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      The call came in the middle of a meeting.  My husband – a professional football player – had a serious injury during practice.  “Is he alright?” I asked while I chewed on my nails and paced the hallway.

                   “He’ll be okay,” said the assistant. His team had so many it was impossible to keep track of who was doing which job at what time.  “Unfortunately, he won’t be playing for the rest of the season.  He’ll probably be confined to wheel chairs and crutches for the next few months as well.”

                   Great.  Just great.  As if my love life wasn’t suffering enough.  Between practices and my job and the constant travel that Tyler had to take, we barely saw each other anymore.  Now we’d see more of each other, but he’d hardly be able to do anything.  Marrying my high school sweetheart was nothing like I’d expected it to be.

                   I thought back to when we were eighteen and in love.  Everyone acted as if I’d won the biggest trophy.  Tyler was the star quarterback back then and I was the head cheerleader.  I’d somehow imagined a different life for us than where we were now.

                   Now, I was stuck in a marketing position while he lived the glamorous sports life.  And I’d been aware he’d been noticing other women, too.  I wondered if he’d ever pursued any of them.  Especially the ones that were far more attractive than me.

                   “Thank you,” I told his assistant and hung up.  He’d be dropped off in an hour and I needed to be home for him.  At least, I thought I needed to be there.  Because as it turns out, they’d decided to send someone home with him.  A physical therapist.  An attractive physical therapist.

                   I grit my teeth at the door while I watched her help him out of the car.  Once he was in his wheelchair with her behind the handlebars, the black sedan that delivered them peeled out of the driveway and headed back.

                   Neither of them had even noticed me standing there.  Tyler was too busy looking up the length of his physical therapist’s torso, and she leaned down to whisper something in his ear.  Her long, blond hair draped around them like a curtain, and I wondered if he’d noticed how low cut her shirt was.  I certainly did.

                   I cleared my throat and the two of them looked at me.  “Oh, hey honey,” said Tyler, unfazed by my irritation.  If he wasn’t so beautiful it’d be hard to forgive him as much as I did.  His jaw was sharp and angular and his dark hair fell perfectly into his crystal blue eyes.  His skin was tan and glistened even when he was perfectly clean.

                   If he ever failed at sports, he could take up a position as a male model.

                   “This is Brittany,” he said, introducing me.  “Brittany, this is my wife, Jenna.”

                   She extended a slender hand over my husband’s shoulder and I reluctantly took it in mine.  “Nice to meet you,” she said in a high enough pitch that dogs could hear it.

                   “Likewise,” I lied.  Despite my agitation, my body tingled at the sight of her.  Her white top was tight and her dark shorts barely covered an inch of her thigh.  I tried to keep my eyes on her face, but it was difficult not to let them wander.

                   It made sense that a physical therapist should be in good shape, but was it a requirement that they have a full rack too?  “Would you like something to drink?” I asked her while making way for the two of them to step inside.

                   “A water would be good,” she said.

                   I disappeared to the kitchen while she set Tyler up on the sofa.  “So,” I said when I returned with her water.  “How long will you be here?”

                   “Oh,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ear.  I noticed five piercings in one lobe and wondered how her earrings didn’t get caught on one another.  “I’ve been assigned to your husband for the next six months.  I’ll be here from nine a.m. to nine p.m.  Your life won’t have to change one bit.” Her smile wrinkled her nose and my gut twisted in response.

                   Twelve hours a day for the next six months.  There was no way Tyler would be able to resist her by the end of it.  It had my legs shifting and an uncomfortable sensation built between my thighs.  Was I attracted to her?  I brushed the thought away.

                   The only consolation was that Tyler would be pretty useless in his lower half.  I’m sure he’d still get hard, but Brittany would have to do all the work if she wanted to seduce him.  Not that she didn’t have the stamina for that kind of thing.  Her toned legs weren’t the result of some lazy couch surfer.

                   “You really don’t need to spend that much time here,” I said.  “We’ll get by.”

                   Tyler glared at me like I was some rebellious child.  “Jenna, you have your own job to do.  You can’t be worried about my well-being all day.  Besides, this is part of being on a professional team.  Brittany is already bought and paid for.”

                   You can say that again, I thought.

                   “I just don’t want to put her out,” I said, folding my arms across my chest.  I felt insecure about how small I was there and how little lift there was.  I wondered what it would be like to have a body like Brittany’s.  To spend all day with professional athletes while they ogled your figure.  It sure must beat working in a marketing firm all day hiding in a dark suit.

                   “Please, Jenna,” said Brittany.  She walked toward me and touched my arm.  Her eyes were kind, but confident.  “It’s my job.  I’ll take good care of your husband.”

                   She winked and my stomach flipped.  Why did she wink?  What was she hiding under her façade of caring?  I looked at Tyler who’d already turned on the television and zoned out of our conversation.

                   Brittany’s hand lingered on my arm and I stared at it.  Her fingernails were painted bright pink and they had little gems on each one.  How could she possibly get her therapy done with nails like those?

                   “Why don’t you go back to work, or relax upstairs?” she asked.  “I’ve got it from here.”

                   She smiled and winked again.

                   “I bet you do,” I said.
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      I went upstairs and started a bath.  My body tingled all over and I felt incredibly hot, but a bath sounded good nonetheless.  I needed to relax my nerves.  My imagination had run wild since Brittany had entered the picture.

                   Her figure was perfect.  So perfect I found myself wondering what her skin tasted like.  I slipped my naked body into the hot water and felt the slick pool building between my thighs.  I pressed my fingers to my clit and circled.

                   I wondered what her nipples looked like and how they’d feel between my lips.  God, why did I want to suck on her breasts like some horny schoolgirl?

                   I slid my finger inside my pussy and gasped.  I imagined her riding my husband with her full, bare chest bouncing in front of his face.  He’d be helpless to fight her.  Sure, he could pull her off with his arms.  But with his injury he’d be a sitting duck.  She could keep climbing over his lap and sliding his big, thick cock between her thighs.

                   I circled faster.  I pulled on my nipples and bit my lip.  My body quivered in the hot water as I played.  Did I want her to take him?  I knew it was the last image I should want to come to, but I couldn’t help it.  There was something about Brittany that was different than any other girl.

                   I remembered her wink.  Twice.  What did it mean?

                   I circled my fingers faster, sliding them in and out between my swollen lips.  It felt so good to touch myself.  More so than usual.  Something about Brittany with my husband made everything feel more intense.  Because I shouldn’t want it.  But I did.  I wanted it more than any wife should want.

                   I told myself it was just a fantasy.  That I didn’t really want to see Brittany take my husband.  And in the bath tub, alone, I could pretend that was true.  So I circled and played, while I imagined her riding my husband’s thick cock.  Her soft, pink lips parting with a moan.  Her breasts swaying as she rocked her hips.

                   My body shook as I came and I wondered if her body shook the same way.  I wanted to see her completely surrender to pleasure.  I wanted to see her lose herself to the sensation of my husband’s dick.  It was thick and long, and difficult for any woman to handle.

                   But I bet someone like Brittany could.

                   I got out of the bath with the icky realization that I was still curious.  Despite just having relieved myself, my body still tingled at the thought of them.  I wrapped myself in a towel and cracked the bathroom door.  I tip toed to the bedroom door and cracked that open slowly too.

                   Then I listened.

                   But nothing happened.  They had small talk for a few minutes and then silence.  My mind ran wild with ideas of what was happening in the silence, but when I returned downstairs Brittany wasn’t anywhere near Tyler.  In fact, she was in the kitchen straightening things up.

                   “What are you doing?” I asked, looking down at my outfit to make sure I looked presentable.  I’d put on a pair of leggings and a tight blouse to try and compete with the beauty that was taking care of my husband.

                   “Just some dishes,” she said.  “I thought I’d help out while I’m here.”

                   “You really don’t have to-“

                   “Jenna,” said Tyler.  “For Christ’s sake, let the girl do her job.”

                   “I am,” I said.  “It’s just weird to have someone clean up after us.”

                   “I don’t mind,” said Brittany with a smile that sent a shiver down my spine.  I couldn’t help feeling like she had some kind of personal agenda.  But I couldn’t for the life of me figure out what it could be.  After all, she wasn’t doting on my husband the way I’d expected.

                   Then I realized she’d probably wait until I wasn’t home to do something like that.  Of course she wouldn’t hit on him while I’m upstairs in the bath.  I needed to take off work and secretly spy on them.  Then maybe I’d get some answers.

                   But how could I take off work without them knowing?  I settled on the easier solution.  I bought a hidden camera system the next day.  I waited until Brittany went home and Tyler was asleep and installed the setup in every room.  The living room.  The kitchen.  The bedroom.

                   If they were up to something while I was at work, I’d know.  Unfortunately, the anticipation made me very unproductive.

                   “Jenna?” asked my boss in a meeting.  “Is everything okay?  You aren’t pitching as much today as you usually would.”

                   “Oh yeah,” I said.  “Everything’s fine.  My husband, you know, has an injury.  I guess it’s taken up some of my mental energy.”

                   Everyone in the room nodded in agreement.  But I’d lied.  His injury wasn’t what was distracting me.  It was the cute little thing at his side day in and day out.  It was the wondering what happened when he needed a shower.  Did she help him clean himself?  Did she bathe him?

                   How could a wife get any work done when she was busy thinking about some little minx’s hands on her husband’s skin?  Had they kissed yet?  If not, did they want to?

                   My cheeks flushed with heat and I excused myself from the meeting.  I pulled my phone from my purse and headed to the nearest bathroom.  I slipped into a stall and locked the door.

                   I pulled up the hidden camera app on my phone and searched through the different rooms of the house.  The bedroom was empty. Good, I thought, breathing a sigh of relief.  But I couldn’t deny the hint of disappointment I felt.

                   Did I want to see them together?  No wife should want that…

                   I checked the kitchen.  It sparkled like we had a live in maid.  I guess we kind of did.  My heart raced as I searched every room in the house for them but kept coming up empty.  I searched the living room.  Nothing.

                   Then, in the corner of the frame, I noticed the front door swing open.  In rolled Tyler with Brittany behind him.  They’d gone somewhere, but I didn’t know where.  Out to eat?  Did they go for a stroll?

                   I couldn’t help but think that they were enjoying each other’s company a little too much.  They rolled into the living room and she helped him to the sofa. She fluffed a pillow before placing it behind his back.  She was tender, but I noticed the way she leaned over him.  Like she was trying to give him a better view of her figure.

                   My body flushed with heat and I pressed my back to the side of the stall.  For a moment, she glanced in the direction of the camera and my heart stopped.  I didn’t breathe again until she’d returned to making sure my husband was comfortable.

                   She sat beside him on the sofa and I waited for her to turn on the television or grab him something to drink.  But she didn’t.  She stayed beside him while they talked.  She looked at him like she wanted something, and I had a small inkling of what that was.

                   I shifted my legs and listened for any newcomers in the bathroom, but I was alone.  I fixed my eyes on the screen of my cellphone and waited for something to happen.  But they just talked.  They sat close, maybe too close, but nothing strange was happening.  I felt like I was going crazy.  Sweat formed at my brow and I wiped it away.  I ran a hand through my mousy hair and exhaled.

                   Get a grip, I told myself.  Brittany is professional.  She’s not going to do anything with my husband.  She’s there to take care of him, that’s it.  To make sure he’s comfortable.

                   I chewed on my lip and chastised myself.  Why was Brittany’s presence driving me so crazy?  Had I become do depraved as to expect – and perhaps want – my husband to cheat?  I blew out a long exhale.  My back was tense and I was full of stress.  This has to stop.  You’re going to go mad.

                   I pulled my phone back up to close out the app and get back to work.  I wanted to be done with this delusion once and for all.

                   But that’s when I saw that Brittany’s position had shifted.  She was leaned over my husband with her lips pressed to his.

                   Shit.
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      I leaned my back against the stall and watched her roam her hands over my husband’s body.  He helped her remove her tight blouse and I saw her gorgeous breasts for the first time, covered only by a thin lacy bra.  My mouth watered at the sight and I wondered what was wrong with me.

                   My clit sparked as she lowered to the floor, between my husband’s legs.  Her fingers worked at his jeans, slowly pulling them down his hips and thighs.  I unzipped my pencil skirt and slid my hand inside my panties.  They were already soaked – I’d been too distraught to notice.

                   My fingers slid against my throbbing clit and warm waves swept over my body.  Brittany pulled my husband’s briefs down just enough to expose his thick cock.  His eyes were wide and wild.  Like he knew he shouldn’t be doing this.  He knew it was cheating.  But he couldn’t help himself.

                   It’s okay, I thought, eager to see her take his cock into her mouth.  I couldn’t reconcile why I wanted this, but I did.  I wanted to see her soft pink lips wrap around the thick head of his shaft.  They finally did.  She sucked in her cheeks and swallowed him down, sending a chill down my spine.

                   Fuck she’s good, I thought as I watched her head bob up and down over my husband’s lap.  I circled my clit furiously.  I slid my fingers inside my slick folds and tried to hold back a moan.  When I was sure I was still alone, I let a small one escape.  I couldn’t help myself.  I’d become a deviant, but I loved every sensation.

                   Tyler slid his hands through her hair and forced her down on his lap.  She took him in deeper, nearly choking on his cock.  Fuck.  Yeah, just like that.  My fingers worked tirelessly to bring me relief, but I couldn’t come until he did.  My body was waiting for it.

                   Brittany slid her tongue along the underside of my husband’s cock and I saw it twitch.  His abs flexed and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he shot his load.  She stroked his cock and leaned back, pointing the tip of his shaft toward her face.

                   There’s no fucking way, I thought.  What if I was about to walk in?  What if I came home early?

                   As Tyler groaned and shot his load over Brittany’s beautiful face, I brought myself to orgasm.  It ripped through me like a violent storm and my body burned like a roaring fire.  Brittany sat smiling, covered in my husband’s hot, sticky come.

                   And I was delirious and out of breath from watching the whole thing.
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      I started to wonder who I’d become.  What kind of wife watches their husband do something like that?  What kind of marriage did we have?  It was enough to drive a girl crazy.

                   Then there was Brittany.  A perfectly attractive, supposedly professional physical therapist. Apparently blow jobs were part of her therapy sessions.  I wondered how long this had been going on.  Did they do something like this every day while I was at work?  How many times a day had they done it?

                   I remembered the look in my husband’s eyes…wild and afraid.  Maybe it’d been the only time.  Maybe it’d been the only time he’d ever cheated.  A smile spread from cheek to cheek as that possibility hit me. I thought for certain he’d have cheated by now, but maybe that was all in my head.

                   If he was going to be with another woman, I definitely wanted it to be someone like Brittany.  Even if she was a threat to our marriage.  Even if she was prettier than me.  Even if she was better in bed than I was.  Even if she was a little arrogant.  All that winking.

                   I wondered if she planned to tell me.  It seemed like the kind of thing something like her would do.

                   I struggled to finish my work for the day before it was time to leave.  I rushed home quickly and met the two of them there.  They sat on the sofa like innocent friends.  But I could sense that Tyler was nervous.  Maybe it really had been the first time.

                   “How was your day?” he asked with eyes that looked everywhere but directly at me.

                   “It was eventful,” I said.

                   Brittany seemed to get the message.  Her eyes glistened and she smiled.  “Why don’t you and I have a chat in the kitchen?” she asked me.

                   “I’d love to,” I said.

                   I followed her into the kitchen and folded my arms across my chest.  But I didn’t tell her my secret.  Not yet.  I wanted her to make her move, and I was anxious to learn just which move she had intended to make.

                   “Did you enjoy our little show?” she asked.

                   My eyes widened.  I hadn’t expected bluntness.  “What are you talking about?”

                   “Oh don’t give me that,” she said.  “I found your little cameras.  I can’t believe you were trying to spy on us.”

                   “How did you find them?”

                   “I heard a whirring sound and when I looked for it, I found the one you’d hidden in the bedroom.  I continued to look through the rest of the house until I’d found the others.  You are a troublemaker, Mrs. Jenna.”

                   “I am the troublemaker?” I asked, pointing at my chest.  “What about you?  It is not in your job description to win over my husband like that.”

                   “I only did it because I knew you’d be watching,” she said.

                   My heart fluttered.  I took it as a compliment even though I knew I shouldn’t have.  What on earth was wrong with me?  With her?

                   “You liked it, didn’t you?  Watching me with your husband.  Watching the way I caressed him.  I bet you touched yourself while you watched.  Where did you slip off to so that no one could see?”

                   I swallowed and my cheeks burned with heat.

                   “I bet you slipped off to the bathroom.  I bet you tried to stifle your moans but couldn’t.  I bet you wouldn’t have been able to stop yourself even if someone had come in.”

                   “You don’t know anything about me,” I shot back.

                   “But I do,” she said.  “I’ve talked to Tyler for a few days now.  Between that and what I see of you each evening, I’ve learned plenty.  I know your love life is on the rocks.  I know that Tyler looks at every piece of ass that graces his presence.  I know that your cheeks turn bright red any time I’m nearby.”  She stepped closer to me and touched my arm.  “I know your pulse quickens when I touch you.”

                   I pulled my arm away and walked across the kitchen.  “Who do you think you are?  You think you can just waltz into my home and destroy my marriage?  I could report you.”

                   “You could,” she said.  “But you won’t.  You won’t because you know I won’t destroy your marriage.  In fact, I’ll make it better.  Both of you would be better with me around.  Both of you will be more satisfied.”

                   She followed me across the room until she had my back pinned to the cabinets.  “You’re wrong,” I said, feeling my gut turn at how weak my lie sounded.  “I don’t need you to fix my marriage.”

                   Her lips crashed into mine and I couldn’t pull away.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth and her hands caressed my breasts.  My nipples hardened through my blouse against her palms and my breath became shallow.

                   “Why don’t you start being honest with yourself,” she said.  She took my hand and pulled me back into the living room.  “Now, take a seat.”

                   I sat in the chair beside the couch and Tyler looked between us with worry in his eyes.  “What’s going on, Brittany?”

                   “Will you tell him or should I?” she asked.

                   Tyler glanced at me and I swallowed hard.  “I put cameras all over the house.  I know that Brittany sucked your cock earlier.”

                   His face turned red.  “Fuck.  Honey, I’m so sorry – it’ll never happen again –“

                   Brittany held up her hand.  “She left out something important,” she said.  “She watched the whole thing and teased her little clit to the sight.  And now…” She walked over to my husband and straddled his lap while removing her tight shirt.  “Now, she’s going to watch me fuck you like you’ve never been fucked.”

                   I shifted in my seat and felt that my panties were soaking wet again.  Tyler looked at me, but I didn’t tell him to stop.  I couldn’t.  The curiosity and the desire were too strong.  I knew I shouldn’t let it happen, but I couldn’t help myself.

                   Brittany stood up and removed her shorts.  Her thong matched her lacy bra, but she didn’t keep them on for long.  She stood before Tyler naked and I’d never seen a more beautiful body in my life.  She was toned from head to toe with a curvy little ass and full breasts.  She turned to face me and I could see her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.

                   “See this pussy?  It’s going to come all over your husband’s cock.  And he’s going to come deep inside of me.”

                   “Fuck,” I breathed as she turned to face Tyler.  Tyler couldn’t take his eyes off her.  She straddled his lap and worked at his jeans until she was able to pull his cock free.  It was rock hard again, eager to slip inside Brittany’s tight pussy.

                   She directed the tip to her slit and lowered her hips down.  Tyler groaned and gripped her hips. She rocked back and forth, her breasts swaying above his face.  He licked his lips and latched his mouth onto one of her nipples.  She held him to her chest while she rode his dick.  Harder and faster.

                   My pussy ached.  I couldn’t believe I was watching my husband’s cock slide into another woman’s pussy.  It felt so wrong and I knew I should put an end to it.  But I didn’t.  My body tingled and ached for more.  I pressed my fingers between my legs and massaged my aching clit through my clothes.

                   Brittany quivered above my husband and let out a moan.  “I’m coming,” she warned.  She rode his dick faster until Tyler groaned in unison.  He gripped her waist tight as he shot his load deep inside her.

                   She pulled off him and his come trickled down her thigh.  “He’ll never be the same now,” she said.  “Now he’ll always need me.  You’ll always need me too.”

                   “I already do,” I told her, working my fingers faster.

                   “Show me,” she said.

                   I massaged myself until I came too.  Brittany smiled and dressed herself.  Tyler looked at me with concern, but I waved it off.

                   “There’s no going back now,” I told him.  He didn’t argue.  I knew there was nothing to argue with.

                   Brittany had changed our lives forever, and we needed her to make our connection deeper.  Brittany still had most of her six months left with my husband and I knew the three of us would use them to our advantage.

                   The only thing left was to figure out how to get her to stay after.  But I had a feeling we gave Brittany just as much as she gave us.  Maybe she’d become a regular part of our love life.  Maybe we’d even open up our marriage to her.

                   For the next few months, I enjoyed myself more than I ever had when I was alone with Tyler.  I loved Tyler deeper than I had before, and I started to love Brittany too.  I only hoped we’d get our happily ever after – as unconventional as it may be.
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      “You’ve reached 102.5, The Buzz, and you are our one hundredth caller!”  My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to process I’d won.  I’d actually won.  I let out a squeal and jumped up and down, Penny jumping with me.

                   “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!” I called out, my eyes threatening to pop out of my head.

                   “We’re going to send you over to Julie.  Give her your address and the tickets to Saturday’s concert are yours!”

                   I gave Julie my address while Penny held my free hand in hers.  I didn’t realize how tight she was squeezing it until I’d hung up the phone.

                   “VIP tickets backstage passes to see Flounder and the sexy lead singer, Matthew!”  I squealed.  I couldn’t believe it.  Penny wrapped me in her arms and I could feel her heart racing just as fast as mine.

                   “So, Jennifer, who are you going to take?” she asked when she pulled back.

                   “You of course!”

                   She laughed.  “You better have said me.”  Her smile was vibrant and her cherry red hair bounced in her ponytail.

                   “I can’t wait.  I’m going to get to meet Matthew!  What should I wear?”

                   “Something sexy,” she said with a twinkle in her eye.  “What about that red dress you have?  With the horizontal slits across it?”

                   “You don’t think that’s too much?”

                   “Please,” she said, brushing away my concern with a wave of her hand.  “It’s tight.  It’s sexy.  It shows skin.  And it’s so rock and roll.”

                   “Okay, you’ve convinced me,” I said through a smile that was already starting to hurt my cheeks.  I ran up to my closet and pulled out the red dress.  I hung it on the back of the closet door and stepped back.  “I’ll look at this dress every day until Saturday to remind myself of how freaking lucky I am!”

                   ---

                   Saturday came and I stared at my tickets like they were made of magic.  I’d put on my dress and made sure I didn’t leave the house until my parents were gone.  If my mom ever found out I owned something like that, she’d freak out.

                   I got in my car and headed over to Penny’s place with the tickets in my purse.  I adjusted my makeup a hundred or more times, hoping it would last through the concert.  I fluffed up my shoulder-length blond hair and shifted the top of my dress so my breasts didn’t spill out.  It was tight and I had a full chest, but it hugged my curves just right.

                   Penny rushed out of her front door and met me in the car.  “Oh my god.  You look fabulous!  Matthew is going to want to take you on the road with him.”

                   “You think so?” I asked, knowing full well it was only a fantasy.

                   “I know it.  He’s not going to be able to take his eyes off of you.  Especially because you’ve got that sweet, eighteen-year-old energy.  You’ll be like fresh meat to a guy like that.”

                   “Oh please,” I said.  “Guys don’t really care about things like that.”

                   “Sure they do,” she teased.  For a moment her eyes softened and she swallowed.  It made my body tremble beside her.

                   “Well, let’s hit the road.  I don’t want to be late!”

                   I started the car and pulled out of the driveway.  My heart pounded louder than ever.

                   ---

                   As we walked through the gates of the concert venue, I felt everyone’s eyes on me.  Girls looked at me with pursed lips.  Men looked at me like I was a treat for them.  My legs were shaky and my knees weak.  I wondered if Matthew could really look at me like that too.

                   Of course, I knew that wasn’t the case.  He was famous and probably used to being around hotter women than me.  And besides that, I was one of his biggest fans.  I knew that he was in a relationship with his band manager, Rayanne.  In fact, I’d probably have to see her tonight too.  I’d have to see her and think about how lucky she was to be with a guy like Matthew.

                   Penny and I showed ten different people our passes in order to finally get backstage.  It was surprisingly just as crowded behind the curtain as in front.  Techies moving back and forth.  Organizers.  People with headsets and clipboards running around like there was a fire.

                   But finally, people were too busy to look at me like some sexual meal.  I took Penny’s hand as we waited backstage with the perfect view of the crowd outside.

                   “This is so exciting,” I said, feeling chills crawl over my entire body.  I couldn’t believe I was really here.  That any of this was really happening.

                   “I know!” she cried, her wide green eyes scanning her surroundings.

                   The instruments were set up on stage and people in black tested the equipment.  They came backstage again and that’s when I saw the band heading toward us.

                   Matthew was more muscular in person.  His dark hair fell into his dark eyes and his jaw was chiseled.  His clothes were tattered and I felt better about wearing a slashed dress.  As he brushed past us, his eyes met mine and then his gaze traveled down the length of my body.  He winked and smiled a perfect smile that had my legs quivering.

                   “Oh. My. God,” said Penny.  “Did he just wink at you?  And did you see the way he ogled you?  Christ, this whole experience is going to give me a heart attack.”

                   I was just about to take a breath when Rayanne showed up behind the other band members and rushed up to Matthew.  She kissed him long and hard.  Her dark, wavy hair fell down to the middle of her leather jacket.  Her jeans were tattered just like Matthew’s and my stomach flipped at how passionate their kiss was.  While everyone was watching.

                   “Good luck and kick ass,” she said.

                   I chewed my lip and felt myself shrink into the comfort of the shadows.  But just before Matthew went on stage, he looked over Rayanne’s shoulder at me.  Me.  And then he winked again.

                   The band filed onto the stage and Rayanne turned slowly to me.  She cocked her brow and swept her eyes over my body.  She walked toward us slowly and her breasts swayed under her low cut black tee.  My eyes glimpsed at her cleavage for a moment before quickly returning to her face.

                   She smiled as she approached, her eyes flicking between me and Penny.  “You two must be the lucky radio winners,” she said.

                   “Yes, we are,” said Penny, unaware of the tension sitting between me and Rayanne.

                   “Pretty little things,” she said.  “Is this your first concert?”

                   “First time backstage,” said Penny.

                   I was grateful that Penny was able to respond, because my throat was tight and my mouth was dry.  I stared at Rayanne as she spoke with Penny and adrenaline raced through my veins.

                   The music started up and Rayanne dismissed herself.  “Well, I won’t distract you two from the show. Enjoy yourselves.  I’ll see you guys for the meet and greet after.”  She leaned in close enough that her breath tickled my ear.  “This spot will give you a great view of his ass.”

                   She pulled back with a wink and my gut churned.  She spun on her heel and left the area.  “What did she say to you?” asked Penny.

                   “Nothing,” I said.  “Just to enjoy the show.”

                   Penny shrugged and then we both squealed as we watched our favorite band play.  But my mind frequently kept bouncing between Matthew’s ass and Rayanne’s words.  Did she want me looking at him like that?  Did she enjoy holding it over other women that she was dating the lead singer?

                   Whatever it was, I wasn’t going to let it ruin the night.  I was finally backstage and soon I would be meeting Matthew in person.  With words.  And maybe light touching.

                   I had no idea how much more was to come.
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      The concert was amazing.  I felt the music pulsing through my body.  The crowd was full of energy; screaming and dancing.  Showing their love for my favorite band.  I felt like I could die then and die happily.

                   The band played two encores before calling the show and returning backstage.  Matthew didn’t look at me this time, and instead disappeared around the corner.  I felt a pang of disappointment at that, but tried to keep my feet on the ground.

                   He’s a celebrity.  A big musician.  He has a girlfriend.  A sexy girlfriend at that.  There’s no way I could compare to a girl like Rayanne.  She had just the right amount of edge while still being flirty.  Her figure was perfect, the kind of figure I could only dream of attaining.  The kind of figure you needed good genetics for.

                   Just as my thoughts about her beauty were starting to fade, she showed up.  “You girls ready to go meet the band?”

                   Penny and I looked at each other with wide smiles and nodded.  “Yes, yes, yes!” we both shouted.  Rayanne reached out her hand I took it.  Warmth spread through me at her touch.  Like she was a mother leading the way.

                   I didn’t know why she’d taken my hand, but I felt proud of it for some reason.  Proud that maybe some part of her liked me.

                   We rounded the corner and walked down a long hallway.  At the end was an open door with shifting red and blue lights.  We stepped inside and caught saw the band lounging on two chairs and a sofa.  They had just sparked up and the room quickly filled with smoke.

                   “They like to unwind,” said Rayanne.  “I hope that’s not an issue for you.”

                   “Not at all,” I said, and Penny agreed.

                   “Guys, these are the contest winners.  Go on girls, tell them your names.”

                   Penny went first and I followed.  “Jennifer,” I finally said.

                   Matthew leaned back against the sofa and smiled.  “I love those names,” he said.  “They suit you two.”

                   Penny squeezed my hand so tight I thought it might break.  I shared her enthusiasm.

                   “Why don’t you two take a seat,” said Rayanne, pointing to two empty chairs.  We slid into them and I tried to keep my cool.  We spoke to the band for half an hour about touring, their favorite movies, and how they met.  Every single one of the guys was relaxed and less of a diva than I’d expect.

                   Matthew’s eyes barely left mine the entire time, and my panties were soaking wet because of it.  His gaze ate me up and Rayanne looked at me a similar way.  Rayanne and Matthew finally glanced at each other and seemed to communicate something with their eyes.

                   Matthew smiled and Rayanne nodded.  Suddenly Matthew stood and reached out his hand.  “Want to tour the bus?” he asked me.  I looked at Penny who nodded with a smile.

                   “I’ll be okay,” she said.  “Go have fun.”

                   “Only if you’re sure,” I insisted, afraid to leave her alone.

                   “I’m sure,” she said.  “I’m tough.  I can handle myself.”

                   I smiled and wrapped my arms around her before standing.  I took Matthew’s strong, thick hand and my heart fluttered as his fingers laced through mine.  He led me out of the room and down the long hallway again.

                   “You’re very pretty,” he said, squeezing my hand tighter.  “I hope you know that.”

                   My cheeks burned up and I tucked my hair behind my ear.  “I don’t think I’m ugly or anything,” I said.  “But I think Rayanne is gorgeous.  And she’s very lucky.”

                   He chuckled and slid his thick arm around my waist.  “I knew you were something special,” he said.  “What do you think of Rayanne?  Does she interest you?”

                   “How do you mean?” I asked.

                   “Do you like her?”

                   “Physically? Or her personality?”

                   “Both,” he said with a smile.  “Either.”

                   “Yes to both,” I said.  “Though she’s a little intimidating.”

                   He bellowed a laugh.  “She most certainly can be, that’s true.  She’s got a nice fire to her.”

                   “You must love that sort of thing,” I said as we reached the doors of the bus.  He turned to face me and brushed his thumb along my cheek, making my stomach flip.

                   “I do,” he said.  “But I also love young, innocent things like yourself.  Tell me, have you ever been fucked before?”

                   I gasped at his question and took a step back.  I shook my head and felt embarrassed.  I wished I had.  I would’ve loved to give Matthew something to enjoy.

                   “Would you like to be?”

                   My eyes lifted to his and I bit my lip.  “By you?”

                   He folded his arms across his chest and leaned against the doors of the bus.  “Who else?”

                   “I…I wouldn’t know what to do.  I don’t think I’d be that good.”

                   “That’s the part that would be fun for me,” he teased.  “You can say no, by the way.  You won’t hurt my feelings.”

                   But he was wrong.  I couldn’t turn down an invitation like that and live with myself afterward.  I nodded and stepped toward him, placing my hands on his chest.  “I’d love for you to…fuck…me,” I said in a low whisper.

                   Matthew growled and then gripped my waist.  He pulled me into his body and I felt his long, thick erection press against my stomach.  I gasped as his lips latched onto mine, sucking my tongue into his mouth.  He was fierce and forceful.  And my pussy ached for him.

                   “Come inside,” he said in a low, demanding voice.  He pushed open the doors and led me up the stairs.  Just as he was closing them Rayanne stopped them with her hand.  My stomach sank at the sight of her.

                   I guess our plans were off now.

                   “Rayanne,” said Matthew with only a hint of surprise.  “What are you doing here?”

                   She climbed the step with a crooked smile.  “I want to see this one,” she said, her eyes fixed on me as if I might disappear.

                   “Careful,” he said.  “If you come on too strong she’ll say no.  She says she’s a virgin.”

                   Rayanne licked her lips and stepped closer to us.  “Even better.”
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      Rayanne pressed her body tight to me, pressing me up against the kitchenette in the band bus.  She slid her hand around my neck and gently held me in place.  My heart raced at her touch.  But her eyes made my pussy clench.  They swept over my face and down my body.

                   “You want this, don’t you?  I could tell you were different.  I want to watch Matthew fuck you.  I want to watch him take you for the first time.  I promise you it will be unforgettable.  But you have to tell me you want it.”

                   I stared hard into her eyes and took her free hand in mine.  I slid her hand between my thighs and up underneath my dress until her fingers brushed against my wet panties.  “I want it,” I squeaked.

                   Her fingers pushed up against the silk between my legs.  They pushed until they’d parted my lips and then they dragged up to my clit.  “Good girl,” she purred in my ear, while her fingers made me whimper.  “Now get on your knees for Matthew.  He’s going to let you taste his enormous cock.”

                   She removed her hands and my body felt cold and empty.  I dropped to my knees in front of Matthew and looked up at him.  “I’m ready,” I told him.

                   “Careful, Rayanne,” he told her.  “You’re going to knock the innocence right out of her.”

                   “She was never innocent,” she teased.  “She was flashing those bedroom eyes since the moment she stepped backstage.”

                   Matthew looked back at me and stroked his thumb along my cheek.  “Alright, pretty girl.  Just take what you can.”  He unzipped his frayed jeans and tugged them down with his briefs.  His cock was massive.  I’d watched porn and I’d never seen a cock so big.

                   “Fuck,” I gasped at the sight of it.

                   “That’s the idea,” said Rayanne with a smile.  She dropped to her knees beside me and reached for the top of my dress.  “Now, why don’t we give him something to look at while he fucks your pretty little mouth.”

                   In one sweep she tore my dress down my breasts until they fell out.  She reached for the strap of my bra and unhooked it.  It fell down my arms and to the floor, exposing my bare tits to both of them.

                   Rayanne leaned down and wrapped her lips around my hardened nipple, making me moan.  The second my lips parted, Matthew brought the tip of his cock to them.  He pushed in slowly as I gasped against his skin.  Rayanne’s tongue flicked against my nipple and her teeth bit down on the areola.

                   I whimpered as Matthew pushed his cock in deeper, gliding it along my tongue.  His dick was salty and firm.  It felt so wrong to have him in my mouth, much less while his girlfriend was sucking my breasts.  It felt so wrong losing my virginity this way.  But my body wanted it.  Craved it.  Needed it.

                   My clit sparked as I choked down Matthew’s cock.  My pussy ached as Rayanne’s fingers slid around my thigh and inched up my dress.  Her mouth stayed latched onto my breast while her fingers slipped inside my panties, brushing along the wet folds of my skin.

                   I reacted instinctively.  I arched my back and moaned against Matthew’s cock.  He slid his fingers in my hair and rocked his hips back and forth.  He groaned and leaned over me as he shoved himself in deeper.

                   Rayanne lifted her mouth to my ear and whispered, “Get ready to swallow.”

                   In seconds, my mouth was flooded with his hot, sticky come.  I gagged and sputtered trying to choke it all down.  It was intoxicating to be filled and used.  To be needed.  Desired.

                   I wanted more.  I wanted to feel him inside.  I wanted to taste Rayanne.  I turned to her with a come covered tongue and kissed her hard.  Her tongue explored my mouth, eager for every drop that lingered.  She gasped as we kissed.  Her hands gripped each side of my face.

                   She pulled back with wild eyes.  “Lay back.  I want to taste you.”

                   I nodded and lay down on the floor of the bus.  Matthew slid into a nearby seat and lightly stroked his cock while he watched.  Rayanne crawled between my legs, her eyes hungry with lust.  She inched my dress up to my hips and slid my panties to the side.

                   Her hands gripped my ankles and bent my knees up.  Her fingers pressed on my inner thighs, spreading them wide for her.  I felt so exposed, my bare pussy open wide for both of them.  Rayanne lowered her head between my legs and brushed her tongue along my slit.

                   My back arched and my fingers instinctively moved to her head.  I had to be sure it was real.  That was she real.  I blinked several times to make sure Matthew was real.  And when I was convinced I wasn’t dreaming, and when Rayanne’s tongue tickled my clit, I let out a cry of ecstasy.

                   “Fuck,” I moaned as a shiver crawled down my spine.  I shuddered and quivered under her.  Her fingers slid inside my pussy, curving up toward my stomach while her tongue flicked and played against my clit.

                   I writhed in pain and in pleasure.  I felt like a bomb waiting to explode.  The pressure built in my stomach, and my eyes met Matthew’s while he stroked his cock.  I couldn’t hold it back any longer.  I kept my eyes on his as my climax spread through me, ripping me open from the inside.

                   Rayanne lifted her mouth and smiled.  She climbed over me, taking a nipple into her mouth one at a time.  Then she kissed me hard.  “He’s going to be rough with you, but you’ll like it.  I want to hear you scream for more.”  I kissed her hard back and nodded.  “See?” she said to Matthew.  “Not so innocent.”

                   She swapped seats with Matthew as he climbed between my legs.  “I hope you’re not too sensitive,” he said, brushing his thumb along my clit.  I clenched my knees together and cried out.  Rayanne and Matthew laughed.  “Guess she still is.  I’ll be gentle at first.”

                   He pressed his thick, bulbous head to my slit and I gasped.  It felt enormous, like the head alone wouldn’t fit much less the length of him.  He leaned over me with one hand on either side of my body.  He kissed my neck, my collarbone, and my breasts.  He sucked a nipple into his mouth as he pushed his way inside.

                   I arched my back and wrapped my arms around his neck.  I let out a whimper as he split me open for him.  “Tell me to stop,” he said with eyes that looked like they were losing the will to stop.

                   “Don’t…stop,” I breathed, digging my fingers into his skin.

                   “Fuck,” he groaned as he pushed in deeper.  My pelvis felt like it was splitting in two by his huge cock.  I clenched my legs around his waist and screamed when he buried himself inside me.

                   “Don’t…stop,” I said again to reassure him.  He kissed me hard and my heart raced.  His lips were soft and inviting.  His cock was a raging monster tearing up every inch of me.  But his mouth was tender with a friendly tongue.

                   He slowly withdrew and the pain in my subsided.  He pushed in again, this time circling his thumb around my clit.  I screamed again, but the sensation had changed.  I felt waves of ecstasy following the pain.

                   I glanced over Matthew’s shoulder at Rayanne.  “I want to taste you too,” I told her.  Her eyes widened with surprise and her cheeks turned pink.  Then the familiar ferocity took its place and she moved toward us.

                   She unfastened her jeans and kicked them to the floor.  Her jacket got tossed over one seat.  She spread her legs over my face and I saw that her panties were soaking wet – just like mine had been.  Matthew sat up to give her room and I brought my fingers to her pussy, pulling her panties to the side.

                   “Isn’t she perfect?” Rayanne asked Matthew.

                   “The best we’ve ever had,” he agreed.

                   Pride swelled in my chest as Rayanne lowered her wet cunt to my mouth.  I sucked her in, flicking my tongue across her clit, remembering how she pleased me.  Matthew tore her shirt down underneath her breasts and palmed them while she rocked her hips above me.

                   “Fuck her hard,” she commanded him while she watched his cock slide in and out of me.  He leaned back, placing his hands on his hips while he gave her a good view of his cock.  I loved being filled by his giant cock, but I loved it more when Rayanne’s pussy rocked against my tongue.

                   I wanted to make her come.  I wanted to make Matthew come.  I wanted to be their perfect little plaything.

                   Matthew’s thumb circled my clit and I arched my back in response.  I gasped against Rayanne’s pussy and it sent her over the edge.  She moaned and gripped my breasts for support as she came against my mouth.  I felt her pussy pulse around me and her juices came spilling out.

                   I cried out as another climax built in my stomach.  Matthew fucked me harder and harder until he couldn’t hold back.  We came together, crying out in unison.  His hot come filled me deep.

                   “Fuck,” he sighed as he pulled out of me.  I felt his come drip to the floor.  Rayanne climbed off me and I curled onto my side.  My legs aching and shaking.  Rayanne lay behind me, wrapping her arms around me.

                   “You were wonderful,” she said.

                   “Too wonderful,” said Matthew.  “I’m not going to want to hit the road after this.”

                   “Me neither,” said Rayanne.  She brushed my hair with her fingers, pulling it away from my face.  “How would you like to join us on tour?”

                   I turned to her with a smile and kissed her.  “What about Penny?” I asked, remembering she’d been left alone with the other band members.

                   “She can tag along if she wants,” said Matthew.

                   “No,” I said.  “Our parents would never let us.  We may be adults, but they treat us like children.”

                   “I understand,” said Rayanne.  “I guess we’ll just have to book more concerts here in the future.”

                   “And maybe get a place out here when we’re not on tour,” said Matthew with a wink.

                   “I hope I get to see you guys again,” I said.

                   “You will,” said Rayanne.  “Don’t worry about that.”

                   The three of us got dressed and Rayanne helped me clean up.  I left the bus with an aching chest and a throbbing pussy.  I knew there wouldn’t be a day where I didn’t think about them.

                   As I stepped off the bus, Penny and the other band members were walking toward it.  “Oh my god!” cried Penny.  “Tell. Me. Everything.”

                   I turned toward the bus one last time and smiled.  “Okay,” I said.  “But you’re never going to believe it.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Sharing Him Babysitter

        

      

    
    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
      Emily sat in my living room on our long, white sofa.  She had her dainty legs crossed to hide the view that was waiting under her loose skirt.  She was a lady, after all.  Her soft, blond locks cascaded down her shoulders, framing her perfect, perky little breasts.  She seemed nervous.  Her chest was rising and falling.  Her blue eyes shifted around the room.  Her small hands were clasped in her lap, and her foot tapped wildly against the carpet.

                  “You have some great references,” I told her, trying to calm her nerves.

                  She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and a smile flickered on her pink lips.  “Thank you, Megan,” she said.  “I know I’m only eighteen, but I’ve been doing this for a while.”

                  I tapped my pencil against my notepad and leaned back in the matching white chair.  “I’ve already called a few of them.  Absolutely glowing reviews.”

                  She exhaled and another smile flickered.  “Yes, I do my best,” she said.  “Whatever you need, you’ll get it from me.”

                  Her words teased me.  I shifted my body in a way that pushed my breasts forward.  I didn’t know why.  I was married and looking for a sitter.  I’d never really been into girls.

                  At least not since college.

                  The thought brought back a flood of memories.  I smiled to myself as I thought about the parties and drunken nights.  Sometimes there was more than one girl.  But those were different times.  Now I had a responsibility to be mature.  Rational.  To exercise caution.

                  Risk-taking as a mother was a no-go.  Still, I pushed out my breasts and exhaled.  For a moment, I thought I caught her glancing at my chest.  Did her eyes linger down my torso to my crossed legs?  Was she hoping I’d uncross them and give her a little peek?

                  No, of course not.  She was just here for a job.  A perfectly innocent job, because she was a perfectly innocent young lady.  Her innocence was what drove me wild.  I wanted to corrupt her.  To train her.

                  Despite her many qualifications, I knew I couldn’t be trusted around her.  So I did the noble thing.  I turned her down for the job.  If I couldn’t keep my hands to myself, how could I expect Joe to?  The last thing we needed was a babysitter causing trouble for my family.

                  “You seem like a great candidate for the position,” I said.  “Unfortunately, we’re looking for someone a little older.  With more experience.”

                  The pout on her lips made my knees weak.  “Oh,” she said.  “Of course.  I understand.”

                  “I’m glad.  I wish you luck on your journey, though.”

                  She nodded and her lip trembled.  I hoped she wouldn’t cry.  I couldn’t handle knowing that I’d made her so upset.

                  She stood slowly and headed for the front door.  Before she reached it, she turned back and dug her heels into the floor.  “No,” she said.  “I’m a good babysitter.  I have great references.  And I’ve done this long enough to be considered experience.  I’m sorry, but I just won’t accept that as a reason to reject me.”

                  I cocked my brow and smiled.  She impressed me.  I hadn’t expected that ferocity out of a simple little lamb.  Her attempt at dominance made my panties wet.  Little did she know, she’d never be able to dominate me.  If anything, I’d be the one taking her on.

                  “I’m sorry, but it’s just the way I feel,” I said.  “I don’t believe you’d be a good fit for the job.”

                  She folded her arms across her chest and I imagined her small breasts pushed together.  My mouth watered at the thought.  “You’re going to have to give me a better reason,” she said.

                  “You want the real reason?” I asked, standing tall.  “You’re too attractive.  I’m worried my husband will desire you.”

                  The way her cheeks flushed pink made my breath hitch.  She was so pure.  So innocent.  I wondered if she was just as inexperienced in the bedroom.

                  “Oh,” she replied.  “I mean…I’d never, ever do anything with a client.  You don’t have to worry about that.”

                  “I don’t know,” I said.  “My husband is very handsome.  And he’s equally persuasive.  I’m afraid you’d find yourself in an uncomfortable situation and I just can’t have that on my conscience.”

                  “Please,” she said.  “You have the best paying gig in town.  The most reliable one.  I’d do anything to be considered for the position.”

                  “I just don’t know I you can handle it,” I said.  “The last thing we need is someone taking down our family name and dragging it through the mud.”

                  “I’m not that kind of girl,” she said.  “I’d never do something like that.”

                  “Good,” I said.  “Because I’d love to hire you.”

                  “I promise,” she said.  “I won’t do anything with your husband.  I’ve never even been with a man before…”  Her eyes shifted to the ground and she twisted her foot against the tile.

                  I bit my lip and let out a long exhale.  I wish she hadn’t told me that, because now I had to have her.

                  “You start tomorrow,” I said.

                  She left with a bright smile and rosy cheeks.  It took everything in me to keep from pinning her up against the wall at the last second and showing her how an experienced woman gets what she wants.
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      “Did you pick the Robertson girl?” asked Joe while he took a bite of his dinner.  I nodded and leaned back in my chair, dabbing the corners of my mouth with a napkin.

                  “I almost turned her down, but she convinced me at the last second.”

                  “Turned her down?  But she had the best references of the bunch.  I’ve heard so many great things about her.  Why on earth would you turn her down?”

                  I watched Joe’s face twist in confusion.  His thick brows pushing together underneath his dark hair.  His dark eyes glowing at me from across the table.  My gaze traveled down his sharp nose and angular jaw, landing on his full lips.

                  I felt like I was sending Emily into the lion’s den.  She wouldn’t last one day around my sexy husband.  “She’s very cute,” I told him.  “I didn’t know if she would be the best fit.”

                  He leaned back in his chair and laughed.  “Don’t tell me you were jealous!  You know I’d never do something like that.”

                  My legs quivered under the table and I leaned forward to stunt it.  “It wasn’t you I was worried about,” I said with a raised brow.

                  It took him a second, but he got my drift.  His mouth dropped open and then his face twisted again.  “I had no idea you had a thing for girls.”

                  “I don’t usually,” I said.

                  “Well, I don’t mind if you go for it,” he teased.

                  “It would hardly be professional,” I told him.  I refused to tell him how many times the thought had crossed my mind in the last hour alone.

                  “And they say men are wolves,” he joked.

                  “You just wait until you lay eyes on her,” I said.  “You’ll have the same urges I do.”

                  “I think I can keep my cock in my pants,” he said.

                  “We’ll see about that.”

                  We finished eating in silence, but the tension between us was thick.  I wondered if his curiosity had piqued about the girl.  Was he picturing a blond or brunette?  Did he prefer one over the other?

                  He’d always claimed to like brunettes, but I assumed he was just saying that because I was one.  I stared at my reflection the next day with added scrutiny.  I was curvier than my college days, though still fit.  My breasts were larger and my hips a bit wider.  I had a fine line or two near my eyes, but otherwise was still wrinkle free.

                  Having a baby wasn’t the kindest to my body, but it could’ve been worse.

                  It was my job to meet Emily at the beginning of the day and Joe would greet her at the end.  He came back from work a little earlier than me and I went in a little later than him.

                  I greeted Emily in the morning and quickly rushed off to work before I lost control around her.  She wore a flimsy little sundress and my teeth were aching to sink into her bare skin.
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      I came home that night expecting Emily’s car to be gone.  She should’ve gone home an hour ago, maybe two.  But her car was still in the driveway, forcing me to park on the street.  I walked up to the dark house with a racing heart.

                  I checked my phone and knew it was likely nap time.  Joe and Emily would have had time alone.  Maybe they were just chatting – getting to know each other.  But my body became flustered at the thought of something more.

                  My steps were wobbly as I approached the door.  Instead of turning the knob, I decided to find a different entrance.  Just in case.

                  I tip-toed to the back yard and slipped through the back door.  The house was dark.  Quiet.  It was hard to believe three people were inside.  I tip-toed across the living room and took a left down the hallway that led to our bedrooms.  All the rooms were dark there too.

                  I turned toward the kitchen and stopped in my tracks.  There they were.  Joe had Emily’s body pinned up against the cabinets.  They were full dressed, but kissing as if they wished they weren’t.  Joe had a fistful of Emily’s hair and her legs clamped around his waist.  Her ass must have felt the chill of the granite countertops.

                  My pussy ached as I watched Joe dominate her.  My stomach turned at the jealous brewing inside.  Jealous of both of them.  Joe was my husband, and I didn’t want to see him with anyone else.  But I wanted Emily for myself.  Instead, the two of them had gone off with each other.  Without me.

                  Their breathing was heavy as they kissed.  I could hear their tongues swirling together.  I wondered if Joe was hard for her.  If she could feel his erection pushing up against her panties, begging to slip inside.

                  Joe’s back was to me.  When Emily’s eyes opened she glimpsed me from across Joe’s broad shoulder.

                  “Fuck,” she said.  Joe pulled back and turned around.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

                  I was livid, but equally aroused.  I wanted to slam my fists into the cabinets, and I wanted to finger my wet pussy at the same time.

                  “I warned you,” I said through a clenched jaw.  “I warned both of you that this would happen.”

                  Joe’s eyes were wide and full of remorse.  He looked like death, and part of me felt like killing him.  I waited for him to speak, but it was Emily who opened her mouth first.

                  “I’m so, so, sorry,” she said.

                  “You think you’re such an innocent little thing,” I said.  “Teasing everyone with your innocence.  You think you’re so irresistible and yet so in control.  Well you’ve got another thing coming.”

                  “I-I don’t think that at all,” she said like a naïve little puppy.  I scoffed and rolled my eyes.  I walked up to her, gripped her by her wrists and tugged her off the counter.

                  “If you want my husband so badly, then why don’t you fucking have him?”

                  Joe livened up at this.  “Wait, Megan.  What are you doing?”

                  “I’m finishing what the two of you started.” I turned to Emily and scowled at her.  “Now, get on your knees.  Beg for my husband’s cock.”

                  Her eyes were wide, but her rosy cheeks couldn’t hide her arousal.  She liked the commands.  She wanted his cock.  That realization made my legs quiver, but I tried to stifle them.

                  She dropped to her knees slowly. She was teasing me.  She feigned fear, but she was controlling me.  Daring me to command her again.  To force her.  I refused to give into it.  I would show her who was in control here.

                  I turned to Joe who was shaking with nerves.  “Megan-“

                  “What?  You don’t want this?”  He seemed hurt.  “Maybe this will teach you to go after sexy little vixens.”  I reached for his pants and unfastened them.  He didn’t fight me, and despite his shame, his cock was hard as a rock.  Begging to be played with.

                  I wrenched his pants and briefs down just enough to release his thick cock.  Emily’s eyes widened.  I wondered if she’d ever seen a cock up close before.

                  I stroked it a few times, until my husband seemed to calmer.  He relaxed into my grip.  His eyes were closed.  He was fighting meeting my gaze.

                  Emily licked her lips and I wanted to tell her she was a good girl, but I didn’t want to reward her.  Not yet.  I stroked my husband’s cock with one hand and used the other to cup Emily’s cheek.  I slid my thumb between her lips and she sucked on it gently.  Her eyes were full of fire, ready to consume at my request.

                  I pried her jaw open softly with my thumb. It dug into the middle of her tongue.  I admired the way her pink flesh molded to my touch.  I removed my thumb and she kept her mouth open.  Good girl.  My hand moved to the back of her head and gently inched her forward.  I was pleased to see my husband’s eyes were still closed. His mouth hung open.

                  I pushed Emily’s head forward until the tip of Joe’s cock met her tongue.  He shuddered, but remained loose.  He enjoyed the velvety softness of her youth.  My stomach bubbled over with jealousy, but my panties were soaked.  The arousal was too strong to stop where I was headed.  I only hoped I could come back from it.

                  Emily slowly closed her lips around Joe’s cock and my thighs shook.  She looked beautiful there – on her knees with her mouth latched on my husband.  Like she wanted it.  Like she needed it.  Maybe she needed it as much as I needed to see it.

                  Oh, how I needed to see it.

                  I didn’t say word while my husband’s eyes were closed.  The silence made it seem dirtier.  His voluntary blindness made it seem naughtier.  I pushed on Emily’s head, only releasing my grip when I wanted her to pull back.  Her cheeks sucked in, and my husband’s cock glided along her tongue.

                  Did he think I had taken her place?  Was he hoping it wasn’t really her?  Or was he hoping he could pretend it wasn’t, even though he knew?  Of course he knew.

                  Emily pushed herself harder, until she started to gag.  Joe couldn’t avoid it now.  Her voice was different.  Her gags were different.  I’m sure the sensation of her soft, youthful mouth was different.

                  He slowly opened his eyes, unable to give into his delusion any more.  He saw our beautiful Emily sucking him dry, and his body shivered.  I took one of his hands and placed it on her head.  I wanted him to know it was real.  To know I wanted it.

                  He looked at me with a mix of apology and excitement.  “I want you to fuck her hard,” I said.  He bit his lip and looked back at Emily.  And then he rocked his hips back and forth, watching his cock glide in and out of her sloppy, wet mouth.

                  It wasn’t long before he was hunched over, squirting his load into her throat.  She struggled to swallow it all.  A few drops came spilling down her chin.  I dropped to my knees, eager to taste his come now that it had been in her mouth.

                  I licked her chin as he pulled out.  And then she kissed me.  I slipped my tongue between her lips to gather up every remaining drop.  Salted honey.  I couldn’t get enough.  I wanted him to come in her a thousand times so I could drink it for days.

                  I got ahold of myself and pulled back.  “Stand up,” I said.  “Pull up your dress around your waist.”

                  She smiled as she stood.  I stayed put on my knees.  Joe watched her stand, bend over the kitchen counter, and pull her dress up over her waist.  She wore simple white panties that had a wet stain between her legs.

                  I could smell her arousal from the floor, and it nearly knocked me over.  So fresh and ripe.  I couldn’t help wishing I had a cock to plunge deep inside her.

                  I stroked Joe’s cock while he watched.  It started to get hard again.  I replaced my hand with his and then crawled to our beautiful babysitter.

                  I sat back on my knees and ran my hands up her thighs.  I could feel her muscles quiver at my touch.  Good girl.  I slid my hands up over her ass, hooking my fingers under the soft cotton that kept me from her pussy.  I pulled it down slowly, teasing both myself and my husband.

                  Joe continued to stroke his dick.

                  I left her panties hugging her knees and then I rose up on mine.  I moved my face in toward her intoxicating scent.  I inhaled, and then I pressed my flat tongue to her puffy slit.

                  She jolted back and moaned, delighting me even more.  She was such a delicious treat.  I gave her a soft spank and she cooed.  I was hooked.  I slapped her again and again until her coos became moans.  Loud, guttural moans.

                  I slid my tongue inside her puffy lips and then moved it down the curve of her pussy.  The tip of my tongue brushed against her clit and she whimpered like she wanted it.  Needed it.

                  I stood up and gripped the base of Joe’s cock.  I tugged for him to move forward and he did.  I placed the tip of his cock at her puffy slit and then dropped my hand.

                  I stepped back and watched my husband fuck our babysitter.  He slid the underside of his cock along her slit, making it shiny and slick.  She purred and moaned as he teased her.  I unbuttoned my blouse and took off my skirt.  My bra and panties were next to fall to the floor.

                  Joe moved his gaze between Emily and my naked body.  I was dripping wet at the sight of them.  “Fuck her,” I said.  “Punish her.”

                  He groaned and pushed his cock deep inside Emily in one thrust.  She jolted forward and gripped the edge of the counter.  Her fingers turned pink from the forcefulness.  I wanted to bite them and turn them even pinker.

                  Joe reached around Emily and tugged her dress down below her breasts.  He’d lost control.  He was going to have his way with her now.  He slid his hands into her bra and cupped her breasts.  His fingers worked to find her small nipples and pinched them relentlessly.  She moaned and I shook at the sound.

                  I slid my hand between my legs and played with my clit.  It sparked and sent an intense heat wave through me, nearly knocking me to the floor.  With my free hand, I gripped the counter for support.

                  Joe kept one hand on Emily’s breast and moved another down her body.  His arm coiled around her waist while his fingers found her clit.  He circled it and she rocked her hips back and forth over his cock.  He groaned as his patience wore thin.

                  Emily turned her face over her shoulder and caught sight of me, naked and touching myself.  Her cheeks flushed pink and she licked her lips.  I would give her something to taste soon.  Joe leaned forward, his lips seeking out hers.  They pressed together and she moaned through their kiss.

                  He didn’t fuck her yet, but kept his cock buried deep inside her.  He played and pinched, enjoying every twitch of her body against his.  Her ass was firm and round, fitting perfectly in the groove just under Joe’s abs.

                  Emily’s body shook and quivered and she whimpered as she came on my husband’s cock.  My gut twisted at the thought.  I would never be able to fuck my husband again without thinking of her.  Without tasting her in my mouth.

                  I circled my clit faster and then pumped my fingers in and out of my pussy.  I was angry, but the anger fueled me.  Excited me.  Enlivened every nerve in my body.  I felt young again.  I felt sexy.  Powerful.  Everything that was happening in my kitchen shouldn’t be – but that was the fun of it.

                  As Emily came down, Joe brought his hands to her hips.  He pulled his cock out just enough to keep the tip inside. Then he slammed into her with one, single thrust.  He did it again, only faster this time, and even faster the next.  He thrust and pounded so hard her small, perky breasts shook.

                  I climbed up onto the counter beside her and spread my legs.  I grabbed a fistful of her blond hair and moved her head between my thighs.  I lowered her hungry, desperate mouth down to my soaking wet pussy.  She quickly lapped at it while moaning.  Good girl.

                  I arched my body and leaned my head back.  Her mouth was warm and soft.  Her delicate tongue explored every fold of my pussy.  Then it slipped inside.  Her mouth clamped around me and sucked in, coaxing my clit out.  I wondered if she’d done this before, or if she was simply a natural.

                  Her face shifted back and forth over my pussy.  Joe was fucking her.  Hard.  Fast.  He didn’t let up when she cried out.  She never stopped licking my pussy.  Her eagerness never faded.

                  Joe reached over with one hand and pinched my nipple.  I moaned and felt my body lose control.  My muscles relaxed for a moment only to tighten in the next.  In between contractions, the heat kept building inside me.

                  Joe groaned as he slammed into our girl from behind.  His abs flexed and his eyes rolled backward.  He was seconds away from filling up her beautiful pussy for the first time.  I had the power to stop this at any moment.  To keep her from at least being filled with his hot seed.

                  But I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  I wanted to dirty her in every way possible.  I wanted to take everything from her, like she was taking from me.  I let out a moan as my body quivered and climaxed.

                  Joe came simultaneously.  He roared and leaned over Emily’s body, gripping her hips so tightly he would no doubt leave marks.  Her tongue kept licking and exploring me.

                  She pulled her face up with a smile.  I leaned down and kissed her soft pink lips.  She tasted like pussy.  Like cock.  Like sweet and sour honey.  I loved her for it.

                  Joe withdrew his cock and leaned back against the opposite counter.  He was shaking.  His breath was heavy.  He lifted wide, worried eyes to me.

                  The knots in my stomach had disappeared.  I was filled only with euphoria and gratitude.  “It’s okay,” I told him, but he seemed hesitant to believe me.

                  I slid off the counter and pulled on my clothes.  Emily straightened herself and Joe did the same, stuffing his cock back inside his pants.

                  “Emily,” I said in a stern voice.  “If I ever find you like that with my husband again, you will receive a similar punishment.  You’ve been warned.”

                  She looked at me with a wicked smile and eyes that twinkled with imagination.  “Don’t worry about me,” she said.  “I’ll be a good girl.”

                  I marched up to her, slid my hand into her hair and bent her head back.  I hesitated before I kissed her, admiring the way she didn’t flinch at my control.  “I’ll make sure of that,” I said.  I pushed my lips against hers and tasted her one last time before sending her home.
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      “I can’t wait to see where you grew up,” said Serena.  Her soft fingers slid further up my bare thigh, making it difficult to drive.  I shifted in my seat, trying to inch away from her seductive touch, but it only made my jeans skirt ride up higher.  She had more skin to touch before dipping under the hem.

                  “You can’t – I’m driving,” I said, stumbling over my words.  My cheeks felt hot like I had a fever.  It was no surprise, really.  Serena made me feverish all the time.

                  “Come on, Georgia.  You know you like it when I tease you.”  She leaned over my lap and planted soft kisses just under my skirt.  I slid my fingers through her hair, tempted to hold her to me, but I had already started to swerve.  I picked her head up and pulled off to the side of the road.

                  “You can’t be doing that,” I told her with as stern as a voice as I could muster.  Unfortunately, I’d always been the good country girl that had just entered the big city of Nashville to go to school.  My voice was gentle and timid.  It was hard to demand anything from anyone, especially from a girl like Serena.

                  Serena leaned back against the passenger door and folded her arms across her chest.  Her white designer tank top was low cut, hanging perfectly on her breasts while showing just enough skin to make my mouth water.  It was only last night that I had tasted them for the first time.  It was only last night that I had my first experience with a woman.  And it was only last night that I invited her home with me at the last minute.

                  I knew I shouldn’t have done it.  She was as wild as her fiery red locks and my parents would certainly know something was up between us.  Especially if she didn’t hide this behavior around them.  The last thing I needed was my parents to assume something about me that I wasn’t even sure of myself.

                  Why did I hook up with Serena anyway?

                  I suppose there was something about her.  The wildness.  The daring.  She made me feel alive in a way I’d never experienced before.  She made sex seem easy and effortless, rather than wrong like I’d always been taught.

                  And her tongue made my pussy come like it’s never come before.

                  “Don’t worry,” said Serena.  “I’m not going to embarrass you around your folks.  I’ll be a good little girl for them.”  She was teasing, widening her eyes like a doll and stiffening her back.  “No wonder you were so wound up when I met you.”

                  “I wasn’t wound up,” I said, pulling the car back onto the dirt road that led to my parents’ farm house.

                  “Oh please,” she said.  “I wouldn’t be surprised if you were a virgin when I met you.”

                  My throat tightened and I gripped the steering wheel harder.  I glanced up at the rear view mirror and hated my reflection.  I was pretty enough with bright blond locks and rosy cheeks, but I looked inexperienced.  I guess most of that was because I was.

                  “Oh. My. God.  You were.”

                  “Shut up,” I snapped, keeping my eyes on the road.

                  “I mean, technically…in a way…you still are.  If I’m the only one you’ve been with, then you’ve still never had a nice meaty cock between your thighs.”

                  Her words made my body tingle and heat up.  I was uncomfortable, especially since my panties were getting wet.  “This isn’t helping,” I said.  “We’ll be there any second.”

                  She leaned over and planted a kiss on my neck.  “Good,” she said.  “I want to see the way they look at their newly corrupted daughter.”

                  My stomach was in knots as I pulled up to the house.  I definitely wasn’t the same person who’d left one year ago to go to college.  Would they be able to recognize it?  Would they see it written all over my face?

                  “I’m serious,” I told her.  “We can’t do that stuff while we’re here.  We have to be strictly friends.”

                  Serena groaned and slumped in her seat.  “Yeah, yeah.  But how am I supposed to release all of this pent up tension?”

                  “Find a guy to fuck,” I told her.

                  “In this town?  Population of 5…if that.”

                  “You didn’t have to come with me, you know.”  But secretly I was glad she did.  I’d become attached to her during the school year and I was nervous about returning home.

                  We slipped out of the car and walked up to the door.  The sun started to set over the fields and my mind raced through nostalgic thoughts and feelings.  I was already regretting telling Serena to back off.  Part of me wanted to experience her wildness in my home town.

                  Oh well, I thought with a shrug.  I rang the doorbell and my mom opened the front door.  “Georgia!  My baby!” she said, coming at me with wide open arms.  They wrapped tightly around my body, and I felt ashamed.  I wondered if she could feel the dirt and filth all over me.  She pulled back and noticed Serena.  “Who’s this?”

                  Serena smiled brightly and put on her best rural accent.  She already had a bit of a southern way of speaking, but it was less intense than my mom’s.  My mom instantly took to her, wrapping her in another hug.

                  “This is my friend, Serena,” I said.  “From school.  She wanted to come see what a farm town was like.”

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

                  “I’d like that,” said Serena, but once my mom turned away, Serena rolled her eyes at the idea.  I giggled, but tried to stifle it quickly.

                  “You’re in luck,” said Mom.  “Noah was just over here dropping off some peaches.  You can say hello.”

                  Serena looked at me and mouthed: Who’s Noah?

                  I leaned into her ear and whispered, “Just a boy I grew up with.  His family lives further down the road.  No one interesting.”

                  But as I turned the corner to the living room, I choked on my words.  Noah was leaning up against one wall and he looked different than when I left.  He was tan and muscular.  He’d grown a few extra inches too.  He had a dark brown cowboy hat pulled over one eye and his biceps folded over his thick chest.

                  My pussy fluttered, and I was afraid my cheeks would expose my secret.  I was suddenly very attracted to my old friend.

                  Serena leaned into me and whispered, “Looks like I found something to do this weekend.”

                  My stomach sank, and I suddenly wished I could take back telling her to find a boy to fuck.  Noah was my friend after all.  If anyone should get to fuck him, it should be me.

                  God what am I saying? I thought.  Noah is like a brother to me.

                  Noah lifted his head and saw Serena and I walk across the threshold from the kitchen.  “Oh my!  Look at Miss Georgia,” he said with a bright smile.  He rushed toward me and wrapped his big bear arms around my tiny frame.  He smelled of peach and whiskey, and my body responded with hot tingles all over my skin.

                  “Noah,” I said with a dry mouth, “long time, no see.”

                  “And who’s your pretty lady friend?” he asked, tipping his cowboy had to her.  Serena didn’t hesitate.  She stretched out her hand and he took it like a gentleman, pulling it up to his mouth and kissing her knuckles.

                  “The name is Serena,” she said like she was some kind of royalty.  “It’s so good to meet you, Noah.”

                  My back stiffened at the way she introduced herself.  She was already flirting with him.  I could’ve sworn she was pushing her breasts out more around him, too.  Why did I ever bring Serena home with me?

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

                  When Mom entered with the tea, Serena quickly pulled her hand away, but Noah 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 parents.  Noah excused himself after an hour and my mom showed Serena and I to our room.

                  “You girls don’t mind sleeping together, do you?” she asked.  I looked at Serena who was smiling about our little secret.

                  “No ma’am,” she replied.  But even I couldn’t have guessed what was going on through Serena’s risky little imagination.  Once the door closed behind us, I was about to find out.
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      “Are you wet for him?” she asked me with a cocked brow.

                  “What are you going on about?” I asked.  I shoved my suitcase in the closet and pulled out my sleepwear for the night.

                  “Noah!” she cried.  “Are you wet for Noah?”

                  “No,” I lied.  “He’s like a brother to me.  I grew up with him.”

                  “I don’t believe you,” she said.  “Unless you’re 100% lesbian, I don’t fucking believe you.”

                  I sighed and threw my sleepwear on my twin bed.  There was a second twin bed across the room for Serena.  “What does it matter?” I asked.

                  She giggled.  “I knew it.  I knew you were attracted to him.  He’s the perfect guy for you to lose your virginity to.”

                  “What? No way.  I can’t sleep with Noah.  It’d be too weird.”

                  “Okay,” she said, folding her arms over her chest.  “Then do you mind if I have him?”

                  The thought made my stomach turn, but I shrugged my shoulders.  “Fine.  Whatever.”

                  “Good,” she said.  “Because I invited him over here.”

                  “What are you talking about?”  My question was answered with a knock at the bedroom window.  Noah’s large frame was standing on the other side of the glass.  “Serena! You didn’t!”

                  She turned to me with sparkling eyes and a wide grin.  “I absolutely did.”  She skipped to the window and opened it wide.  Noah had trouble fitting through and I was reminded how much he’d grown.

                  He looked at both of us and tipped his hat.  “Ladies.”  He was smiling, but even he didn’t look like he knew what Serena was up to.

                  “Noah, are you a virgin?” Serena asked.

                  “Serena!” I called, but she pretended not to hear me.

                  Noah swallowed the lump in his throat and flicked his gaze between me and Serena.  “Yes ma’am.  I was waiting on the right girl.”  Just then, his gaze landed on me, and I felt my stomach flip.  Had he been waiting on me this whole time?

                  “That’s foolishness,” said Serena.  “You want to be experienced for the right girl, you know?  The last thing you need is blowing your load too quickly and disappointing her.”

                  Noah blushed.  “I never thought about it like that, ma’am.”

                  “Stop calling me ma’am,” she said.  “And take off that damn hat.”

                  “What’s wrong with my hat?” he asked.

                  “It’s not just the hat,” she said.  “It’s everything.  Take off your clothes and let me show you how good it feels to be with a woman.”

                  “Excuse me?” he said.

                  “Serena, what are you-“

                  She turned to me and said, “Shhh.  This is for your own good.”

                  “Where am I supposed to go while you seduce my best friend?” I asked.  I was angry, but I was still cursed with being soft spoken.

                  “You don’t have to go anywhere,” she said.  “In fact, I’d prefer if you watched.”
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      My mouth was still hanging open as Serena moved closer to Noah and removed his hat.  He stared at her long and hard, swallowing the lump in his throat.  But he didn’t stop her, and for some reason, I didn’t stop watching her.  I knew I should leave the room or kick Noah out, but when Serena’s fingers landed on Noah’s plaid button-up, my body tensed.  And my panties were soaked.

                  She unbuttoned his shirt slowly, one by one, and he watched as she did it.  He didn’t look at me for a long while.  I couldn’t believe I was watching my new friend strip my old friend.  She brushed his shirt from his shoulders and my legs quivered at the sight of his abs.

                  He never had abs before.

                  Finally, Noah looked up at me and I wondered if he could hear my heart beating.  It pounded against my ribs and thudded in my ears.  This wasn’t what a girl’s first time should be like.  I wondered if Noah was excited that his first time would involve two girls…even if I was only watching.

                  My stomach turned when Serena leaned up to kiss Noah.  She gripped his hands and lifted them to her chest, encouraging him to cup her perky breasts.  I chewed on my lower lip.  My pussy ached.  All of this was wrong. Very wrong.  If only I had the strength to put a stop to it.

                  A bulge formed in Noah’s pants and I gasped at the sight of it.  His fingers became eager.  They slid down Serena’s tight stomach and up underneath her blouse.  While he cupped her breasts, Serena lifted her shirt above her head.  Then she unfastened her bra and let it drop to the floor.

                  Her nipples were pink and hard.  “I want you to suck them,” she told Noah.  He licked his lips, took a handful of her breasts and lowered his head.  He was eager and hungry.  He kissed them first and then sucked them between his lips.  She moaned and chills crept over my body.

                  Why was I so turned on by this?

                  I shifted my thighs and felt the wetness dripping down them.  It wouldn’t be long before they could see how wet they were making me.  My pussy ached and throbbed.  I had the desire to be filled for the first time.  But it was Serena who would be filled instead if they kept going.

                  Noah wasn’t slowing down.  Serena had her pants on his jeans, unfastening them.  He cupped her breasts and played with her nipples.  He rolled them in his fingers, tugging until she arched her back.  Then he flicked his tongue across the skin to soothe her.

                  Once Serena had his jeans off his hips, she slid a hand inside his briefs.  His cock was so long the tip poked out above the waistband.  I tried to turn away, but my eyes were glued on the action.  My breathing grew shallow at the sight of his cock.

                  Serena pulled his briefs down and dropped slowly to her knees.  I shouldn’t be seeing this. I shouldn’t be seeing his cock. I definitely shouldn’t be seeing him fuck anyone.

                  Our closeness over the years made it feel so wrong.  Intimate in a way we should never be.  But when his eyes flicked to me while Serena gripped the base of him, I nearly melted to the floor.  I was hot and tingly, and I wanted more.  Needed more.

                  Serena wrapped her lips around his tip and his gaze returned to her.  He gasped and shuddered as she took him in.  Her hand played with his balls, which were big and full.  I couldn’t believe how long and veiny he was.  My mouth watered watching her.

                  She sucked in her cheeks and gagged when he hit the back of her throat.  I felt compelled to drop on my knees beside her and help her.  But I stood back just watching the show.  Despite all of the strange urges I felt, my body was frozen in place.  I was split between desire and panic, but desire was winning.

                  Noah looked at me again with hooded eyes while Serena sucked him.  The noises of her saliva sloshing around his dick made me ache for both of them.  Noah kept his eyes on me and I felt compelled to show him something.  So I slowly lifted my tank top and threw it to the side.

                  His eyes grew wide and he licked his lips.  Serena didn’t notice what I’d done.  I tugged on the cups of my bra until my breasts were exposed.  It felt so wrong to show Noah my tits, but my body was on fire.  I couldn’t take the hiding anymore.

                  I wanted Noah to take me.  To suck my tits like he did Serena’s.  I wanted to feel his cock in my mouth, my pussy, and even my ass.  I wanted him to take me all over.  To fill every hole.  God, I couldn’t stand it anymore.  Watching them would make me explode.

                  Serena pulled off Noah’s cock and turned to me.  “What have we here?  Someone’s being very naughty,” she said with a smile that sent a chill down my spine.  She stood up and walked toward me.  She cupped my breasts in her hands and I gasped.  She covered my open mouth with hers and I felt her tongue snake in.

                  She pulled back and I noticed Noah stroking his cock to the sight of us.  “Why don’t you say we warm him up some more?” she asked.

                  “What…what do you mean?”

                  She dropped to her knees and rolled my denim skirt up my hips.  Fuck.  Now he’s going to see my soaking wet pussy.  He’s going to know it was all for him.

                  I wanted to stop her, but I couldn’t.  Her fingers coiled around my inner thighs and made me tremble.  I needed a release.  I needed to come.

                  Her fingers tugged my panties to the side and Noah groaned at the sight of my swollen, puffy lips.  I felt helpless to Serena’s twisted game.  She pressed her tongue to my slit and I gripped her hair in my hands.  I rocked my hips back and forth and felt my climax break over me.

                  “Good girl,” she moaned as she stood.  “Now it’ll be a little easier to watch me fuck him.”

                  “What?” asked Noah who had stopped stroking his cock.

                  “Oh, did you think we were done?” she asked.  “We’re far from done.  I want to torture little Georgia here.  See, she wants your long, thick cock, but she won’t admit it.  It makes her feel weird and dirty for wanting it.  So she’s going to watch me ride it until you come.  That’ll teach her a lesson.”

                  He groaned and she pushed him on the bed.  He fell backward and she straddled him quickly.  She lifted her skirt and slid her panties to the side.  I dropped to my knees to get a better view, and it made me feel submissive and dirty.  I liked being on my knees.

                  She brought the tip of his cock to her pussy and lowered herself slowly over him.  He gripped her hips and raised one hand to her breasts.  His eyes closed tightly and he groaned, “Fuck.”

                  I wondered if he would come quickly because it was his first time.

                  Serena bounced up and down on his cock, her breasts bouncing with her.  I ached inside for both of them, and yet I felt guilty about watching.  His cock slid in and out of her tight, wet pussy and I wondered what it felt like.  I wondered how good it felt to be so full of Noah’s cock.

                  I trembled as I watched.  She leaned forward and lifted her hips up and down, giving me a perfect view of her ass.  I wanted to crawl toward her and inspect closer.  I climbed on the bed behind her and watched his throbbing cock fill her up.

                  “Fuck,” he groaned again.  “I’m gonna fucking come.”  His cock swelled and streams of white dripped from her pussy.  Too hungry to resist, I licked my way up the length of Noah’s cock until it met her slit.  And then I tasted his come on her skin.

                  “Oh,” moaned Serena, shuddering at the presence of my tongue.  “I have a new idea.”

                  She crawled off Noah and kissed me hard.  She licked the inside of my mouth, searching for drops of Noah’s come.  Her fingers rolled my nipples and tugged them hard.  She moved her mouth lower and sucked on my tits.

                  “Oh!” I moaned and noticed that Noah was stroking his cock.  It was already hard again.  He watched me intently, making me feel even dirtier.  He watched me as he stroked his hard, throbbing cock.

                  I pulled back and put up my hands.  “This is wrong,” I said.  “This is so very wrong.”

                  Serena only smiled.  “The only thing that’s wrong is that you’re still a little virgin,” she said.  “Why don’t we fix that right now?”

                  Adrenaline coursed through my veins, but her words turned me on.  Serena pushed gently on my lower back until I was straddling Noah.  I looked down at him, feeling shame in the pit of my stomach.  But my pussy fluttered with desire.  As I sat down, rubbing it against the underside of his shaft, I knew I couldn’t stop it.  His cock throbbed against my slit and I wanted it inside me. I wanted him inside me.

                  “We don’t have to,” he said, but his lips were trembling.  He wanted to be inside me too.

                  “I want to,” I admitted, feeling ashamed at how badly I wanted it.  “I need to.”

                  Noah gripped my hips and then rocked his back until the tip of him pressed against my slit.  He pushed in slowly, but I cried out.

                  “Does it hurt?” he asked.

                  “A little,” I said.

                  Serena came over and kissed me.  “It’ll get easier,” she said.  “Let me distract you.”  She lowered her lips to my nipple and sucked in. Her teeth bit gently down at the same time that Noah pushed in farther.  I cried out, but the pain subsided.  It was quickly replaced by a wave of euphoria.  Noah pushed all the way inside me and my clit sparked against his pelvis.

                  “Fuck,” I groaned.  Serena laughed.

                  “She doesn’t cuss much.  She’s dirtier than I thought.”  Noah wasn’t paying Serena any attention.  My eyes were closed, trying to pretend it was someone else.  But Serena didn’t like that.  “I want you to look him in the eyes.  I want you to see whose meaty cock inside of you.”

                  I slowly opened them and was confronted with the fact that I was indeed fucking Noah.  My hips bucked instinctively.  My clit rubbed against his skin.  I leaned forward and pushed against Noah’s chest as I started to ride him.  I was riding my best friend’s cock, and there was no going back.

                  He leaned up and took a nipple into his mouth.  I curled a hand around his head and held him to me.  I laced my fingers in his hair and then I leaned down to smell him.  I knew his smell so well.  It was all so wrong.

                  But my pussy clenched around his throbbing cock and I let out another cry.  Noah leaned his forehead against mine and stared hard at me while he pounded himself deeper and deeper inside.  Serena leaned in and sucked his earlobe in between her lips, forcing me to watch her kiss him while we fucked.

                  My body shook and trembled.  Waves of hot and cold swept through me and I broke into a sweat.  I felt a hot, sticky liquid shoot inside me, and it made my climax stronger.

                  I collapsed against Noah and he held me in his arms.  He rubbed my back as we caught our breath together.  His cock still felt wrong and alien inside me, but I no longer felt ashamed.

                  “How was your first time?” asked Serena, petting my hair.  I looked up and kissed her, moaning against her mouth.

                  “It was incredible,” I said, still trembling from my orgasm.  I felt Noah’s cock pulse inside me.  He slowly pulled it out and his come trickled down my leg.

                  Serena laid down beside Noah and pulled her panties down her legs.  “I want you taste me, now,” she told me.

                  I crawled between Serena’s legs and pressed my mouth to her wet slit.  I could taste Noah’s come on her pussy while his come dripped from my own.  I felt like such a filthy girl, but I loved it.  I was grateful to Serena for pushing me into it.

                  I licked her slit and circled her clit with my thumb.  She arched her back and moaned.  Noah leaned over and sucked on her tits while I licked her.  She gripped my hair in her hands and rocked her hips against my face. I was smothered in the scent of both of them.  It was a scent I knew I’d never forget.

                  Her pussy pulsed against my tongue and she let out a scream.  Noah muffled her mouth with his hand so that she wouldn’t alert my parents.  I’d be in so much trouble if they found out what we were up to.

                  Serena trembled as she came down.  I crawled between Noah and Serena and the three of us held each other.

                  “When can we do it again?” asked Noah with a smirk.  I felt his cock press against my ass while he held me.

                  “We have a long night ahead of us,” said Serena with a glint in her eyes.

                  “I hope so,” I said.  And I really meant it.
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      Kristen threw off her t-shirt and rolled her leggings down her soft, long legs.  I’d always been jealous of her height and lean figure.  It didn’t help that she had perfectly full breasts and curvy hips despite being thin.  She was blond and her hair bounced whether down or pulled back.  Her black lingerie looked tailored for her.  She really did look beautiful.

                  I tried not to stare at my best friend while she undressed.  I’d seen her half naked a dozen times before, but it got harder each time not to stare.  She slipped on her bridesmaid dress and zipped up the back.  Her blue eyes sparkled in my direction and she smiled.

                  “What do you think?  Fits perfectly, right?”

                  “It looks gorgeous,” I said, walking toward her and analyzing her closely. Her rose perfume hit me and I was instantly transported into a garden.  “You’re going to look better than me on my own wedding day,” I said.

                  She waived her hand.  “No way, Delilah.  You’re going to be the hottest bride in the history of weddings.”

                  “If you mean literally, then yes I will be.”

                  We laughed, but I was only half kidding.  My wedding dress was thick and heavy.  It would take a miracle to keep from sweating through the whole ceremony.

                  The front door opened downstairs and we both turned to look toward the hallway.  “Should we go show your future husband how good you are at picking bridesmaid dresses?”

                  “I doubt he’ll care,” I said.

                  “I’m just grateful I don’t look like a pumpkin this time around.  This powder blue you picked is really stunning.  You’re the best bride ever.”

                  “And you’re the best Maid of Honor ever.”

                  We wrapped each other in a warm embrace and I didn’t want to let her go.  We headed downstairs and Kristen skipped toward the kitchen where Mitchell was banging cabinets.  “Check out my dress,” she said.  “Your fiancé has great taste, don’t you think?”

                  I caught up to her in time to see Mitchell lift his green eyes to my friend.  He stood up quickly and his jaw tightened as his gaze swept over her body.  My stomach knotted.  He’d never looked at her that way before.  Heat built between my legs and I felt sick all at the same time.  His eyes finally landed on me and he smiled as if it would push his thoughts away.  “Delilah always has great taste.”

                  He turned back to the beer he’d pulled out and I let my eyes travel to his jeans.  I clenched my teeth at the sight of his bulge.  Seeing my friend had made him hard.

                  “Come on,” said Kristen.  “I need to change so we can go to your bachelorette party.”

                  Mitchell looked at us again.  “You ladies planning to get into some trouble tonight?”

                  Kristen smiled.  “That’s top secret, classified information.  But yes.”  She giggled and didn’t even notice that I wasn’t joining her.  There was a strange tension building between me and Mitchell.  His expression told me he felt it too.

                  Nothing felt worse than getting ready for a bachelorette party after seeing my fiancée get hard over another woman.  But when I went to change in the bathroom, my panties were soaked.  I touched my pussy and it was swollen and tender.  I circled my clit a few times and bit my lower lip.  I thought of Mitchell walking up to Kristen and grabbing her breasts while sliding a hand between her thighs.  I came instantly, and afterward I was riddled with guilt.

                  ---

                  I stared at Kristen underneath the flashing, colored lights.  She danced by herself in a tight red dress.  My mind kept flickering to the way Mitchell had stared at her.  To the way I felt while watching her.  She saw me watching and came over to the booth we’d reserved in the club.  The rest of our friends were off dancing.

                  “Are you okay?  This is your bachelorette party and I feel like you’ve been down all night.”

                  “I’m fine,” I said, staring at my lap.  “I guess I’m just tired.”

                  She laid a hand on my thigh where the bare skin was exposed beneath my black dress.  “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?  It’s normal to get cold feet.”

                  I turned to her and smiled weakly.  “It’s not that,” I said, feeling my throat tighten.  “It’s just that…”  I didn’t have the strength to bring myself to say it.

                  “What is it?  You know you can tell me anything.”  She gave my thigh a squeeze and sent a tingle up to my belly.  I wanted to tell her, but how could I?  I didn’t want her to think I was accusing her of anything.

                  I came up with a plan.  “I guess I’m just lamenting the fact that I’ve never really…experimented.”

                  Her brow cocked and she smiled.  “How do you mean?”

                  I shrugged.  “With a woman.  I never did anything crazy in college.”

                  She leaned into me and shoved her shoulder against mine.  “Why didn’t you ever say anything?  You know…we could always experiment.”

                  My heart fluttered against my ribs and my breath became shallow.  I looked at her.  “You’d want something like that?”

                  Her blue eyes pierced straight through me.  “I’ve thought about it before, yes.  Only with you though.”

                  “What about Mitchell?  Have you ever thought about him that way?”  I regretted asking as soon as the words had left my lips.  Did I really want her to answer that question?

                  She was silent and watched the dancing crowd to the side of us.  The lights shifted across her smooth skin.  She was lost in thought, clenching her jaw as she figured out how to respond.  “Yes,” she finally said.  “But nothing has ever happened between us.”

                  “Until today,” I said before I could stop myself.

                  “What?”

                  “Nothing,” I said, trying to cover up quickly.  “I need another drink.”

                  “What do you think happened?” she asked.  “I swear to you, I’ve never ever done anything with your fiancée.”

                  “I’m not blaming you,” I told her.  “But didn’t you see the way he looked at you earlier?”  I slumped in my seat and folded my arms across my chest.  “What if he’s having second thoughts?”

                  “Oh, he was just trying to flatter your choice of dress,” she said.

                  “His dick was hard for you,” I spat.

                  She froze and her eyes went wide.  “That doesn’t…how do you know…I mean, what if-“

                  “Stop it,” I said.  “Look, it’s not your fault.  I didn’t want to tell you.  But I know when he’s turned on, and you definitely did that to him.”

                  Her cheeks turned rosy pink and I felt guilty.  I was spending my entire bachelorette party filled with guilt.

                  “I don’t know what you want me to say,” she said.  “The only way I could prove he still wants to marry you is by throwing myself at him.  I know he’d turn me down.”

                  “Don’t be so sure,” I said.  My stomach knotted.  A part of me didn’t want him to turn her down.  A part of me wanted them to desire each other.

                  “You’re really worried about this, aren’t you?” she asked.

                  “No,” I said, shifting in my seat.  “I’m going to get some air.”  I left the booth without looking behind me.  I pulled my phone out of my purse and sat on the outside steps of the club.  I had a text from Mitchell.

                  Hope you’re having a good time!

                  My fingers typed quickly.  Having a blast!  I have a question for you…have you ever wanted to sleep with someone else?

                  His phone must’ve been nearby because he responded quickly.

                  Are you kidding?  Not since I met you.

                  Not even…with Kristen?

                  …is this about earlier?

                  So you admit there was something there?

                  My phone buzzed in my hand and I answered it.  “Hey.”

                  “Hey,” he said with an exhale.  “Look, I can explain.  Sometimes the body just…reacts.  I would never, ever do anything to hurt you.”

                  I looked up at the night sky and wondered if I was really going to continue this conversation.  My head felt light and dizzy, but I needed to know.  I couldn’t sweep all of this under the rug and then get married in a week.

                  “What if…” I swallowed.  “What if I wanted you to be with her?”

                  “What do you mean?”

                  I sighed.  “I feel so stupid.  But, um…I don’t know…it kind of…”

                  His voice was low and deep.  “Did it turn you on?  When I saw her?”

                  My pussy tingled at his words and I shifted my thighs.  They set off a spark through me that made me want to scream yes over and over again.  “I don’t know,” I said.

                  “I wish I could see you right now,” he said.  “I only feel like I know half of what you’re thinking over the phone.”

                  “What if it did turn me on?” I asked.  I tapped my foot against the cement while I waited for his answer.

                  “Then I’d ask you what you wanted to do about that.  There’s nothing wrong with having a fantasy, Delilah.  But if you want something more than that, then you need to be really sure.”

                  “I know,” I said, feeling my body tense.  I was terrified to put my relationship through that kind of test, but I was more terrified of not exploring the desire that was flooding my veins.  “I’ll be home soon.  We can talk then.”

                  “Of course,” he said.  “I love you more than anything, Delilah.”

                  “I love you too,” I said.

                  I hung up the phone and walked back into the club.  Kristen was still sitting in the booth, staring at her phone.  When she saw me walk up, she looked panicked.  “I hope you’re not upset with me,” she said.  “I’d hate to lose your friendship over something like this.”

                  I slid into the booth beside her, feeling more confident than I had before.  “I’m not upset at all.  In fact, I want you to throw yourself at my fiancée.”

                  Her eyes widened and I wanted to take her bottom lip between my teeth.  “To…test him?  Do you think that’s such a good idea?”

                  My breath was heavy as it left my lungs.  “I need to know what it’s like,” I said.

                  “You need to know what what’s like?”

                  “I need to know what it feels like to watch him with you.  I want you to fuck my fiancée, and I want to watch you do it.”

                  Her cheeks turned pink but she narrowed her eyes.  “This is some kind of joke, right?”

                  “No.  It’s been eating me up all night.  I have to know.  I have to experience it.  That is…if you want to.”

                  She twisted her hands in her laps and avoided my gaze.  “I mean…Mitchell is very attractive.  I’d never do anything you don’t want…but if you wanted me to…”

                  I placed my hand on her thigh and squeezed.  “I want you to.”

                  We finished the night withholding our new secret from the rest of the party.  Kristen and I stole glances at each other throughout the night, knowing full well we would enter unchartered territory very soon.

                  I just hoped there’d still be a wedding and a friendship when all was said and done.
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      Our designated driver dropped Kristen and I off at my place, but my buzz had worn off.  My body was shaking with nerves, but I was determined to see this new fantasy through.  Kristen held my hand as we walked up the front door.  Electricity buzzed through our fingertips.

                  Before I could open the door, she stepped in front of me.  Her eyes swept over my face and she leaned in, kissing me hard.  My chest tightened and my pussy ached for my best friend.  For my maid of honor.

                  The front door pulled back and Mitch was standing there with his mouth agape.  Kristen and I pulled away from each other quickly.  I imagined my cheeks were as pink as hers.

                  Mitchell leaned in the doorway with his arms across his chest.  “Have a good night, ladies?” he asked.  I could see the bulge growing in his pants, but this time he wasn’t tense.  This time, he was comfortable.

                  Kristen and I stepped past him and into the kitchen.  We set our purses on the counter and leaned on opposite cabinets.  I stared at her from across the island.  Mitch came in seconds later.

                  “So,” I started, feeling full of nerves, “I talked to Kristen.”

                  He leaned his bulky frame against the refrigerator and cocked his brow.  “About?”

                  I stared at the floor.  I couldn’t believe I was going to go through with this.  “About you two sleeping together.”

                  I was too embarrassed to look at Kristen’s face, but I did lift my gaze enough to see that Mitchell’s cock was hard in his jeans.  He liked the idea.  “And?  What did you guys come up with?”

                  “I told Kristen I want you to fuck her.”  Something about saying the word fuck gave me confidence.  I lifted my eyes to them.  Kristen’s skin was flushed and her breath was shallow.  “I want to watch.”

                  “Are you sure about that?” asked Mitchell, unable to hide his hard-on.  “You have to be sure.”

                  I nodded.  “I’m sure.”

                  That was all he needed.  He marched up to my maid of honor and gripped her neck in his hand.  He pressed his lips to hers and she gasped.  His other hand wrapped around her back and pulled her into him.

                  My fiancée took her with such force that it made my gut wrench and twist.  He was obviously very attracted to her, and the way she melted in his arms told me she was attracted to him.  What if this whole thing was a mistake?  Something we couldn’t come back from?

                  Despite my concerns, my body felt alive watching them.  It was wrong. Dirty.  Filthy.  I should never have allowed this to happen.  Mitchell’s tongue slid between Kristen’s lips. Her breasts were pushed against his body and his hands roamed over her slender curves.  He shouldn’t want her, and I shouldn’t want him to want her.

                  Kristen fumbled with his jeans as they kissed.  They breathed heavily and their lips were swollen when they broke their kiss.  Kristen’s eyes met mine and she hesitated.  “Do it,” I urged her.  “Get on your knees.”

                  She bit her lip and hesitated again before sliding down to the floor.  Mitchell helped her with his pants, sliding them down to his hips along with his briefs.  Hit long, thick cock stretched out toward Kristen and her eyes went wide and hungry.  Mitchell gripped the base of his cock and slid his thumb between Kristen’s lips.  She sucked on it and my pussy ached.

                  He replaced his thumb with the tip of his cock, pushing it past her lips.  Her cheeks puffed out and sucked in.  Before long, she was gagging on his head.  I dropped on my knees beside her, watching closely as his cock slid in and out, pushing her to her limits.

                  I reached for the straps of Kristen’s dress and slowly pulled them down.  While Mitchell fucked her mouth, holding her head in place, I freed her breasts.  I pulled the bra and dress down to her waist until her tits were free.  Bare, like ripe fruit.  Her pink nipples were hard and I couldn’t help but wrap my lips around them.  I flicked my tongue and my fingers across her skin, loving the way she arched her back at my touch.

                  I grew curious.  I slid a hand between her thighs and inched it up under her dress.  My fingers touched silk that had been soaked through.  She was dripping wet.  Aroused for my fiancée’s cock.  Perhaps, aroused for me too.

                  I could only hope.  I plunged my fingers past her panties and deep into her slick, wet pussy.  I latched onto her nipple and sucked hard.  She moaned against Mitchell’s cock and he fucked her faster.

                  Mitchell groaned and held Kristen’s head in place.  He shot his load, some of it spilling out of the corners of Kristen’s mouth.  I leaned up and licked them from her chin.  When he pulled free, my mouth met with Kristen’s and I licked his come from her tongue.

                  We kissed and she pushed me to the floor.  The cold tile pressed against my back and sent a shiver down my spine.  She crawled between my legs and rolled the end of my dress up to my hips.  I watched in awe as my best friend of five years hooked a finger inside my panties and pulled them down my legs.  Mitchell watched in the corner, fully undressed, and stroking his cock.

                  Kristen lowered her head and kissed my swollen, aching pussy.  I moaned and wove my fingers through her hair.  I held her to me as I rocked against her face, eager to satisfy this ache.

                  She stretched her tongue along my slit and curved it inside.  Then she dragged it up to my clit, circling it while she slipped a finger between my puffy folds.  I moaned and writhed on the tile.  Mitchell was watching us and I loved having an audience.  I wondered if they liked it when I was watching them too.

                  Mitchell walked up behind Kristen and wrapped his arms around her.  He cupped her breasts and rolled her nipples between his fingers.  She moaned against my pussy, sending a wave of hot air against my skin.  “Fuck,” I moaned, gripping her hair tightly in my hands.

                  Mitchell pulled back and gripped her hips.  He stroked the length of his cock against her ass.  She arched her back and pushed her ass toward him.  He gripped his cock and placed the tip of it against her slit. As he pushed inside her, I could feel her moan against me.  Hot waves rolled through me as I tried to keep from coming.

                  My fiancée buried his cock to the hilt inside Kristen. She gasped, sucking in and sending shocks through my body.  He gripped her hips and thrust hard and fast against her.  Her mouth shifted against my pussy as he pounded her from behind.

                  I watched Kristen’s breasts sway as he fucked her.  She reached her hands up for mine.  They crawled up my dress and pulled down on the neckline and bra.  My tits fell out and she caressed them with her fingertips.  She pinched my nipples between her fingers and a cry escaped my throat.

                  I couldn’t hold back any longer.  I came against Kristen’s tongue while my fiancée fucked her.  His face was twisted as he watched his cock disappear inside of her.  I wanted to watch too.  I reached for Kristen’s dress and slid it up over her head until she was completely naked.

                  I got back to my knees and crawled beside him.  I watched his cock move in and out of my best friend.  I knew then that things would be different forever.  I would always taste her pussy on his cock.  I’d always see the image of him fucking her in my head.  She’d marked him and he’d marked her.  I’d never be able to look at Kristen again without seeing Mitchell’s cock in her mouth and in her pussy.

                  But it didn’t upset me like I thought it would.  It excited me.  It made me feel alive.  Everything was different.  Sensual.  Sexy.  Sex would drip from us wherever we were from then on.  I had to know what she tasted like.  I had to help her come.  I wanted to see her come so hard.

                  I crawled under both of them and pressed my tongue to Kristen’s clit.  I watched her pussy up close while Mitchell fucked her.  I circled her clit with my tongue and used my hands to squeeze her breasts.  She moaned louder and louder.  Her body shook and quivered.  She was about to come.

                  “Oh, fuck!” she cried as she shivered above me.  I kept swirling my tongue and Mitchell pounded her harder and faster than before.

                  Mitchell pulled out and stroked his cock while she came down.  Then he picked her up by her shoulders until she was standing.  He hiked her legs up around his waist and pushed her ass onto the counter.  She gasped at the cold marble underneath her.

                  I stood and watched as he slid his cock inside her again.  He stared into her eyes while fucked her.  I swallowed hard at the sight. This was more personal than before.  More intimate.

                  But when Kristen’s eyes flicked to mine, I knew it was something more.  Somehow, the intimacy was shared between three of us at the same time.  I only hoped it could stay that way.

                  He fucked her hard against the counter. She reached behind her and braced herself against the cabinet.  Her head kept bumping against the door, so Mitchell cradled it in one hand.  They pressed their foreheads together as he pumped harder.

                  “I want you to ride him,” I said.  “I want you to show him how good he makes you feel.”

                  She looked at me and nodded, but she was out of breath.  Mitchell scooped her up and slowly lowered to the floor.  He shuddered as his bare skin hit the tile

                  Kristen straddled my fiancée and slammed her hips against him over and over.  She rocked them in little circles and moaned as she fucked him.  I kneeled beside them and kissed my best friend.  She was still breathless and her skin had turned pink and splotchy.

                  I twisted and pulled her nipples while Mitchell slammed into her pretty shaved pussy again and again.  She moaned and cried out.  I kissed her breasts and sucked on her nipples, loving the way her tits bounced while she rode him.

                  Mitchell tugged on my arm and pulled me down with him.  “I want you to see the gorgeous view I have,” he said.  I laid on my back with my head against his, watching up at my best friend.  Watching her tits sway.  Watching Mitchell’s cock glide in and out of her puffy, pink pussy.  It was a sight to behold and an image I knew I’d never forget.

                  Mitchell turned to me and kissed me hard.  “You’re the best fucking fiancée ever,” he said.

                  “So are you,” I said with a heady grin.

                  He gripped Kristen’s hips tightly and pushed himself deeper inside her.  He sat up, flexing his abs and groaning as he dumped his come inside.  She supported herself by gripping his hair and taking his big cock like a good girl.

                  She moaned as she came, and I wondered what they both tasted like together.  She collapsed against him and he collapsed against the floor.  I crawled behind her and licked the base of his cock, just under her pussy.  Her sweet scent mixed with his salty come making my head spin.

                  She climbed off him and kissed me hard.  “I hope this doesn’t change anything between us,” she said.

                  “Oh, it most certainly does,” I said, chuckling when her eyes went wide.  “I want to do it again and again.”

                  She breathed a sigh of relief and wrapped her arms around me.  Her breasts pushed against mine and I felt the warm beating of her heart against my chest.  Mitchell sat up and slid his hands up both of our backs.  “I’d also like to do it again,” he teased.

                  “So, this won’t affect the wedding?” asked Kristen.

                  Mitchell looked at me, but I shook my head.  “Not on my account,” I said.  “I’ve never felt more certain that I wanted to marry Mitch.”

                  Mitchell smiled.  “I feel exactly the same.”
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      I sat beside my husband on our therapist’s couch.  As my eyes traveled over our therapist’s long, silky legs, I started having regrets about signing up for this.  Dr. Abbott tapped her pen against a notepad while she studied our answers to her questionnaire.  She chewed on her bottom lip, looking more naïve than professional, despite the maroon pencil skirt and ivory blouse she wore.  Her blond hair was pulled back into a tight bun and she had black framed glasses.

                  How was it that a sex therapist could be so sexy?  Surely that would be a professional hazard.  I shifted in my seat, feeling inadequate, wondering if my husband was thinking about fucking her right now.

                  I lifted my eyes to him and noticed his back was stiff.  His jaw was clenched.  He was holding something back.  He turned to me and smiled, but it was forced.  He turned back toward the window and I glanced at his lap.  His cock was half hard.

                  Fuck.  What a disaster.  All I wanted was to fix our love life, and I brought my sex starved husband to the sexiest woman alive.

                  “So, Melanie,” she started, “it seems that you’re the one that’s having the most trouble?”

                  My cheeks burned.  I was embarrassed.  Yes, I was the one having trouble.  My husband came to me night after night, but I just couldn’t get in the mood to no fault of my husband’s.  I was grateful to have a husband as attractive as he was with dark hair and an angular jaw.  His skin was olive toned and he was fit enough to be a model.  But I needed something else.  Something new.  Something different.  The problem was that I didn’t know what that thing was.

                  “I guess so,” I replied, unable to commit to my own psychological issues.

                  Jackson took my hand and gave it a squeeze.  Then he chimed in.  “I love my wife, very much.  I do whatever I can think of to spice up our love life.  We don’t fight and hardly even argue.  Our life is perfect.  But one day, she just lost interest.”

                  “Is that true, Melanie?” Dr. Abbott’s tone was severe.  She wanted me to answer.

                  “Yes, it’s true.”

                  “Are you harboring any hidden resentment?  Anything you’d like to tell your husband about?”  Her eyes were green pools and I became lost in them.

                  “Not that I’m aware of,” I said.

                  “Good.  Perhaps it’s just physical.  We need to find the right stimuli.”  Her eyes probed me and I shifted again.  I wished I’d worn something tighter fitting and sexy, to compete with her better.  But these days I resigned myself to jeans and a t-shirt.  “Melanie, do you have any fantasies?”

                  I looked from Jackson back to Dr. Abbott.  I realized I was biting my lip and twisting my fingers.  “No, not really.”  That wasn’t the whole truth.  But I could never admit what my fantasy was.

                  “Come now,” she said with a smirk.  A smirk seemed rather unprofessional.  “When you touch yourself, what do you think of?”

                  “Who says I touch myself?”

                  She smirked again.  “Don’t play with me.”

                  “I think you’re playing with me,” I shot back.  Jackson chuckled.

                  “Cat fight,” he said.

                  “This isn’t funny,” I replied.  “I have half a mind to just leave right now.”  I stood and looked at the door.

                  “Please,” said the doctor.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to upset you.  Jackson,” she said, turning to him, “why don’t you wait in the lobby.  Your wife may feel more comfortable opening up if you’re not around at first.”

                  He pouted, stood, and left the room.  Before the door closed, he looked over his shoulder at me.  He was worried.  Concerned.  I couldn’t help but feel guilty.

                  I sat back down on the white, leather sofa and sighed.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “My fantasies are…just that.  Fantasies.”

                  “I understand,” she said.  “I’m only here to help.  What is it you fantasize about?”

                  I looked down at my lap.  Maybe if I pretended she wasn’t there, it would be easier to say my fantasy out loud.  “What I imagine…when I’m touching myself…is…”

                  “Yes?”

                  “…being with another woman.”  My pussy was wet just from saying it out loud.

                  “Interesting,” she said, scribbling something on her notepad.

                  “Is it?”

                  “Quite,” she said.  I looked up and she was already staring at me.  But her green eyes flashed a fire that hadn’t been there before.  “I want to encourage you to chase that feeling.  How do you feel about sharing your husband with another woman?”

                  My chest tightened.  I’d never thought about that.  “You mean, like a threesome?”

                  “Something like that,” she said.  She was smirking again, but I let it go.  Her smirk was sexy.

                  “I don’t know, Dr. Abbott,” I said.

                  “Please, call me Rebecca.”  She stood from her black chair and walked to the sofa.  She sat beside me.  She was close. Close enough that I could smell her rose perfume.

                  “Rebecca,” I said, realizing how breathless I was.  “What are you-“

                  Her hand was on my thigh and she leaned in.  Her pouty, pink lips came closer and I instinctively closed my eyes.  They landed against mine and sent me reeling.  I was dizzy and lightheaded.  Kissing her felt nice.  Too nice.  She was my therapist.  She was supposed to be helping me regain confidence in bed with my husband.  The last thing she should be doing is kissing me.

                  My heart pounded.  Our lips parted.  Her tongue slid in along my tongue.  Her hand raised to my chest and squeezed. I moaned against her lips.  She smirked.  Her thumbs found my nipples through the fabric.  They moved in circles.  Her fingers pinched them, and my back arched.  She found the hem of my t-shirt and slowly lifted it up my torso.  It fell to the floor.

                  I should’ve stopped her.  All of this was wrong.  Very wrong.  My husband sat just outside while I made out with the therapist.  But my fingers moved to her blouse and slowly unbuttoned it.  There was no stopping now.  I was too curious.  Too eager to fulfill my secret fantasy.

                  Her blouse dropped behind her.  Her bra was white and covered with lace.  I didn’t know the first thing about being with a woman, so I froze.  I just stared, wondering what the hell to do next.

                  “Follow your fantasy,” she urged.  I thought about what I imagined when I was alone.  I reached around her body and unfastened her bra.  As it slid from her chest, my heart raced.  Perfect, full breasts with hard, pink nipples.  I licked my lips, then slowly leaned down and sucked one in.

                  She cradled my head as I sucked.  She moaned and arched her back.  I wanted to taste more of her.  I reached for the zipper of her skirt, but she stopped my hand.  “I have a better way,” she said, smiling.

                  She inched her skirt up above her hips, revealing matching white lace panties underneath.  There was a stain in the middle.  She was wet.  Had I made her wet?  The thought thrilled me.

                  She leaned back and reached for her panties.  They slid slowly down her legs.  I took in the sight of her shaved pussy.  It was dripping wet, with soft petals that bloomed as she spread her thighs.  She dropped her panties to the floor and I slid between her legs.

                  She tasted like salted honey.  I wrapped my lips around her pussy and slid my tongue inside her.  Her fingers slid in my hair.  She moaned and I wondered if my husband could hear us outside.  Part of me hoped he could, and the other part was horrified.  But I didn’t stop.  I couldn’t.  I wanted to make Rebecca come.

                  I licked and swirled my tongue over her folds and clit.  She rocked her hips against me, moaning again and again.  “Just like that,” she said.  “It feels so good.”

                  My pussy ached as I brought her to orgasm.  I wondered what it felt like to be licked and sucked by a woman.  By someone who really knew their way around a pussy.  Fortunately, I was about to learn.

                  “Your turn,” she said with a smile.  She climbed on her knees and pushed back on my shoulders.  I fell back against the other side of the couch.  She unfastened my jeans and I helped her slide them down my legs with my panties.  My underwear was plain cotton.  Nothing quite as sexy as what she’d been wearing.

                  She didn’t seem to care.  She was only focused on one thing.  My pussy.  Her eyes focused on my trimmed pussy.  She ran her thumb along my slit and I moaned.  It’d been a long time since someone else had touched me.  Since I’d wanted someone else to touch me.

                  “Fuck,” I groaned as her slick thumb circled my clit.  She moved forward and slid a finger deep inside me while wrapping her lips around my bud.  She sucked in and flicked her tongue across.  Her finger worked in and out of me.  She slid in a second finger and then a third, curving them upward and teasing my g-spot.  I whimpered and started shaking.  It was so intense.  It was too much.  I reached down for her hair, to make sure she was real.  That this was really happening.

                  When I saw her green eyes staring up at me, I came.
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      “So what did she say to you?” he asked, his hands gripping the steering wheel with full force.  He gripped so tightly I thought he might break it off.  Was he jealous?  I smiled just thinking about it.

                  My pussy still tingled in my panties from the warmth of Rebecca’s mouth.  I couldn’t stop thinking about her warm lips around me and her tongue flicking gently across my clit.  I squirmed in my seat, worried I would come right next to my husband while thinking about her.

                  “Nothing,” I said.  “She just helped me get through some things.”

                  “Like what?” he asked.

                  “Nothing,” I said, but I couldn’t stifle my giggle.  It was dark outside and I couldn’t wait to be home so I could take a bath and touch myself to the thought of her.

                  “You seem high.  Did she give you something?  Drugs?”

                  I turned to him and smiled.  “That’s really funny,” I said sarcastically.  He didn’t speak to me again until we were parked and inside the house.

                  “I don’t know why you won’t tell me what happened in there.  I thought this was supposed to be about us.  Trying to fix our relationship.”

                  “It is,” I said, pressing my palms to his chest.  My fingers came alive, playing with the loose fabric of his shirt. Electricity buzzed through me, and I wanted to feel everything as if it was for the first time.  “You think she’s pretty, don’t you?”

                  “What?”  He stepped back with wide eyes.  “She’s our therapist.”

                  I rolled my eyes and set my keys on the kitchen counter.  “I saw your half-hard dick while you stared at her.  I don’t blame you, of course.”

                  His jaw tightened and his eyes were filled with remorse.  “You don’t?”

                  “No.  It’s been a long time since we’ve fucked and she’s very attractive.”

                  “You think our therapist is attractive?”  He stepped closer and hooked his arm around my waist.  “How attractive?” he asked.  I laughed.  I was giddy.  Euphoric.  My skin was all tingly.  “Attractive, like, you want to kiss her, attractive?”

                  I laughed and curled into his chest.  “What if I already did?”

                  He gripped my shoulders and pulled me back.  “What?”

                  “Actually, we did more than that,” I teased.

                  I could see in his eyes he was torn.  Torn between concern and arousal.  “Did she…come onto you?”

                  I shrugged.  “Only after I told her about my fantasy.”  My throat closed up.  That was something I hadn’t planned on telling him about yet.

                  “What did you tell her?”

                  I sighed and ran a hand through my thick hair.  “I might’ve told her that I fantasized about women.  Don’t be mad.”

                  “Why would I be mad?” he asked.  “Women as in only women?  Are you…”

                  I waived my hands and giggled.  “No.  No, I don’t know what I am.  Not only women, though.  In fact, she asked me what I thought about a threesome.”

                  “She did?”

                  I stared up at my husband in disbelief that we were having this conversation.  “She did,” I said.

                  He closed the distance between us and hooked his arm around me again.  “And what did you say?”  He smirked like she did.  He was entertained.  Intrigued.  Curious.  Lucky for him, so was I.

                  “I said I hadn’t considered it.  But I’ve been considering it now.”

                  “You have?”  His lips were inches from mine and I could feel the heat of his body surrounding mine.

                  “Yes, but, I don’t know if we should,” I said.

                  In a low voice, he said, “So it’s okay for you to kiss our therapist, but it’s not okay for me to?”

                  “Who said anything about doing it with the therapist?”

                  He groaned.  “You’re such a tease.”

                  I smiled.  “I know.”  And then I kissed him long and hard.  I kissed him until my heart was racing.  I already felt like the romance was starting to return.  Maybe I wouldn’t need that special bath after all.

                  ---

                  Jackson and I had discussed the possibility for days.  We talked each other’s ears off about Dr. Abbott and what it would mean for our relationship.  Is this what she did with all her clients?  Or were we special?

                  We went to our next therapy appointment full of nerves.  Her outfit was a reverse of her previous one.  A maroon blouse with a cream colored skirt.  I was grateful I’d worn something a bit sexier.  A simple blue dress with frilly panties.  She greeted us with a professional smile.  “Where would you guys like to start today?”

                  Jackson and I sat on her white sofa and I looked up at him.  “Let’s start with how you kissed my wife in our last session,” he said firmly.

                  She looked half surprised and half impressed.  Her eyes were wide but she had a cocked brow.  “If you think that’s all we did, Jackson, then she still hasn’t been communicating well with you.”

                  He turned to me with his set jaw.  “What…else…did you-“

                  I hung my head and felt my cheeks burn.  “Everything,” I said.  “Absolutely everything.”

                  “Surely you heard your wife’s moans?” she teased.

                  “I heard…something, but I didn’t think it was that.”

                  “Ah, denial,” she said, scribbling on her notepad.

                  “Look, just what is all of this about?” he asked.  “Are you a therapist or not?”

                  “I am,” she said.  “But my techniques are a little unique.  For instance, I think your wife will appreciate you more if she’s had to share you with another woman.  It’ll fire up her innate jealousy until she can’t stand it. Your marriage will be all the better for it.”

                  “And who are we supposed to find?” he asked.  My hands were shaking.  He was daring her to come forward and present herself.

                  “That’s what I’m here for,” she said.  Her eyes were locked on him as she stood from her chair, setting the pad of paper behind her.  She pulled her long hair out of its bun until it fell in waves around her.  She slowly unfastened her blouse and slid it from her shoulders.  Then she slid her skirt down her legs.  I looked over at my husband’s lap and he was rock hard.  I touched his thigh and moved my hand toward his groin.  When I cupped his erection, he moaned.  “Why don’t you get your husband ready for me?”

                  “What do you mean?”

                  “Suck him off,” she said.  “I want to watch you.”

                  I hadn’t sucked my husband off in years.  But the way she commanded me to do it made my pussy ache.  I dropped to my knees and worked at his jeans.  He slid them down his hips with his briefs until his cock stuck out.  I gripped the base of his cock and parted my lips.  Before I wrapped them around his tip, she appeared next to me, kneeling.

                  “That’s it,” she said.  “Wrap them nice and tight around his cock.”  I did what she said and it made me feel like a virgin all over again.  “Mmm, suck it in.  Let it massage the back of your throat.”

                  I sucked his cock in until he hit my throat.  I gagged and sputtered, but she was encouraging.  She stroked my hair and told me I was a good girl.  “You’re doing so well.  Now try and swallow him down.”

                  My husband was in shock.  Two women were at his lap, while one instructed his disinterested wife.  It must’ve been unreal for him.  It made wet just thinking about it.

                  I sucked him in and swallowed his tip until I felt it slide down my throat.  Then I coughed it back up, my spit coating him completely.  “Fuck,” he groaned.  “I’m going to come if you do that again.”

                  Rebecca smiled up at him.  “Shall we test that theory?”

                  I nodded and swallowed his cock again.  It jerked and twitched in my throat.  I massaged his balls until he was moaning my name.  He gripped my hair and held me tight against his lap.  His hot, sticky come shot down my throat and I swallowed each stream as it came.  He slowly withdrew, and I swallowed what was left.

                  Rebecca was flushed.  Her skin was rouge and she was breathing heavily.  “Very good,” she said through an exhale.  “Now, I want to reward you.  Lay back.”

                  “Oh fuck,” said Jackson, when he realized what he was about to witness.

                  I laid back.  Rebecca crawled between my legs and lifted my dress up to my hips.  She pulled the top half down to expose my bare breasts.  I’d gone without a bra in case this very thing happened.  I was glad I did.  She smiled and rolled my nipples between her fingers.  I arched my back and moaned.  She sent electric fire through me.

                  One hand moved down between my legs, massaging my pussy through my panties.  “See how wet your wife is?” she asked Jackson.  He was already stroking his cock again.  It was fully hard.

                  Rebecca leaned down and slid my panties to the side.  She licked along my slit and slid a finger inside.  She sucked on my clit while curling her fingers toward my belly.  I moaned and writhed as she pleased me.

                  My fingers found her hair and I watched her emerald green eyes.  I loved seeing her between my legs, sucking and fingering me.  My legs quivered and I shuddered as the waves of my orgasm swept through me.  I was burning hot, then cold, as her tongue kept flicking until I had finished.

                  She stood up and told me to sit beside my husband.  “I want you to watch, nice and close.  I want you to see his dick disappear inside me.”

                  I was nervous.  She’d been right about the jealousy.  So far, I’d been the only one doing anything with her or Jackson.  Now I was about to witness Jackson and Rebecca together.  My chest tightened, but I followed orders.  I sat beside my husband.

                  Rebecca leaned over him and removed his shirt from his torso.  His thick, rippling muscles made Rebecca sigh.  “He’s such a beautiful man,” she said.  “And his cock is so long and thick.  I can’t believe you let a gorgeous alpha like this go to waste.”

                  “I don’t mean to-“ I started, but she pushed her finger to my lips. It still smelled like my pussy.  I loved how dirty she was and how filthy her mouth was.

                  “I’m going to show you how you should be treating your man,” she said.  She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor.  Jackson finished taking his jeans off, pushing them to the side with his shoes.  As Rebecca slithered out of her panties, I realized my breasts were still hanging out.  I realized I liked the exposure and the demands.  I liked everything Rebecca had to offer.

                  She slowly climbed over my husband’s lap.  My mouth went dry.  His cock was hard and throbbing.  His focus was completely on her.  I wasn’t used to that.  I wanted him to focus on me.  I felt discarded, but Rebecca made me feel better.  She looked at me and smiled.  “Don’t worry,” she said.  “It’s for your own good.”

                  I nodded and watched her press her pussy to the underside of Jackson’s cock.  He kept holding the base of it, but he let her direct it.  She rubbed her wet slit up and down his shaft and they moaned in unison.  She took his hands and moved them to her breasts.  She didn’t have to help him from then on.

                  He stroked her hard nipples with his thumbs.  My mouth watered.  I wanted to taste them.  To suck on them.  To flick my tongue across her skin.  But I was under her orders now.  I would only do what she said.

                  She rocked her hips over him and I watched the folds of her pussy spread around him.  She moved up an inch too high and the tip of him disappeared.  Her eyes rolled in the back of her head and she slowly lowered down.

                  I watched his hard cock slip slowly into her wet pussy.  There was no going back.  I knew that.  He’d fucked another woman, and that image would be in my mind forever.

                  Once he was completely inside, his hands lowered to her hips.  He leaned up and took her nipple into his mouth and sucked.  I felt doubly jealous.  They were both doing to each other what I wanted to do to each of them.  But watching them – two people I found equally attractive – was strangely stimulating.  My pussy ached again, and I wanted to play with it.

                  I leaned against the side of the couch and spread my legs.  I slipped my fingers into my panties while Rebecca rose up and down on my husband’s lap.  His cock appeared and disappeared over and over.  They both groaned and my clit sparked at the touch of my fingers.  I felt guilty touching myself to the sight, but it was exhilarating.  My skin was on fire.

                  My husband leaned up and Rebecca leaned down until their lips locked on each other’s.  My throat tightened, but my clit throbbed.  I circled despite the jealousy and the guilt.  And when I slipped my fingers inside, I couldn’t help but come.

                  It was the strongest orgasm I’d ever had.  My whole body convulsed and there was a comfortable pain between my legs.  The ache had built up so much that the explosion felt impossible.  Like it would tear apart my skin.

                  “Fuck,” I cried.  I whimpered as I came down.  When I looked up, they were staring at me, but they hadn’t slowed their fucking.

                  My husband picked up his pace, slamming against her pelvis while she fell down onto his lap.  She grinded against him and her breasts bounced up and down.  He watched them as they swayed about.  His face was contorted and his groans sounded animalistic.

                  I was caught up in their moment.  He wasn’t just inside her now.  He was enjoying her.  And she was enjoying him.  Her gorgeous breasts held my attention, along with her slim waist and curvy hips.  His hands reached around for her ass as he directed her body over his lap.

                  She moaned and her body shook.  He gripped her back and held her close.  Then he let out a deep, guttural growl as he finished inside her.  My husband came inside another woman’s pussy.

                  They came down together, catching their breath and looking in each other’s eyes.  “Do you do this with all your patients?” he asked her.

                  She shook her head.  “Never.”  She looked at me, still leaning her head against his.  “I normally help people find someone else.  But there was something about the two of you. Something I knew I wanted for myself.”

                  She climbed off his lap and I saw his come spill down her thigh.  I quickly dropped to my knees and licked it clean.  She stroked my hair.  “Good girl.  You were very good today.”

                  I looked up at her.  “And what about tomorrow?  And the next day?  Was this just a one time thing?”

                  She smiled.  “Not if you don’t want it to be.”

                  “Please say we can do it again.  And again.  And again.”

                  “I don’t have a problem with that if your husband doesn’t.” She glanced at him and I turned over my shoulder.

                  He held up both of his hands.  “You’ve got no complaints from me.”

                  The three of us cleaned up and our session ended.  But I knew it wouldn’t be our last. And I hoped, in time, she’d become more than just our therapist.  I had a feeling she would.
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      I watched Zoey hunch over her suitcase and collect her things.  She looked beautiful in the afternoon sunlight as it poured across the room.  She lifted her head for a moment, a few golden brown waves escaping her long braid.  She glanced out the window, and I glanced at her long, silken legs.  Her denim shorts had a high waist and her crop top inched up along her back as she bent over.  I could see the curve in her lower back and the way it delicately led to her delicious hips.

                  Zoey had always been beautiful, though she didn’t always see it.  But that’s what best friends were for.  To see the beauty in one another. To lift each other up.  To take care of each other.  I was sad to see her go.  I’d only had her around for a few days, and Ted hadn’t met her yet.

                  She flicked her gaze over her shoulder at me.  “It’s a shame I won’t get to meet your boyfriend, Anna,” she said.  “You never dated anyone in high school.  I’m curious what type of man you picked.”  She smiled and I smiled back, but my gaze lowered to the floor as I thought about him.

                  Ted was every bit of sexy any girl could want.  I didn’t know how I landed him.  But if Zoey had her say, I knew she’d tell me I deserved him.  That I was pretty enough.  Even though she was the pretty one.  I had thick dark hair and tanned skin.  She was the soft golden peach every man would desire.  I was athletic, but she was lean with curves.  She had a smile that lit up a room.

                  I didn’t know if my smile did anything like that.

                  “Yeah, it’s a shame,” I said.  “I thought he’d be back by now, but this virus is making everyone nervous.  He considered staying behind with his parents.”

                  Zoey zipped her suitcase and turned to face me.  She had her hands on her hips and a solemn expression.  “Yeah, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous myself.  Travelling right now wasn’t the greatest idea, but I had to see my bestie.”

                  I smiled and strode up to her, wrapping my arms around her.  Her warm body pressed against me and I inhaled her cinnamon vanilla perfume.  I kissed her cheek without thinking how it’d come across, and wondered what had come over me after I did it.

                  I wanted to apologize, but she didn’t seem to mind.  Her cheeks were pink and I wondered if they were flushed.  “You be safe,” I told her, my arms still hooked around her neck.

                  She swallowed.  Her eyes darted back and forth across my face.  “You too,” she said, and for once, I didn’t know what she was thinking.

                  We were jolted out of our embrace by the sound of the front door banging open. Ted was out of breath when he rushed into the bedroom.  “Shit, Anna.  I’ve been trying to call you.  Turn on your damn phone.”

                  “What is it?”

                  “There’s a lockdown going on,” he said.  I looked to Zoey and she looked to me.  What the fuck was he talking about?  “They’re not letting anyone in or out right now.  All of the flights have been cancelled.”

                  “I thought they weren’t doing that until next week?” I asked.  Zoey’s fingers found my hand and gripped it tightly.  I squeezed her back.

                  “They moved it up,” he said.  He stared at Zoey and tried to calm himself.  He held out his hand.  “My name is Ted.  You must be Zoey.”

                  She sounded confused, but she took his hand.  “Nice to meet you,” she said.

                  “I hope so,” he said.  “Because it looks like you’re going to be rooming with us for a bit.”

                  I turned to Zoey and her eyes were wide, uncertain.  It took me a moment to figure out that I should say something.  “Of course,” I told her.  “You’ll stay with us.  As long as you need to.”

                  “I don’t want to impose,” she said.  “I’m sure I can get a flight sometime.”

                  “Nonsense,” I said.  “I’m sure this won’t last long.”  Ted looked uncertain and his jaw was clenched.  “Regardless, you are welcome to stay.  As long as you don’t mind a pull out sofa. We only have the one bedroom.”

                  And as the words left my lips, I knew there might be trouble.  Ted and Zoey had never so much as had a conversation and now they would be sharing a roof together.  It was the first time I wished Zoey wasn’t so damn attractive.

                  “Thank you both,” she said, but her eyes lingered on Ted.  “It’s a very generous offer.”

                  “Don’t mention it,” he said, his breath shallow.  A drop of sweat hung at his thick, dark brows.  He wiped it from his forehead and smiled.  “Maybe I should make us a couple of drinks.”

                  “Sounds good,” I said, and he left for the kitchen.

                  ---

                  The three of us sat around the small living room and finished our drinks.  Ted and Zoey were getting along well and it made me nervous.  I tried to talk myself out of the nerves, but they were both too attractive.  It was very possible they were attracted to each other.

                  But if they were, they were good at hiding it.

                  “Shit,” said Zoey.  “I left my charger in the rental car.  I took it down this morning so I wouldn’t forget it, and now…”  Her voice trailed off and she stared at the floor.  Her golden hair fell around her face from her loosening braid.  “You sure you don’t mind me staying?”

                  I placed my hand on her thigh and my palm tingled.  “I’m positive.  Ted is too.”

                  “Okay,” she said.  “Because I can get a hotel or something.”

                  “Forget about it,” I said and Ted nodded.

                  “You guys are the best,” she said before jumping from the couch and heading to the door.  “Be right back.”

                  She left and it was just me and Ted.  “I’m going to take a shower,” he said.  “It’s been a long day.”

                  I raised my brow at him.  “So you don’t mind Zoey staying in our little apartment?”  Maybe I was trying to feel him out.  To see what he thought of her.

                  “She’s all you talk about.  I know how important she is to you.  Of course she can stay.  That’s why I offered.”

                  “You don’t think it’ll be…weird?”  The words left my lips before I could change them.

                  “Anna.  Don’t tell me you’re worried about having another girl around.  You can’t honestly be jealous of your best friend can you?”

                  “Can’t I?  She’s gorgeous.”

                  He sighed and stepped toward me.  He took my hands in his and his dark eyes peered into mine.  “You’re everything I could ever want,” he said.  “No pretty girl is going to change that.”

                  “So you agree she’s pretty?” I asked with a smirk, but my tummy was flipping like a pancake.

                  “Yes,” he said.  “But that doesn’t mean I want to fuck her or anything.”

                  An image flashed in my head of him pressing her up against a wall and taking her from behind.  My clit sparked and sent waves through me.  They landed as nausea in my stomach.  Confusing guilt swept over me.  My body was intrigued by the thought, but my mind knew it was wrong.

                  I faked a laugh and watched Ted remove his t-shirt.  He smiled, kissed my forehead, and walked to the bathroom.  I moved into the bedroom closet across the way to grab a few sheets and pillows for Zoey.  I turned over my shoulder, and saw Ted strip the rest of his clothes from his taut muscles.  I bit my lip at his huge dick.  It was half hard and I couldn’t keep myself from wondering if Zoey had anything to with it.

                  He cracked the door and I returned to the darkness of the closet to dig out the spare sheets.  I heard the front door open and close and then Zoey gasped.  I turned and saw her in the bathroom, staring at my naked boyfriend.  From where I stood in the shadows, neither of them could see me.

                  I slipped back into the darkest corner and watched with a racing heart.

                  “Shit,” she said, out of breath.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean – “

                  I noticed she didn’t leave or cover her eyes.  I could faintly see her thighs trembling.  I’d never seen her like this before.  Flushed and flustered.  He smiled, but didn’t turn and hide his cock.

                  “It’s no problem,” he said, flashing her a dirty smirk.  My stomach clenched and my gut did flips.  His cock was growing harder before her eyes and she still hadn’t turned away.  “Accidents happen,” he added.

                  I listened closely as she tried to explain and excuse herself.  My fingers were already under my skirt, gliding against my soaked panties.

                  “I just needed to use the bathroom.  I didn’t mean.  Oh god, I’m so sorry.  This is humiliating.”  My fingers slipped inside my panties and found my puffy, wet pussy.  I circled my clit and bit down on my lip to keep from moaning.

                  Ted wrapped himself in a towel and stepped toward her.  He placed two strong hands on her shoulders and smiled.  “Don’t be so hard on yourself.  It was just an accident.”

                  I slipped a finger inside as they gazed at each other.  They were both silent.  Ted wore a serious expression.  I’d only seen that look in one other kind of situation.  Right before he would kiss me.  But he didn’t kiss her.  He slapped his hands against her shoulders and turned his back.  “Guess I better get to that shower now.”

                  “Y-yes.  Of course,” said Zoey.  She turned and made her way to living room.  Ted dropped his towel and then slowly cracked the door.  My body quivered as it came, and my gut churned with waves of guilt and shame.

                  I’d been infected by some kind of twisted desire.  I had watched and wanted Ted to kiss my best friend.  I’d wanted to see her drop to her knees and beg for his dick.  I’d wanted to see him fuck her brains out and enjoy it.

                  The idea alone got me off so fast.  But I knew it was something that could never happen. Something I could never let happen.

                  I straightened my dress and licked my fingers clean.  I grabbed the sheets and brought them to the living room.
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      “Here you are,” I told Zoey.  I placed the pile of sheets and a brand new pillow on the sofa beside her.  She was bashful and refused to lift her head.  My body brimmed with desire for her.  And it brimmed with uncertainty.  Our friendship was already changing – right before our eyes – and nothing had even happened yet.

                  “Thanks,” she said.

                  I could’ve left.  I could’ve gone back to the bedroom and given her space, but my body didn’t want to.  I sat beside her, despite her tensing at my presence.  And I probed for the information I knew she didn’t want to give.  “Is everything okay?” I asked her.

                  She dared to lift her eyes to mine and they were trembling.  Her lips were trembling.  She dared to tell me, but she held back.  She brushed a strand of golden hair from her face and smiled.  A fake smile.  The corners of her eyes didn’t lift with her lips.  “Yeah.  Just nervous.”

                  A lie.  We never lied to one another.

                  I placed my hand on her thigh – but it felt wrong now.  It felt predatory.  I quickly removed it and said, “It’ll be okay.”

                  She stared at her bare thigh, where my hand had just been.  She looked up at me.  I sensed confusion.  “What about you?”  The question took me aback.

                  “I’m the same, I guess.”

                  “Oh.”

                  “Yeah,” I said.  Neither of our gazes met each other, but instead lingered in the far corners of the room.  I tried to work up the courage to speak to her. To tell her I know what she saw.  Who she saw.  My lips parted and I urged the words to roll out.  But she spoke first.

                  “I uh…I walked in on Ted,” she said, and my body tensed.  “Not intentionally or anything.”  Her breath quickened.  She was nervous.  I could smell the heat from her pulse.  I wanted to kiss her.  I wanted to taste her nervousness.

                  “Oh,” was all I could reply with.

                  “I swear,” she said.  “It was just an accident.  And I may have seen him…you know.”

                  I challenged her.  “No, I don’t know,” I lied.

                  She swallowed.  Her eyes moved across my face.  “Oh.  I, um… I saw…”

                  “What?” I asked again.

                  “For Christ’s sake, she saw my cock,” barked Ted.  My gaze snapped to him. He’d just stepped out of the bathroom soaking wet with a towel around his waist.  But his cock was hard underneath.  It was undeniable.  “You’re going to give the poor girl a heart attack.”

                  My mouth fell open.  I was speechless.  He spoke like it didn’t matter.  Like he hadn’t wanted to kiss her.  Like he hadn’t probably just jacked off in the shower to the thought of sweet Zoey.

                  “I’m so sorry,” she said, placing both her hands on my bare thighs.  My leg was searing with heat from her touch.  I shifted it, but only because I couldn’t last another moment without pouncing on her.  I had to restrain myself.

                  “It’s fine,” I said, my head in a dizzy state.

                  “Anna, what’s wrong with you?” asked Ted.  “Like you didn’t know she saw.  You were in the closet.  I’m sure you saw the whole thing.”

                  My eyes shot up to him and I willed daggers into his chest.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

                  “Wait,” said Zoey.  “You knew?  And you let me feel bad?”

                  “Did you or did you not stare at my boyfriend’s dick?” I asked her.  But I hated the way the words came out.  Her lip trembled and the corners of her mouth turned down.  “Shit, Zoey.  I’m sorry.”

                  She stood from the sofa and ran into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  “Thanks, Ted,” I said.  “Real nice.”

                  “What?  You were the one giving her a hard time.  You should’ve just told her so it wouldn’t be a big deal.”

                  I knew he was right, but he didn’t know everything.  He didn’t know that I’d come to the sight of them.  To the thought of them together.  And he didn’t know how twisted up I was over it.  I stood from the sofa, pushed my way past Ted and entered the room, shutting the door behind me.

                  “Zoey, I’m sorry.”

                  She was on her stomach with her head buried in the pillows.  I crawled up next to her and pulled her into my arms.  She didn’t fight me, and after a moment, she lifted her eyes to mine.  “Why didn’t you tell me?” she asked.  “Why pretend you didn’t know?”

                  I looked at the ceiling, searching for the words.  Could I really tell her the truth?  That I touched my clit and got off to what I saw?

                  “It’s complicated,” I said.

                  “We tell each other everything,” she said.  “We don’t keep any secrets.  What are you hiding from me?”  She propped herself up on her elbow and looked down at me.  I looked up at her and wanted to lean up to kiss her soft pink lips.  But I clenched my jaw and looked down the length of my body toward my feet.

                  “Because I thought it was hot,” I said.  “I didn’t want you to think I was weird.”

                  “Oh,” she said, thinking over what I’d said.  I listened to her breathing.  It went from steady to slow and deep.  “I don’t think it’s weird.”

                  I looked at her and my chest tightened.  She slid down into my arms and snuggled against my chest.  I kissed the top of her head, as a friend.  At least that’s what I told myself.

                  She shifted up a little and looked at me with a smile.  The room lit up like it always did.  She kissed my cheek, and my body tingled.  I could never tell her how much my clit throbbed at her presence.

                  I leaned down and kissed her nose, but as I pulled back she thrust her lips against mine.  Her soft pink lips were pillows against my mouth.  Her breath swept over my cheek and it was heavy. Heavy with passion.  With the same desire I had.

                  I knew I should pull away, but I couldn’t.  Her lips parted and so did mine.  Her tongue moved forward and so did mine.  They touched and danced.  She tasted like cream soda.  I drank her in with one breath.

                  Her hand landed on my thigh and crept underneath my skirt.  I shivered beside her.  I placed a hand on her neck.  Then her collarbone.  Slowly lowering it over her chest until I was cupping her breast.  Her nipple hardened against my palm.  Her fingers brushed along my panties, teasing my slit.

                  I moaned, but it was mostly breath.  She did the same.  Our eyes locked on each other’s and we dared the other one to quit.  To stop what we were doing, but we couldn’t.  And we didn’t.

                  I moved a hand to her waist and lifted her crop top slowly.  I tugged down the cups of her bra and took a nipple between my lips.  It was delicious.  Pert and pink.  I sucked hard.  She whimpered when I used my teeth.

                  Her fingers slipped inside my panties and inside my pussy.  One finger, then two.  She used the pad of her thumb to circle my clit.  I bucked my hips against her, sucking on her tit as she got me off.  I trembled and moaned and came to my best friend’s touch.

                  That’s when the door swung open.  “What’s going on in here?” asked Ted.  He had one hand on the door frame and the other on the doorknob, and his brows raised in surprise.  “I’m sorry.  I thought you guys were crying.”

                  I giggled at what he found.  Zoey’s fingers were still knuckle deep in my pussy.  My lips were still wrapped around her nipple.  I pulled back, but I didn’t even blush.  I just told him he better join us if he’s going to.

                  Zoey didn’t argue.  She smiled at the idea of a third body in our bed.  Ted unwrapped his towel and let it drop to the floor.  His cock was rock hard.

                  He crawled between my legs, but I put up my hands to stop him.  “Not me,” I said.  “I want you to fuck Zoey.”

                  He leaned over me but looked at her.  She twirled her hair in her fingers.  “Would you like that?” he asked her.  “Do you want me to fuck you?”

                  Her breath was ragged and she nodded like a nervous little sheep.  Ted moved my legs to the opposite side of him and crawled over Zoey.  I lay beside them as he latched his mouth onto her naked tits.  Sucking her in and plunging his fingers inside her denim shorts.  I helped him out by unfastening them as he found her wet slit.  I couldn’t wait to see her pussy with his fingers inside it.

                  She arched her back and moaned.  She ran her fingers through his hair.  Dug her nails into his scalp.  His muscular back flexed as he removed her top and bra and returned to sucking at her nipples.  He kissed between her breasts and kissed his way down her stomach.  By then, I’d pulled her shorts and thong down to her ankles.  She kicked them off in the same moment his mouth landed on her shaved pussy.

                  I pulled on the skin, exposing her clit for him.  He wrapped his lips around it and sucked.  She clawed at his hair and whimpered like she was in pain, but she begged for more.  She begged for his cock to fill her.

                  “Be careful what you ask for,” he said, gripping her hips and sliding her down between his legs.  He lined his cock up with her lips, straddling her head.  She opened wide and he dipped it in.

                  She moaned as she sucked and my pussy ached.  I wanted to make her come.  I wanted to make her come while she choked on his dick.

                  I crawled behind Ted and between Zoey’s legs.  I spread them wide and licked along her slit.  She moaned with a mouthful of cock and I smiled against her pussy.  It smelled like honey and tasted like coconut.  I slid my tongue as deep as it would go and circled her clit with my thumb.

                  She rode my face while Ted rode hers.  Her body shook and she tried to cry out, but her cries were muffled.  Ted pushed himself in deep, which was no easy feat.  He was long and thick.  Even I struggled to swallow him whole.

                  His body shook with hers and he roared out.  He emptied his load down my best friend’s throat as she came against my tongue.  It was so wrong.  So forbidden.  And so fucking sexy.

                  He pulled out of her mouth and I immediately crawled up to kiss her.  To taste him on her lips.  Our tongues swirled and I drank what she couldn’t.  Eager to taste the two of them together.

                  Ted gripped her hips and flipped her onto her belly.  She clawed her way between my legs while he inched up behind her.  “I want to return the favor,” she told me.  “I want to taste you.”

                  I slid my hips down to meet her.  She pulled my dress down from the top along with my bra.  She cupped my breasts and moved my panties to the side.  She wrapped her lips around my slit, flicking her tongue against my clit.  And while she sucked and played, I watched Ted grip his cock and push it inside her from behind.

                  It disappeared and his eyes rolled back.  He slapped her ass and she jolted forward, swiping her tongue along my folds.  I gripped her by her braid and held her to my pussy.  I couldn’t believe we were actually doing this.  Fucking like filthy, primal animals, desperate to get off.

                  Ted gripped her perfect ass and slammed in balls deep.  Zoey worked her fingers into my pussy while licking my clit.  Her free hand pinched and twisted my nipples.  I arched my back in response. I cried out in pleasure. I begged for more.

                  “Fuck,” Ted said. “I’m going to come.”

                  I thought about pausing everything to grab a condom, but I didn’t.  I wanted him to come inside her.  I wanted him to fill her with his hot seed.  I wanted to taste her afterward.  He looked at me with a concerned expression – a warning glance.  If I didn’t grab a condom now, he’d finish without one.  I just held Zoey’s head to my lap and focused on my own orgasm, by picturing his hot come flowing inside her.

                  He pulled his hips back and slammed hard into Zoey, over and over again. His abs flexed and he cried out.  He held himself in deep, stretching farther inside her.  He was coming.  His body was shaking.  And I started to come too.

                  Hot lightning bolts struck me as little shocks spread through every limb.  It felt so good it hurt.  Zoey kept licking, kept fingering my pussy until my body stopped quivering.

                  Ted slipped his cock out of my best friend and watched the two of us while trying to catch his breath.  Zoey crawled up and kissed me.  I could taste my pussy on her tongue.  I slid underneath her until my head was lined up with her pussy.  I brought her hips down over me and licked where he’d come.

                  As I tasted my boyfriend’s come in my friend’s pussy, I felt his hands on my hips, and his slick cock slipping inside me.  His cock was covered in Zoey’s sweet juices, and they were slipping inside of me.

                  He fucked me while I cleaned her.  He leaned over and sucked my nipple between his lips.  He bit down and I moaned against my friend’s cunt.  She rode my face, rocking her hips against me, threatening to come again.

                  I slipped three fingers inside her while sucking on her clit.  I reached up for her breasts and rolled her nipples between my fingers.  She rocked and twitched against me.  Her body struggled at the peak and I wondered if it was so good it hurt for her too.

                  She let out a cry as she came and my boyfriend filled me with his come.  He pulled out and Zoey fell beside me out of breath.  I wrapped my arms around her hips and sighed against her stomach.  Ted crawled over to us and lay beside me.

                  “This is going to be a long lockdown,” I said.

                  “Let’s hope so,” said Ted.  I was still out of breath, wondering how Zoey felt and hoping she was okay.

                  She slid down until her eyes met mine.  Her beautiful breasts still hung out for me to see.  “I think I’d stay a little longer even if there wasn’t a lockdown,” she said.  “But at least now we have something to pass the time.”

                  I smiled.  She was right.  We had all the time in the world ahead of us, and we weren’t going to waste a second of it.
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      Brandon parked the car and I glanced at him, feeling my smile stretch wide across my face.  “We’re here,” he said.  “It was a long drive, but we finally made it.”

                  I looked up at the condo touring above us on wooden stilts.  It was powder blue and white siding, just calling our names for a long vacation.  I gripped my boyfriend’s hand and felt my body tingle with anticipation.  “I hope we find time to go to the beach while we’re here,” I teased.

                  “That depends on how sore your body is after I use it…again and again.”

                  We laughed, but I was ready for him.  I was ready to give him my body and soul all weekend while the sound of waves crashing slipped through the windows.  I imagined walking around naked and eating off each other’s bodies while the curtains swayed from the breeze.  It was our first trip away together, and in my mind it was just like a honeymoon.

                  But when we walked up to the door and punched in the key code, we noticed the key was missing from the little black box.  Brandon shrugged, picked up our suitcase, and turned the knob anyway.  The door swung open and we stepped inside.

                  A soft, bird-like voice sang from the bedroom, and out walked a beautiful – but naked – girl about my age.  Her soft blond locks were wet and she smelled like roses and soap.  Her pink nipples stood to attention as she brushed her hair back with closed eyes.  As they fluttered open, she registered us and squealed.

                  “What the fuck?” she said when she came to, but Brandon and I were still speechless.

                  “Uh, sorry,” he said.  “We must have the wrong place.”

                  “You think?” she asked, and we quickly darted out through the front door.  But when we checked the address, everything matched.

                  “Do you think the listing was wrong?” I asked, but my mind lingered on the woman inside.  She was fit, but curvy.  Her breasts were naturally full and my body heat was rising by the minute from the memory.  My cheeks were flushed, but my legs quivered.  She was absolutely gorgeous and I couldn’t believe we’d walked in on her.

                  Insecurity swept through me at the thought of Brandon having seen her.  He was already on the phone, calling the condo owner, but his voice was shaky.  As he spoke with the owner, I glanced at his waist and noticed a bulge swelling in his pants.  My stomach turned and I opted to look at my feet instead.  Freshly polished nails ready for the beach weather.  And now I was worried if my boyfriend would be thinking about some strange girl all weekend.

                  Brandon ended the call and turned to me.  “Bad news, Jenny,” he said.  “Apparently the owner accidentally double booked us with the girl inside.”

                  “Double booked?  What do you mean?”

                  “The website had a glitch.  All three of us are booked for this condo this weekend.  One of us will have to cancel.”  He nodded toward the door.  “She was here first so I don’t figure we have a choice.”

                  “No,” I said.  “I won’t stand for this.  We waited so long.  We planned.  A lot of thought and effort went into this.  Maybe she won’t mind staying in a hotel instead.”

                  “The owner is already refunding us,” he said with his hand on my shoulder, but my fist was already banging on the door.

                  The blond girl opened the door with her clothes on and part of me was disappointed.  Though I wouldn’t admit it to myself.  “Oh,” she said with pink cheeks.  “It’s you guys.”

                  Before the door had swung open, I’d had the words on the tip of my tongue.  But now that I was face to face with her, they were lodged in my throat, refusing to come out.

                  “Hi,” I said.  “I, um…we-“

                  I felt Brandon’s hand squeeze my shoulder tighter.  “We were double booked,” he said.  “I just informed my girlfriend that we’d be getting a refund, though. Sorry to bother you.”

                  He pulled me away from the door and we turned our backs on the girl.  I breathed a sigh of relief that I hadn’t said anything stupid to her.  Thank goodness for Brandon.

                  She called out once we reached the car.  “I don’t mind if you guys stay,” she said.  “It would be kind of lonely by myself.”

                  I turned back, the breeze blowing my brown hair across my face.  “Um, no thanks,” I said, but Brandon stopped me again.

                  “Hold on,” he said.  “We’re already being refunded.  It would be a free vacation.”

                  I glared at him from across the top of the car.  Both of us had our doors open, half way between dropping in and staying out.  “But it’s a one bedroom.  There’s no way we can share.”

                  The blond jogged out to us, her beachy white skirt dancing in the wind around her slender frame.  “I can sleep on the couch,” she said.  “It’s a pullout.  I think it could be fun.”

                  I knew I should walk away.  Get in the car and drive to the nearest hotel.  But something about this girl had me interested in her crazy proposition.  Even if the last thing I should want would be to let her and Brandon share a condo together.

                  “My name is Alison,” she said, extending her hand out to meet me.  I hesitated, but reached forward and took her hand.  It was warm and silky, and her smile made me feel like I was floating on the coastal clouds.

                  “Jenny,” I said, and then she looked at Brandon.

                  “Brandon,” he called, saluting her since he was too far away to shake her hand.

                  “So?” she asked. “What do you guys say?”

                  I looked at Brandon once more over the top of the car.  He shrugged and smiled.  He knew it was crazy, and so did I.  But what did we have to lose?  The stay would be free and we could always grab a hotel if it didn’t work out.

                  “I guess we’ll stay,” I said, laughing at the insanity of everything.

                  “Oh, great!” cried Alison, clasping her hands together and hopping up and down.  “Come in.  Make yourselves at home.”

                  And that’s exactly what we did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
      It wasn’t without some hesitation that we followed her inside.  Most of the hesitation was on my part and not on Brandon’s.  He seemed eager, which made my stomach knot and my mouth go dry.  But I also couldn’t deny the flutter that happened between my legs or the fact that my panties were wet at the thought of him being attracted to her.

                  And images of Alison’s naked body kept flashing through my mind.  Surely they’d be flashing through Brandon’s too.

                  She showed us to the bedroom in the back and we put down our things.  “I feel awful about you taking the couch,” I told her, but she shook her head.

                  “Don’t worry about it,” she said.

                  The window was open and the sounds of ocean waves could be heard just beyond our condo’s little neighborhood.  “I could really use a swim,” I said and Brandon nodded.

                  He turned to Alison.  “You want to swim with us?” he asked.

                  My heart raced.  I had been hoping for some alone time with my boyfriend.  I already had to share him all weekend.  I didn’t want to share him now too.  But it was too late, he’d already invited her.

                  “Sounds great,” she said.  “Let me just change into my bikini.”

                  Fuck.  Of course it’d be a bikini.

                  The three of us changed into our swimsuits.  Brandon wore standard black trunks and I wore a purple bikini – Brandon’s favorite color on me.  Alison stepped out of the bathroom in a hot pink bikini that looked incredible on her soft skin and blond hair.  I could see too much of her breasts and it reminded me what lay just underneath her top.

                  “Ready?” she asked, and we said we were.

                  The three of us headed to the beach with our towels in hand.  The sun was setting, but the water was warmed by the day.  We set our things down and headed into the ocean.

                  The waves lapped around my calves and then my thighs.  Brandon ran in, leaving Alison and I back by a few feet.  “He’s really cute,” she said and she was smiling.

                  “Oh, yeah.  Thanks.”

                  “You’re lucky.  Seems like you two really love each other.”

                  I watched him swim farther back in the ocean and felt the waves crash around my belly.  “I guess we do.”  I suddenly felt sick that I’d been jealous of Alison this whole time.

                  “I wish I could find a guy like that,” she said, and for some reason my eyes lowered to her breasts when she wasn’t looking.  As if she could read my mind, though, she turned back and said, “Do you mind if I swim topless?  I like it better that way.  This thing never stays on properly anyway.”

                  I looked around the beach, hoping I could argue against it, but we were alone.  I didn’t want to look like a prude, so I told her I didn’t mind.

                  “Oh thanks,” she said, and she reached behind her to unfasten her top.  She tied the straps through her bikini bottom so she wouldn’t lose it, but I was focused on her bare breasts.  “You should take yours off too,” she added.

                  “Me?  Oh, no.  I couldn’t.”

                  “Come on,” she said and her smile had me mesmerized.  So much so, that I didn’t protest when she leaned forward.  I didn’t push her away when her hands found the strap to my bikini top.  I didn’t stop her when her fingers untied the knot and let my top fall away from my bare breasts.

                  My nipples were exposed to the warm air and Alison’s eyes.  Her eyes fell on them and she licked her lips like she was hungry.  Was she attracted to women?  If so, it would solve all of my problems.

                  “Your breasts are really beautiful,” she said as he tied my top through my bikini bottoms.  “I wish mine looked as good as yours.”

                  “What are you talking about?” I said.  “Yours are perfect.  I haven’t been able to stop thinking-“ but I stopped myself mid-sentence.  I’d almost said too much.

                  “Is that so?” she asked and she leaned in for a kiss.  Her lips were warm and soft.  I knew I should back away, but my body was ignited.  I wanted to kiss her back. Kiss her hard.  I wanted to touch her, to explore her soft skin.  I wanted to feel her fingers between my legs, playing with my aching pussy.

                  Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I met it with my own.  Her hands gripped my waist and slowly slid up along my ribs.  I moved my hands to her shoulders and slowly slid them down.

                  Her fingers danced across my ribs until they found my breasts.  She cupped them, running her thumbs delicately across my hard nipples.  A jolt of electricity shot through me, down to my clit.  It sparked and I whimpered through our kiss.

                  “You’re really sensitive,” she teased as she pulled back.  I was an inch from covering her breasts with my own hands, but I stopped.  “Go on,” she said.  “You can play with them.”

                  I nervously lowered my hands until they cupped her breasts.  I felt her pink nipples harden against my palms and my throat tightened.  She kissed me again as we played with each other’s nipples, teasing one another.

                  “Well, well,” Brandon said as he approached us.  “What’s going on here?”  I pulled back feeling mortified and dropped my hands.  “Please, don’t stop on account of me.”

                  “I don’t know-“ I said, feeling dizzy and disoriented.

                  “We were just having a little fun,” said Alison.

                  “I don’t mind if you girls have fun,” he said, holding his hands up and smiling.  “In fact, I encourage it.”

                  “Well then, why don’t we take this to the beach?” she asked.  She reached for my hand and led me out of the water.  I didn’t know what she planned to do, but I followed along anyway.

                  Alison and I reached our towels and she pushed me back against one.  Brandon kneeled in the sand to the side and watched.  I felt like an insect under a magnifying glass with both their eyes on me.  Alison’s leaned over me.  She kissed my lips, then my neck, then my chest.  She sucked a nipple between her lips, and my back arched instinctively.  I moaned and ran my fingers through her hair.  I twisted my hips underneath her.  I wanted to come so badly.  I needed the release.

                  I looked at Brandon who had his cock in his hand, stroking it to the sight of us.  Fuck it was hot.  It was hot watching him watch another girl suck on my breasts.

                  Alison kissed her way down my stomach while moving her hands to the straps of my bikini bottoms. Her fingers untied them and I felt the fabric slip between my legs.  She kissed lower and lower until her lips were on my shaved skin, and her breath was rolling over my wet pussy.

                  I whimpered like I was begging for it.  Brandon inched closer and closer until his dick was resting just above my lips.  He pushed it inside and I swallowed him to keep from moaning so loud it brought attention.

                  I choked on my boyfriend’s cock while this perfect stranger – this sexy stranger – licked the folds of my pussy.  Alison worked her fingers inside me, curving them upward and tickling just the right spot.  I gripped Brandon’s hips for support as I trembled and came.

                  Brandon pushed his cock deep into my mouth as I moaned.  His eyes rolled back from the vibration of my voice.  He held his cock against my tongue and shot his load against my throat.  I struggled to swallow, but choked down what I could.  A few streams of his hot come spilled down the sides of my mouth.

                  When he pulled free, Alison was right on top of me, licking my face clean.  “Fuck,” she said.  “Your boyfriend’s come tastes so good.”

                  “Oh yeah?” asked Brandon.  “I bet you’d like to taste it sometime?”

                  My heart raced at his suggestion.  Did he want her to suck him off?  What if she was better than me?  Despite my insecurities, my pussy tingled.  Adrenaline raced through me.  I wanted to see it. To know what it was like to see his cock disappear inside another woman.

                  “Maybe I’ll suck you off next,” she said with a wink.  I got the feeling that both of them were waiting for me to say something.  Like they wanted my approval.

                  I sat up on my elbows and swallowed.  “I think it could be hot,” I said, not recognizing the deep quality of my voice.

                  “Is that so?” asked Brandon, and I nodded.

                  “Not so fast,” said Alison.  She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her forehead to mine.  “I want your girlfriend to get me off first.  Jenny?  Have you ever tasted a wet pussy before?”

                  I shook my head and she smiled.  Then she leaned back and untied her bikini bottoms.  I saw her shaved pussy and it was puffy with arousal.  I was hungry for it.  Hungrier than I should have been.

                  I dove between her legs and inhaled her coconut scent.  I wrapped my lips around her mound and let my tongue flick against her clit.  She wiggled and writhed against me, and I loved knowing I was making her squirm.  I slid a finger inside her wet, puffy slit and fucked her.  I fucked her with two fingers and then three.  I curled them upward, tickling that same spot she’d tickled on me.  Her fingers were in my hair.  Her breasts swayed as she shifted in the sand.

                  I felt Brandon’s hands on my ass and his cock pushing against my pussy from behind.  He slipped inside me while I ate out Alison’s delicious cunt.  He fucked me and my face shifted over Alison’s pussy, causing her to moan and whimper like I had.

                  It was beautiful, and I loved feeling connected to both of them at the same time.

                  Alison’s body shook while Brandon’s cock filled me up.  He slammed his hips against me over and over again while I brought Alison to a rhythmic climax.  She quivered beneath me as she came down, and then her eyes widened when she saw Brandon fucking me from behind.

                  “Mind if I taste him now?” she asked me.

                  I wanted to say no.  I loved feeling his cock in my pussy too much.  But I also wanted to see her suck him after he’d covered his cock in my juices.  I nodded with eyes half closed.  She sat up and crawled around me, freeing his cock from my pussy.

                  I sat down and watched her slurp along my boyfriend’s cock, tasting both his natural scent and my pussy on his skin.  She choked him down like a pro.  Gagging and sputtering as she took as much of his length as she could handle.  Her breasts bounced as her head moved up and down over his lap.  He gripped her head in his hands and thrust his hips against her face.

                  Fear gripped me, but so did desire.  He was enjoying her.  He was enjoying her too much.  His eyes were closed tightly as he succumbed to velvety walls of her mouth.  She swallowed more of him than I ever could and I knew he’d drain his balls in her at any second.

                  His abs clenched and he groaned, hunching over her and holding her head to his cock.  Her nostrils flared as she tried to breathe.  Finally, he unloaded inside her and her throat muscles tensed while she tried to swallow everything he gave her.

                  He was out of breath by the end of it, and my nerves were frayed.  I couldn’t believe I’d just let it happen.  That I told them it was okay.  How could it be okay?  How could we possibly recover from this?

                  But then Brandon leaned down and kissed me hard.  My heart fluttered back to life as he assured me he still loved me.

                  Alison kissed me next, and I tasted a few drops of Brandon’s come on her tongue.  The combination of the two of them was delicious.  I didn’t know how I could come back from this weekend without wanting to do this again.

                  Alison stroked Brandon’s cock until it was hard again.  Then she pushed on his chest until he was laying on his back in the sand.  “I’ve been wanting to do this since you first caught me naked,” she said.  She climbed over my boyfriend’s lap and angled his cock to her pussy.

                  My chest tightened.  Surely, this was when I should stop everything.  I couldn’t let them continue.  But Brandon looked at me, hopeful and loving, and I couldn’t say no.  I watched with my breath held as his cock slowly stretched and disappeared inside another woman’s pussy.

                  My pussy ached as she lowered her hips over him.  I wanted it to be me, and I was enjoying the show at the same time.  She rocked against him and lifted her hips up and down over him.  I watched again and again as he slipped inside her.  His cock was now covered in her wetness and my mouth was watering from the sight.

                  “Go on,” said Alison between moans.  “Straddle your boyfriend.  Make him reward you for sharing him.”

                  I hadn’t even thought of it.  I crawled over his face and lowered down.  He stretched out his tongue and gripped my thighs.  He pushed his flat tongue against my pussy and chills crept down my spine.  Alison leaned forward and kissed me while we both fucked my boyfriend.

                  Our tongues slipped in and out of each other’s mouths.  I cupped her breasts and tugged at her nipples.  She rolled my nipples between her fingers and I moaned.  She lowered her mouth to them and sucked, occasionally biting on the skin.

                  It felt so good.  My boyfriend’s tongue lapped against me while Alison rode his thick cock.  Her mouth was all over my skin and I reciprocated.  I kissed her neck and then her chest.  I finally sucked in one of her perfect pink nipples and felt my body tingle.  I couldn’t get enough of her and the warm beach air against our naked bodies.

                  My body shook with waves of ecstasy.  My orgasm rippled through me and I held onto Alison for support.  She rose up and down as I clutched her shoulders.  My boyfriend moaned against my pussy as I came.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever done.

                  I sat back on my knees behind Brandon’s head.  He sat up as Alison turned around on his lap so that we were both staring at her ass.  She lifted her hips up and then positioned Brandon’s slick cock at her asshole.

                  No way.  No fucking way.

                  I watched anxiously as she slid his cock into her ass, moaning with each new inch that entered.  Brandon gripped her hips and groaned as she rocked her ass up and down.  Then he crawled to his knees, pushing her off his lap and into the sand.  He pushed his cock inside her ass and thrust his hips against her like he’d lost all control.

                  I was watching Brandon get something from Alison he never got with me.  But seeing how much she enjoyed it made me wonder if I would enjoy it too.

                  Her arms were up by her head.  Her breasts were buried in the sand as Brandon slammed her again and again from behind.  She never looked to be in pain, though.  She moaned and moaned.  She reached her hand down between her legs and played with her clit.

                  Brandon got to his feet while lifting Alison’s ass up higher.  Her knees were bent, and I slid between her legs to suck on her clit while Brandon fucked her ass.  It was so fucking hot.  I licked and sucked and finally slid three fingers inside Alison’s pussy.  I could feel Brandon’s cock through the thin wall that divided her pussy and ass.  I fucked to the same rhythm as Brandon, but he could only hold back so long.

                  Alison screamed and came against my mouth and fingers.  Brandon groaned, out of breath, and his load shot deep into Alison’s ass.  Some of his come spilled out and dripped onto my chin and chest.  When he pulled out and collapsed, Alison crawled over me and licked my chest clean.

                  “Fuck, you guys are good lays,” she said, panting.  I smiled.  Maybe we were.

                  “I don’t know if we can keep up with you all weekend,” I told her.

                  “Damn straight,” said Brandon.

                  “Don’t underestimate yourselves,” said Alison.  “We’ll just have to see what other limits you have to be pushed to this weekend.”

                  The three of us collapsed against the sand and watched the stars slowly appear in the sky.  When we saw a light in the distance from a security car, we quickly tossed on our clothes and laughed all the way back to the condo. We were filthy, covered in sand, salt water and come.  But I’d never been happier.

                  And if the weekend finished the way it began, I knew Alison and I would become great friends.
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