friend’s new boob job.  What the hell was I doing?  What girl I her right mind would sign up for something like this?  But it was too late to turn back now. We were already here and Dylan was already getting an eyeful.

      

                  It didn’t help that Harper was wearing a strappy dress with a plunging neckline.  And her chestnut hair turned reddish gold in the afternoon sun.  I bit my lip as I studied her body.  It looked different, but not that unnatural.  I could only tell her tits were different because I’d seen her before.

      

                  “They look good,” I told her as she wrapped her arms around me in a warm hug.  Her new breasts pressed against me and I felt an ache in my stomach.

      

                  She pulled back and looked at Dylan.  “And what does the boyfriend think?”

      

                  Dylan looked at me for a second, unsure if she really answer such a question.  “I think they look good,” he said.

      

                  “Just good?” she asked, pouting flirtatiously.

      

                  He cleared his throat.  “Um, really good,” he said.

      

                  “Want to feel them?” she asked and my mouth opened wide to protest.  “Not him, silly.  You.”

      

                  My cheeks were on fire.  “Oh, um, sure.”

      

                  Dylan watched with an eager smile as his girlfriend reached forward.  I placed a palm against Harper’s right breast and cupped it.  “Go on,” she said.  “Give it a squeeze.  See if it feels real.”

      

                  I did as she asked.  I squeezed it and was surprised at how real it still felt.  “They’re very convincing,” I told her.

      

                  “Damn, that was hot,” Dylan said, making Harper laugh.

      

                  “Come on in.  I’ll make us some tea.”

      

                  We followed her inside and sat in her living room while she made tea.  Her house was so large it was uncomfortable to someone like me.  There was too much space inside of it.  Nothing felt cozy.

      

                  “This place is awesome,” said Dylan, looking around at everything.  “I can’t believe she grew up here.  Some people have all the luck.”

      

                  “Yeah,” I said with a nervous laugh.  I didn’t envy Harper growing up, which is how we remained friends despite our class differences.  Now, though, she had a killer body and I decided I wanted a killer body too.

      

                  Harper came back in with the tea and leaned forward to put it on the coffee table.  I got a long look at her cleavage as it hung low.  Her breasts looked so perfect now, I almost wanted to keep touching them.  But I wasn’t into girls, or at least I never had been before.

      

                  “How much did it cost you?” I asked her.  “To get implants?”

      

                  She lifted her gaze and caught me staring at her breasts.  She smiled and raised her brow.  “Why, you want to get some?”

      

                  I cleared my throat.  “Um, no.  I mean…maybe.  I don’t know.”

      

                  “That would be so hot,” said Dylan who was sitting beside me, also staring at my best friend’s tits.

      

                  “I mean, I probably can’t afford them anyway.”  I shifted in my seat, feeling like an idiot for even asking.

      

                  “I can give you the name of my doctor.  We could have twin sets!”  Harper started laughing, but Dylan was fully aroused now.

      

                  “Holy shit.  You mean they’d look the same?  But on two different girls?”

      

                  “Not exactly the same,” said Harper. “But I’m sure we could get Dr. Benson to make them as similar as possible.  Of course, my nipples are pink and Ella’s are that pretty tan color.  So they’d look a little different.”

      

                  “I need to use your bathroom,” Dylan said suddenly, and I noticed the bulge in his jeans.

      

                  “Sure, it’s that way, down the hall,” said Harper, also taking notice.  As Dylan scurried off to relieve himself, Harper sat down beside me.  “I think you’re boyfriend likes them.”

      

                  “Ugh, he’s such an embarrassment sometimes,” I said.  “How am I supposed to feel when he’s ogling you all day?”

      

                  “You’re supposed to feel good,” she said.  “Because I think I have a solution for all of us.”

      

                  “And what solution is that?”

      

                  “I can give you the money for a boob job…if you really want one.  But I need a favor in return.”

      

                  I thought about what it would be like to have new, bigger boobs.  The prospect excited me, especially if it meant Dylan might look at me the way he was looking at Harper now.  “What favor do you want?”

      

                  She leaned in close enough that her breasts were brushing against my bicep.  She whispered, “I want you to watch me fuck Dylan.”

      

                  I pulled back, “Excuse me?”

      

                  “Come on,” she said. “It would be so hot.  Just…you know…share him with me once and I’ll make sure you get a shiny new pair of breasts.  Then he won’t want me anymore anyway.”

      

                  “He doesn’t want you now,” I said, knowing full well it was a lie.

      

                  “Come on, Ella,” she said.  “Don’t be naïve.  He’s probably in the bathroom jerking it right now.”

      

                  “Oh yeah?  You don’t believe me?  Well let’s go find out,” she said, taking my hand and pulling me from the couch.  I followed her down the hallway, my heart racing the entire way.  When she reached the bathroom, she stopped.  She reached up above the doorframe for a small pushpin key that she used to unlock the door.  Then she opened it wide and to my horror, Dylan was doing exactly what she said.  He had his hard cock over the sink and he stopped mid-stroke when we walked in.

      

                  “Oops! Sorry!” lied Harper.

      

                  “I wasn’t – this isn’t what it looks like,” said Dylan.

      

                  “Save it,” I told him before storming off into the other room.  I couldn’t believe it.  I couldn’t believe he was jerking off to the thought of Harper while I was sitting in the other room.

      

                  Dylan came rushing after me.  He tried to touch me, but I shrugged him off.  “Ella, please,” he said.  “If it’s any consolation, I was thinking about both of you.”

      

                  “Oh great,” I said.  “Why don’t you just date both of us too then.”

      

                  “Wait…are you serious?” he asked.

      

                  I turned to him and rolled my eyes.  “God Dylan.  You can be so dumb sometimes.”

      

                  “Does that mean you forgive me?” he asked with a smile that melted my heart.

      

                  “No,” I said.  “In fact, if you like Harper so much why don’t you just screw her already and get it over with.”  Harper was standing behind Dylan giving me a wink and a thumbs up.

      

                  “What? Because…I don’t want to?”  The fact that he made it sound like a question only riled me up more.

      

                  “Well, you better.  It’s the only way you can get it out of your system,” I said.  Again, Harper winked behind him and mouthed nice.

      

                  Harper walked up beside him and stroked his cheek.  “Come on. We’ll be nice and quick.  Then you’ll stop thinking about me forever.”

      

                  Her words stuck with me, because I wasn’t so sure he wouldn’t want her more after having her once.  And what if he stopped wanting me altogether?  What if I couldn’t fuck him without thinking of her?

      

                  Despite all of my reservations, my body was hot and tingly.  I wanted to see my sexy best friend take my boyfriend.  And I wanted to think of her the next time I fucked him.

      

                  Harper slowly dropped to her knees and looked up at Dylan.  Dylan looked around the house.  “But what about your parents?  We can’t just do this out here.”

      

                  “They’re out of town for a few days,” she said, running her fingers over his zipper.  “We have the place to ourselves.”

      

                  Dylan’s eyes met mine as Harper slowly tugged his zipper down.  “Ella, you don’t want this…do you?”

      

                  “It’s the only way,” I told him, knowing deep down that it wasn’t.  Deep down, I knew that Harper and I were just a couple of twisted girls that just wanted to treat Dylan like some kind of toy.  I didn’t know why, but it didn’t surprise me that Harper would’ve dangled something shiny in front of me to try and get my boyfriend.  And it also didn’t surprise me that I would so easily give in.  I was used to giving into Harper, and she knew it.  This time was no different.

      

                  Dylan’s gaze stayed focused on me as Harper slipped his jeans from his hips.  Her fingers traced the outline of his long, hard cock tucked nicely in his briefs.  She tugged on the waist of his briefs until they too came down with his jeans and joined them bunched around his ankles.

      

                  Harper gasped excitedly at the sight of Dylan’s cock.  “Ella.  You never told me how big he was.  Are you keeping secrets from me?  I could tell that it was kind of big in the bathroom, but now that I’m up close it’s huge.”

      

                  “No,” I told her, my gaze still on Dylan as Harper wrapped her fingers around his girth.  “I just didn’t think to mention it.”

      

                  “Well I can’t wait to taste this big secret you’ve been hiding.”  She parted her lips and wrapped them around Dylan’s throbbing, bulbous head.  Her cheeks sucked in as she drew him back and I saw Dylan’s eyes close, his brows furrowing as if he couldn’t take the intensity of Harper’s mouth.

      

                  I wondered what it would feel like – to be a man and be pleased by a woman like Harper.  I was almost more jealous of Dylan than I was of my best friend.  I was so mesmerized by his expression, that I couldn’t just stand there anymore.  So I lowered to my knees beside my best friend and watched up close as Dylan’s cock glide in and out of her mouth.

      

                  Harper made slurping sounds as she devoured my boyfriend’s cock.  I wanted to feel her slurping mouth on me.  I wanted to kiss her.  To play with her nice, new tits, and I wanted to feel her sucking on my skin.  I wanted to feel her gentle fingers running through my hair.

      

                  But all I could do was watch as she choked down more of Dylan’s length than I ever could.

      

                  She pulled off for a moment and said, “Don’t just sit there, lick his balls.”  She angled his cock up toward his stomach until his balls were exposed.  I leaned forward and licked them.  Then I sucked them into my mouth like they were the very nourishment I’d long needed.

      

                  Harper returned to sucking until Dylan couldn’t take it anymore.  He glanced down at us – his girlfriend and her best friend – as we sucked and slurped away on his genitals.  His brows furrowed again and he let out a groan.  And then I heard Harper swallowing and gurgling.  I wondered if she liked the way he tasted.

      

                  I sat back and when Harper had wiped her lips with the back of her hand, she turned to me.  She leaned in for a kiss – our first ever – and her tongue swirled inside my mouth.  I could taste Dylan’s salty cum on her, and I loved it.  I loved knowing he was inside her.  That he had lost control and filled her mouth with his hot load.

      

                  I thought that would be the end of it.  Maybe that’s all Harper had wanted.  But I was wrong.  Harper started thumbing the straps of my tank top, pulling them down off my shoulders until my shirt was resting just under my bra.  Her hands roamed across my tits and massaging my small breasts.  “Your tits are so perfect, Ella,” she moaned.  “You don’t even need to get them done.”

      

                  “But I want to,” I breathed as she lowered her lips to my chest.  She moved the cups of my bra out of the way and sucked in one of my nipples.  “I want them to be pretty for you.”

      

                  Dylan loosely stroked his half-hard cock while he watched the two of us play.

      

                  “No,” she moaned against my nipple.  “They’re perfect the way they are.”  She leaned me back against the cold tile floor and bent over me.  She dug one leg between mine, bunching my skirt up higher on my waist.  One of her hands slid between my thighs, slowly upward until her fingers were resting against my panties.  My pussy was wet and aching with her touch.  She teased my hot pussy through the fabric and smiled against my nipple when I arched my back, begging for more.

      

                  “If you’re good, I’ll give you more,” she whispered.  Then she pulled herself away and returned to Dylan.  I lay on the floor, my tits exposed and my skirt bunched high around my waist.  I writhed on the tile as I watched Harper remove Dylan’s shirt, tossing it to the side.  She ran her hands over his tight torso, admiring every dip of his muscles.

      

                  Dylan cupped her neck and leaned in for a kiss.  I wondered if he could taste his cum on her the way I had her.  I wondered if he liked it.  His hands lowered down over her dress, cupping her breasts through the fabric.  He tugged her dress down slowly until her bare breasts were exposes.  He broke their kiss and looked at them, running his thumbs over her hardened pink nipples.

      

                  Then he leaned down and sucked one in.  Harper arched her back and ran her fingers through her hair.  Then her gaze met mine and she smiled.  “Play with yourself,” she told me.  “I know you’re dying to.”

      

                  I was, but I didn’t want to admit it.  “No,” I said.  “I’m okay like this.”

      

                  “No you’re not,” she said.  She broke away from Dylan and climbed between my legs. She tore my panties down in one swift motion.  Then she brushed her index finger along my wet slit until I was a shivering mess on the tile.  “See, I told you.”

      

                  She returned to Dylan, my body on fire from her touch. She was right.  I couldn’t help myself any longer.  I brought one of my hands to my shaved pussy and started to play.  I played while Dylan sucked on my best friend’s tits.  I circled my clit while he kicked off his jeans and tugged Harper’s dress to the floor.  I slid my fingers inside when Dylan dropped to his knees and tugged on Harper’s panties, slowly sliding them down her soft, silky legs.

      

                  I arched my back and whimpered as Dylan put his mouth on Harper’s naked pussy.  He stretched his tongue and swept it up, making Harper’s knees buckle.  She gripped his hair and moaned – nearly falling over.  Dylan pulled back while Harper was still jelly and he picked her up in his arms, carrying her over to the sofa nearby.  He lay her back and climbed over her, positioning the head of his cock at her entrance.

      

                  I sat up to get a better view, letting the cold tile press against my ass while I fingered myself.  My nipples were hard and I rolled the between my fingers while I watched.  Dylan slid his cock slowly inside my best friend’s pussy until it had completely disappeared.  Harper wrapped her long legs around Dylan’s torso and he leaned forward.  He kissed her hard as he began to pump his cock in and out of her dripping wet pussy.

      

                  I bit my lip as my climax started to build. But I didn’t want to come yet.  So I removed my fingers and rocked my hips forward, pressing my hot, wet pussy against the cold tile floor to cool it down.  But it only made me want to come more.

      

                  I flattened my palms against the tile and felt the aching desire sweep through me as Dylan pumped in and out of Harper.  But before Dylan could come a second time, Harper pressed a hand to his chest.  He sat up and she sat up with him, until she was straddling him on the sofa.  She began to ride his cock, her full tits bouncing with each motion.  Dylan looked up at her in awe and palmed her tits as she rode him like I never had.

      

                  My own body was on fire, the tile no longer cooling it at all.  So I crawled over, on my hands and knees, to get a better view of his dick disappearing inside her.

      

                  I wondered if I’d ever be able to fuck him again without seeing this image.  I hoped not.  I wanted to always picture Harper riding him like this.  I wanted to always come on my boyfriend’s cock with this image in mind.

      

                  I shifted to my knees and leaned forward. I spread Harper’s ass cheeks and pressed my tongue to her tight little hole.  She whimpered as she rocked her hips, grinding against my boyfriend’s pelvis.  She pushed her ass out toward me, urging me to keep going.  I slipped my tongue just inside her ass and she moaned.  I loved making her moan and whimper like that.

      

                  “I’m going to come,” she warned as her hips grinded slower and more deliberately.  I tongued her tight little asshole until her whole body was shaking.  Then I pulled back and wiped my lips, hoping I made her climax more intense.

      

                  Dylan pulled Harper off of him and bent her over the couch.  He got behind her and slipped his cock inside again. He was faster and more forceful this time, almost making Harper tear up from the intensity.  But she moaned as if she liked it.

      

                  Dylan grabbed her ass in his hands and slammed hard against her until he was crying out.  He never stopped to use a condom.  He never stopped to pull out.  He just kept pounding and pounding until his hot load had filled her completely.  I wondered if he would get her pregnant.  The idea thrilled me even though I knew it shouldn’t.

      

                  Dylan pulled back and I watched his cum drip from Harper’s puffy pussy and down her thigh.  I pressed my tongue to her thing, licking up every spare drop of cum he left behind.  I slipped my tongue inside her pussy, cleaning everywhere I could reach.  Finally, Harper pulled her hips away and smiled.  “Now, it’s your turn, Ella.”

      

                  “What do you mean?” I asked, but she never answered.  She only climbed down to the floor to meet me.  She kissed me long and hard, running her hands over my breasts.  I ran my hands over her breasts too, feeling the fire build between my legs again.

      

                  Harper laid me back against the tile and crawled between my legs.  She pressed her hot tongue to my slit and dragged it up and down.  Each time it touched my clit, a spark shot through my entire body, making me jolt underneath her.

      

                  She kept licking and teasing me, making me writhe and twist underneath her.  I gripped her hair in my hands and looked down at her.  She was beautiful, and she was about to make me come.  We’d never done any of this before, but I never wanted to stop.  I wanted to feel her mouth on me every day from now on.

      

                  I wrapped my legs around her shoulders and rocked my hips.  Dylan dropped to his knees beside me and massaged my tits.  He leaned down to kiss me as Harper sucked on my clit.  That’s when I lost it.  Feeling Dylan’s tongue in my mouth and Harper’s tongue on my pussy made my head spin.  I wrapped my arms around Dylan for support and he wrapped his arms around me too.

      

                  Then I broke from Dylan’s kiss to watch Harper suck while I came.  I shook like an earthquake, losing more control than I ever had.  By the time I’d finished, I was completely breathless.  I collapsed against the tile and Harper and Dylan just smiled at me.

      

                  “Well, Ella, you let me have your man.  Did you still want those fake tits?”

      

                  “Wait, is that what this was about?” asked Dylan.  “You mean we aren’t going to do this all the time now?”

      

                  “That depends,” said Harper, “on what Ella wants to do.”

      

                  “I don’t ever want to stop,” I told her.  “I don’t ever want to go back to the way things were.”

      

                  “And the boob job?” she asked.

      

                  “If you think my tits are perfect,” I said, “then I do too.  I don’t even want new tits anymore.”

      

                  She crawled over me and gave me a kiss.  “There’s my good girl,” she said, and I knew then that our relationship had changed forever.
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