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* * *

      This sexy FFM first time bisexual romance short story features coming of age, new adult and contemporary romance themes.  This story features two women who very quickly discover that they want to share one man.  It’s a short story with taboo experience elements . It also has elements of lgbt bisexual and cuckquean relationships.

      

      
                    This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.
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      Get 8 of Selena Hart’s best-selling ffm cuckquean stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 42,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $7.99.
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                  “We really need a maid,” I said, trying to convince my incredibly sexy husband.  He sighed with frustration.  We both had busy jobs and the house suffered for it.  I knew he didn’t want to give into me, but he knew I was right.  And if I wasn’t, I’d get my way eventually.  “What’s the problem, anyway?  We can afford it…”

                  “I just don’t like the idea of a stranger coming into the house when we’re not home, Becca” he said.

                  “These are trusted services,” I argued.  “I’m not just picking some random person off of the street.  They work for cleaning companies and have references and background checks.  She’s not going to steal anything.”

                  “It’s not that.  It just feels weird to have someone snooping around our things and seeing how we live.  It’s our personal space and I feel strange having another person walk into that.”

                  “If I don’t mind, I don’t see why you should.  It would be a huge help.”  I walked across the kitchen tile toward my husband, Nick.  I ran my fingers up his bulging biceps and slid them under his t-shirt sleeve to caress his shoulders.  He unfolded his arms reluctantly and scooped me up in them and kissed my forehead.

                  “You know I can’t say no to you,” he said.

                  “I know.  You’re such a pushover,” I teased while tickling under his ribs.  He squirmed and then backed away from me.

                  “Hey now!” He smiled but his eyes tried to warn me.  “I can always take back what I said about getting a maid.”  He was anticipating another surprise jab, but I wasn’t about to push my luck.  I was just happy he’d agreed with me.

                  “It’s okay.  You’re safe…for now,” I said teasingly.  He scowled at me and then glanced at the clock.

                  “Shit.  I have to get to work.”  He leaned down and kissed me passionately before rushing out through the front door.  He was a landscaper, but despite his muscular build he didn’t do much of the manual labor.  He really only stepped in when an employee couldn’t make it.

                  I sipped my coffee while basking in the glory of winning him over.  I still had an hour before I needed to leave for the office.  I looked around the house, horrified at the dishes and mail scattered across the counters.  There were blankets and pillows tossed across the couch in an unfashionable way.

                  “A maid will be fantastic,” I said before swallowing my last drops of coffee.  Then I proceeded to research local services.  I called a few but ultimately settled on one that I’d heard rave reviews about.  Nearly all of my girlfriends used a particular maid in particular, Marla.  I asked for her and was delighted to find out she was available to add our house to her list.

                  

                  I scheduled an introductory meeting with her for the weekend, and after that she would come by during the week to clean everything.  I was so excited that I hadn’t even considered the fact that a strange woman would be in my house when my husband got home from work, for an entire hour before I would be returning…
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                  Saturday came and we met with Marla.  I was anxious and Nick was bored but he was being a good sport anyway.  I opened the door for her and my jaw nearly fell to the floor.  She was a curvy goddess with a demanding glare and long, dark brown hair.  Her cleaning uniform was fitted tightly to her gorgeous body and her breasts were 3 sizes too big for it.  My eyes traveled along the puckering fabric between her tits and I caught sight of a black lace bra hiding just underneath it.

                  But I couldn’t deny her entry, now.  Nick would just think of me as being small.  I reluctantly ushered her in and directed her to the patio in our backyard where Nick was sitting.  When she stepped out, I saw him sit up straight and his eyes widened.  He was trying to keep from scanning Marla’s tight, fit body, but he was failing miserably.  As much as I hated it, part of me enjoyed watching his eyes lust after another woman.

                  She joined us at the patio table and crossed one long leg over the other.  She wore tiny, khaki shorts and I swore her ass almost fell out of them.  She leaned over the table and set a binder down.  She opened it without saying a word.

                  “I’ve heard great things about you,” I told her.  She looked up at me over her glasses and raised an eyebrow.

                  “Don’t believe everything you hear, darling,” she said.  My chest tightened.  I wasn’t sure what she meant by that.  “I can keep your house immaculate,” she continued, “but I demand things are done my way in order to give you the best service.”

                  It felt a little odd to have the maid taking charge like she was.  It almost felt as if I was in a job interview and she would be my employer rather than the other way around.  “Of course,” I said.  Nick didn’t seem so enthused, but that was understandable.  He hated being bossed around unless it was in the bedroom.

                  “Good to hear,” said Marla.  Then she passed me a few forms to fill that looked very much like a contract.  “Once you hire me, you have to keep me on for a full year.  Not everyone enjoys that sort of commitment, so think carefully before you sign.”

                  Why do I feel like I’m signing my soul over to the devil?  I looked at Nick who seemed to be flashing me a look of warning.  I looked at Marla who was now leaning on her folded hands.  Her long, delicate fingers and bright pink nails seemed to dance underneath her chin.  She has great reviews, I reminded myself.  Then I signed the contract.

                  “I’ll start on Monday and be finished before you get home, Rebecca,” she said.

                  “It’s…Becca,” I told her.  She glared at me and shook her head.  “And you’ll be finished before Nick gets home, too?”  Part of my curiosity for scheduling purposes and part of it was the fear of having her home alone with my husband up to a full hour before I would return.

                  “I can’t guarantee that, Rebecca,” she said.  My skin crawled as she said my full name, but something about her reluctance to be told what to do sent a tingle between my legs.  If I was turned on by her, then certainly my husband would be too.

                  “Fine,” I said, twiddling my thumbs in my lap and looking down awkwardly.

                  “Well then.  It was nice to meet you,” she said, extending her arm across the table toward me.  I took her hand in mine and a jolt of electricity shot through me.  Her eyes penetrated me and I almost felt as if I were naked in front of her.  I watched her gaze travel down to my breasts as I breathed heavily and then a smile curled up into her cheek.  I quickly pulled my hand away when I realized my panties were getting wet.

                  She extended her arm to my husband next who was eager to touch her for the first time.  She gazed at him in a similar way to me and then puckered her lips as if she were trying to hold back saying something.  She stood up, grabbed her binder and then stared at the two of us.

                  “Should I show myself out?” she asked.

                  “Oh! Excuse me,” I said, standing up as quickly as I could and rushing to the back door. “Where is my head?”

                  “It’s no problem, dear,” she said as she followed me to the front of the house.  I could’ve sworn I felt her gaze on my ass as she walked behind me, but I chalked it up to my imagination.  I opened the door and watched her leave, unsure of what had just happened.

                  I closed the door and Nick showed up behind me.  He wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed my neck lovingly.  Then his hands gripped my hips tightly and pulled my ass back into his crotch.  His cock was hard and throbbing in his pants.  It was almost as if the meeting had turned him on.

                  I turned to face him with a questioning look.  “Are you okay with her being here some days when you get off work?”

                  “I’m sure it’ll be fine,” he said.  I gulped.  What if something happened between them?  Could I ever forgive myself?

                  Nick leaned down and pressed his lips to mine and then ran his hands over my breasts.  I parted my lips to let a moan escape when I felt his hand reach between my legs.  They pushed my wet panties up into my pussy slit and my clit was erect and sensitive.

                  “Oh,” he said when he felt the wet fabric through my shorts.  “Someone is ready to get fucked.”  I nodded, but all I could think about was the glimpse of Marla’s sexy black bra that I caught from the puckering of her shirt fabric.

                  

                  Nick slid his hand into my shorts and panties until his fingers were brushing along my wet slit.  I bit his shoulder as I thought about Marla.  I imagined slowly undressing her to reveal her big tits and taking each one into my mouth.  I imagined flicking my tongue across her nipples as she moaned and begged to be fucked.

                  Then the strangest thought popped into my head.  As Nick slid a finger deep inside my pussy, I imagined his cock sliding into Marla.  He was above her and she was leaning against the patio table as he fucked her over and over.

                  The thought alone almost made me cum.  “Ohhh,” moaned Nick.  “Are you read for my hard cock?”  I nodded and unfastened his shorts and tugged down on his boxers.  His cock sprung out and I stroked it as I thought of him fucking Marla.

                  He pulled my shorts down and I stepped out of them.  Then he moved my panties to the side and scooped me up in his arms, pushing me up against the foyer wall.  As he slid his cock into my wet slit, I looked out of the window next to the front door.

                  I gasped when I realized that Marla was still sitting in her car which was parked across the street.  I moaned when I realized that she was watching my husband fuck me.

                  I stared at her while Nick pumped his cock in and out of my pussy.  I clung to him and felt my whole body tense with pleasure.  “I’m going to cum,” I warned him as I felt the climax rise within me.  I watched Marla’s eyes watching me and then I exploded with ecstasy.

                  “Fuck!” cried Nick as he released his load deep inside my cunt.  Before he could pull out, Marla started her car and drove off.  My heart was racing and my head was spinning.  Who the hell did I just hire to clean my house?

                  Nick lowered me to the floor and I felt his cum drip down my leg.  I reached down to scoop it up and then I licked my fingers clean.  The rest of the night was normal except for the constant, persistent thoughts of Marla and the thousands of questions that circled my mind since she first arrived.

                  It was too late though.  I’d signed a contract that I couldn’t break.  And part of me didn’t want to break it.
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                  That Monday, on my lunch break, I called my friend Sally.  She had recommended Marla to me and I knew she was the only person who could reassure me about hiring her.  The second I told her, she squealed into my ear with excitement.

                  “Oh, Marla is just the best!” she cried.  “You’ll just love her, I promise.”

                  “She seems a little sexy to be a maid,” I said.

                  “Well she’s not just a maid, of course.”  After this, Sally chuckled.

                  “Wait, what?”

                  “I told you how much she helps out stale marriages.”

                  “Yeah, but I just figured that was because the couples came home to a nice, clean home.”

                  Sally chuckled again and then there was silence.  “Oh no,” she said.  “You mean, you don’t know?  I thought I had made it perfectly clear…”

                  “What?”

                  “Oh, dear,” she said.  I could picture her frowning.  “Marla is a cuckqueen.”

                  “A what?”  I’d never heard the term before, but I didn’t like the sound of it.

                  “She cleans your house but she doesn’t only collect in money.”  I swallowed hard.  I didn’t like the sound of where this was going.  “She sleeps with your husband when you’re not home.  She sort of claims them.”

                  My heart raced faster and my breathing grew heavy.  “You’re kidding,” I said, trying to play it off.

                  “Not at all.”

                  “And how does this help marriages?”

                  “She adds excitement.  She…oh I really couldn’t explain the feeling.  But she gave me something I didn’t even know I was missing.”  I suddenly felt like Marla was a just a really good con artist.  “But you didn’t sign a contract or anything, right?  I mean, since you would’ve read about her payment…”

                  I swallowed again.  I didn’t read the contract.  I knew in that moment that I’d made a horrible mistake.  “Not exactly,” I said.

                  “Oh.  Oh dear,” she said.  The silence that came after was too intolerable.  I quickly hung up the phone and left the office early to see if I could beat my husband home.
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                  When I pulled up to my house, my heart nearly stopped.  I saw both Marla’s car and my husband’s car parked out in front.  Marla’s was in the same place across the street as the day before and my husband’s was in the driveway.  I parked just out of sight so as not to scare anyone, and then I tried to get a grip on myself.

                  Your husband would never cheat on you, I consoled myself.  But I knew even I would cheat if it was with someone like Marla.  Those sexy curves.  That domineering attitude.  I couldn’t get enough of her even in just my thoughts.  Certainly, my husband felt the same way.  After all, we shared almost all of the same tastes in music and movies…and even pornos.  I exhaled and then stepped out of my car.

                  I tried to convince myself over and over that I wouldn’t find anything to be suspicious about.  After all, my husband might’ve only been home for a few minutes.  But that didn’t make me feel any better.  I knew I couldn’t rush home early every day.  That was the whole reason for getting a maid – so that I could stay late at the office if I needed to.

                  I rubbed my hands together and walked to the front door.  I peered in through the glass but I didn’t see anything.  I put my hand on the knob and started to turn it.  Then I had a better idea.  I decided to walk around to the side of the house where the kitchen window was.  I could see the entire kitchen, living, and dining area from there, and it was stained so they probably wouldn’t see me right away.

                  I reached the window and stood back, watching for any movements.  Then I saw a flash of black and a flash of blue.  They were both in the kitchen together.

                  The stained glass was impossible to see through.  I knew I had to sneak into the backyard and try to hide in a bush or something.  Just as I pulled the latch on the gate, I heard the back door chime as it opened.  Then, to my horror, my husband walked out with the maid while sticking his tongue down her throat.

                  I was in shock but my pussy didn’t get the memo.  It was dripping wet as I saw what Marla wore to work.  She was dressed in a lingerie set, as if being a maid was her costume at an adults-only party.  Her navel was showing and her stomach was taut.  Her breasts nearly spilled out of the black lace bra that I recognized from the day before.  She wore the tiniest black skirt that didn’t even cover her round ass.  In fact, the only things covering it were my husband’s hands!

                  He pulled away from their kiss and stopped her.  “I can’t do this.  What about my wife?”

                  I was proud and disappointed simultaneously.  What’s wrong with you?  Do you want him to fuck her?  I was stunned, because part of me did want him to.  I’d never seen my husband’s cock slip into someone’s pussy before and part of me was silently begging for it.

                  “She wants us to, Nick,” she reassured him.  “That’s why wives hire me…because they like the idea of knowing their husband got fucked while they were gone.”

                  “Really?” he asked.  He was confused but hopeful that this was the case with me.  The doubts that had hung in a dark cloud above me all day were starting to vanish.  My lust started to take over.  Yes, I urged silently.  Fuck her.

                  I put a hand over my mouth as if I had uttered the words out loud.  What am I thinking?  But then I watched Marla lean her head in toward Nick’s and press her lips to his.  When she saw that he wasn’t giving up, she took his hands and placed them on her perfect, large breasts and I watched my husband massage her tits.

                  My pussy was soaked and aching to be touched.  I peered through the crack in the gate and slid my hand down my pants.  I was too hidden for any of the neighbors to see, thankfully.  Though, the idea of getting caught added to the experience.

                  Nick pulled on the fabric of Marla’s bra until he exposed her nipples.  Then he rested the bra just under her tits.  He leaned down and took one of her nipples in between his lips and flicked his tongue across it.  She leaned her head back, ran her fingers through his hair, and moaned.  Then, in one horrifyingly pleasurable moment, her head turned in my direction and she spotted me.

                  I waited for her to throw Nick back and confront me angrily, but she didn’t.  Instead, her lips curled up into a smile as if she enjoyed being watched.  I remembered how she’d seen me with Nick the other day.  She must be using this as payback, I thought.

                  I slid my fingers back into my panties and let them brush across my clit while I watched my husband fondle Marla’s tits.  She reached her hands down for the zipper to his pants and then she slid them down to his ankles.  He lifted his head and watched her drop to her knees with her tits still hanging out in the cool, evening air.  Her nipples were harder than I’d ever seen and one of them was pointing right at me.

                  I imagined sucking on her breasts the way he had and wrapping my lips delicately around her nipples.  I wanted to flick my tongue across them and suck.  I wanted her to hold my head to her breast as I tried my best to please her.

                  I slid my finger into my wet slit and watched Marla pull down on my husband’s boxers until she’d released his long, hard cock.  I thought about it sliding in and out of me while she watched.  How crazy is it that I’m about to watch her.

                  She brought herself face to face with his large, bulbous head and then she licked her full, pouty lips.  Nick was trembling at the thought of another woman, a forbidden woman, sucking him off before his wife came home.  I wonder how he’d feel if he knew I was watching and getting off to it?

                  Marla opened her lips slowly and then rested them on the head of his cock.  I saw his abs flex underneath his shirt, and he had his hands on his back for support.  Marla pushed his cock into her mouth slowly, inch by inch, until she devoured the whole thing.

                  I leaned against the fence for support so I wouldn’t fall.  I could feel my knees buckling as I fingered my pussy.  All I wanted was to be pleasing Marla as she pleased my husband.

                  She pulled her mouth back slowly and then sank it back down.  Nick groaned like he never groaned with me.  Marla slid her mouth up and down his cock, picking up speed.  Nick’s mouth gaped open in surprise as she expertly sucked his dick.  I watched in awe as she moved effortlessly around his cock.  I watched her tits bounce up and down as she moved.

                  Then, before he could cum, she stood up.  She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, sliding it off her shoulders and to the floor.  Then she removed her black lace panties, but not her skirt, and stepped out of them.  She grabbed my husband by the shoulders and turned him around.  What is she up to? I wondered.

                  She walked him backwards until he was standing in front of a patio chair.  Then she nudged his chest until he lowered himself into the seat.  She spit on his cock and stroked it a time or two.  Then she swung one leg over his lap, followed by the other, until her wet pussy hovered above his cock.  Nick was about to protest, but Marla covered his mouth with her hand while looking in my direction.

                  Then, as Marla gazed into my eyes with the intensity of a wildfire, she lowered her pussy onto my husband’s cock.  My legs shook violently as I watched it disappear under her skirt.  She moaned and he groaned under her hand, and soon, she had slid all the way down on his cock.

                  Marla started to rock back and forth in his lap, her tits swaying in the breeze.  Nick reached up to grab them while she rode his cock.  She moved back and forth slowly and then up and down quickly.  Suddenly, the jealousy and worry disappeared.  I was watching Nick do the worst thing he could do to me and it was giving me pleasure.

                  I circled my clit with my wet finger while I watched her ride him.  She reached for her hair with one hand and braced herself on his chest with the other.  She pounded and slammed her hips against him until he cried out in a loud roar.

                  “Fuck!” he yelled as his body tensed in the way it did when he cums.  I knew he was unleashing his load into her.  I circled my clit and pulled at my breasts until the walls of my pussy started to pulse and I came.

                  Both Nick and I were out of breath, and Marla had a satisfied grin on her face.  She climbed off him slowly and told him to get dressed and wait for me because I should be home any moment.  I wondered what she was up to now and waited patiently behind the fence.

                  When Nick went inside, Marla walked over to the gate where I hid.  “Hello, Rebecca,” she said, making my skin crawl again.

                  “Hello,” I whispered, knowing I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t just watched her fuck my husband.

                  “Did you enjoy the show?”

                  I didn’t answer.

                  “That’s ok.  You’ll open up to me eventually.”  Then she pushed on the gate and stepped out of it, despite only being covered in lingerie.  “I have a surprise for you,” she whispered.  She curved her index finger as if to ask me to follow her and I did.  I stepped inside the gate.  Marla and I stood where there were no windows to the house and no view to the neighbors.

                  “Lay down,” she commanded with a stern expression.  I sat in the grass and then lay all the way on my back.  Marla stepped over me, one foot on either side, and I could see that her panties were still off.  Then she lowered her crotch over my face, and I could smell and see my husband’s cum dripping from her pussy.  “I need to be cleaned,” she said.  She lowered her pussy further until it was an inch from my nose and mouth.

                  I hesitated for a moment before finally succumbing to my desires.  I reached up with both of my hands and grabbed her ass.  Then I stuck out my tongue and slid it into her cum covered cunt.

                  I watched her pull her bra down again to release her breasts.  She massaged them and tugged at her nipples while she rode my face.  I slid my tongue in and out of her pussy until I’d licked every drop of my husband’s cum.

                  Marla slid her pussy down until her clit ran along my tongue and then she circled her hips.  I inhaled her sweet, wet scent and grabbed her ass tightly in my hands.  I felt her legs shake and her pussy clench and unclench just before she let out a wild scream that I was certain my husband would’ve heard.

                  She came into my mouth and her wetness spilled over my face.  I loved the feeling of being covered in her slick juices.  I loved the smell of her and watching her steal my husband from me.  I couldn’t get enough of her and I wanted more and more.  But that was it for the day.

                  She climbed off of me and whispered, “Good girl,” while stroking my cheek.  I lay there, immobile, as I watched her grab her panties from the patio and head back inside.

                  I lay there in the grass, staring up into the sky as the last rays of sunlight fell to the earth.  I felt like a changed woman.  I suddenly felt like I’d do anything to please Marla, especially if it included her pleasing Nick.

                  The air smelled fresher and the world around me seemed more vibrant.  I was only jolted from my daze when I heard the sound of Marla’s car starting up.  I sat up, wiped my face, and headed back around to the front of the house.  I walked in through the front door like any other day and found my husband sitting tensely on the couch.  He looked at me with wide eyes as he debated whether or not to tell me the maid just fucked him.

                  “I know,” I told him.  He wanted to relax, but I could tell he wasn’t sure what my opinion was still.  “I know.  And it turns me on more than anything.”
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                  Bryce and I were getting his boat ready when Brooklyn walked up and both of our jaws dropped.  I’d never seen my best friend look so hot.  She wore a bright pink bikini with some khaki shorts and her long strawberry blond hair was pulled back into a fashionable bun.  A semi-transparent top was draped across her forearm.  I wondered why she brought it at all if she was just going to showcase her full breasts like that.

                  “Hey Claire!” she called from the dock while waving.  I watched the sun bounce off the specks of gold in her hair as she ran toward us.  I helped her board the boat and then turned to Bryce.  He was staring so hard at her chest I was embarrassed for both of us.

                  “Hi Bryce,” she said as she closed the distance between them.  She swiftly wrapped her arms around his neck, pushing her pillowy breasts into him.  I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.  Brooklyn was such a flirt with everyone that I didn’t take it seriously.

                  If I had that kind of body, I’d be a flirt too.  My body was ok.  I was thin with decent breasts and an ass my boyfriend loved, but Brooklyn was sexy.  It was difficult to look at her without picturing her naked.

                  Brooklyn let go of Bryce and skipped over to the nearest seat.  “So, when do we get this baby going?” she asked, slapping the edge of it.

                  “Pretty soon,” said Bryce, still gazing at her.  When he turned back to me, a look of surprise crossed his face.  It was as if he didn’t realize I could see him ogling my friend.  I folded my arms across my chest, but deep down I didn’t really mind.  Every time Brooklyn pressed her body to Bryce’s, my body tingled.  I didn’t always admit it to myself, but I liked watching them together.

                  My memory flashed back to a time when I had imagined them fucking.  I fingered my wet pussy and had the best orgasm that night.  I knew it was wrong to picture Bryce with my best friend, of all people, but it was just a harmless little fantasy.  Or so I told myself.

                  Brooklyn slowly crossed one long leg over the other, dangling her matching pink flip flop on the edge of her foot.  Bryce finished getting the boat ready and then sat by the steering wheel.  He started the boat and I sat next to Brooklyn as we peeled off into the water.

                  “This is fun!” shouted Brooklyn as she looked out at the lake through her sunglasses.  “I’ve never been on a boat!”

                  I pulled her shirt out from under her arm and waved it at her teasingly.  “Were you planning on wearing this?”  I cocked my brow at her disapprovingly.

                  “I brought it in case I get cold,” she said with a laugh.

                  “I can see through it.  How much could it help?”

                  Brooklyn leaned in toward me so that her lips were inches from my ear.  “Maybe I just wanted to show off around your boyfriend.”

                  My jaw dropped when she said that, but I didn’t reply.  I couldn’t reply.  What does a girl say to that?

                  “I bet you’d like it if I took him right here,” she teased.

                  My back tensed and a chill ran down my spine.  I thought about Bryce massaging Brooklyn’s tits as she moaned.  I could feel an ache develop in my pussy.  “What makes you say that?” I asked.

                  “I saw the way you looked at us when we were hugging.  I bet you like watching other people fuck.”

                  “I’ve never done that before,” I admitted.

                  “But you’re curious, hm?”

                  “Shut up,” I said while shoving her playfully.  She laughed and turned her body toward the ocean.

                  “I think it’d be the hottest thing to take another girl’s man,” she confessed.  I shifted my legs awkwardly and listened closely.  “Especially while she was watching.”

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat and tried to speak.  “Of course,” she continued.  “Out on a boat, she’d pretty much be forced to watch.”  A devilish smile spread across her face and I suddenly felt like she’d been planning something this whole time.  “Don’t you think that sounds hot?”

                  I bit my lower lip.  It did sound hot, but I couldn’t admit that to Brooklyn, could I?  “I don’t know.  Isn’t that wrong?”

                  “That’s what makes it sexy,” she said.  I could see her wink through her sunglasses.

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

                  She leaned forward and placed a hand on my bare thigh.  “You know you like it,” she said.  Her palm resting against my skin sent an electric shock through me.  My blood was pounding through my veins and my mouth became dry.  I was speechless, and no matter how wrong it might be, I was desperate to see Brooklyn press herself up against Bryce again.

                  When we were far enough into the lake, Bryce stopped the boat and joined us in the back.  He opened a cooler and tossed us a couple of beers.

                  “Hey, what’s going on here?” he asked when he saw Brooklyn’s hand on my thigh.

                  “Nothing,” I said unconvincingly while I stared down at the floor.

                  “I was just hitting on your girlfriend,” joked Brooklyn.  I laughed and pushed her playfully again.  She fought back my shove by grabbing my face and quickly kissing it.

                  “Holy shit!” cried Bryce.

                  Brooklyn pulled away from me with a smirk on her face.  I knew I should chastise her for kissing me, but I found myself only wanting more.  I laughed awkwardly and shrugged it off like it was no big deal.

                  “Come on, girls.  You gotta go farther than that!”

                  I looked at Brooklyn to try and read her expression, but she was too cool.  She popped open her beer and took a sip.  “Don’t tempt us,” I told Bryce playfully.  Then I winked at Brooklyn.  I saw her wink again through her sunglasses.

                  Then I did the unthinkable.  I turned toward her, leaned in and pressed my lips to hers.  I took it as a good sign when she didn’t back away.  Then, she parted her lips and I parted mine.  For the first time, her delicious tongue entered my mouth.  She tasted like berry-flavored candy as our tongues swirled together.

                  I could feel a pool of wetness building at my pussy.  I worried that when I got up, it would be obvious.  I tried not to think about it too much and instead lose myself in Brooklyn’s kiss.

                  “This is so hot,” said Bryce who was sitting on the edge of his seat.  Then I felt Brooklyn’s hand on my neck, sliding down to my collarbone.  My back tensed when I realized where she was going next.  Her palm gently cupped my breast and my nipple pushed out toward it eagerly.

                  “Ohh,” I moaned through our kiss.  Brooklyn smiled as if she had me right where she wanted.  Then she pulled away.  My body ached to be touched longer and kissed harder.  I wanted every inch of Brooklyn’s body pressed up against mine.  I wanted to make her cum so hard she screamed my name.

                  “Is that far enough?” she said teasingly to Bryce.

                  “Not nearly,” he replied with a sly smile.  “If that’s all you got, though, I’m content.”

                  “Never said it was all we got,” she said.  I felt like I was watching a tennis tournament.  They were flirting and teasing each other back and forth while I stood on the sidelines waiting for the next move.  “Remember what we talked about earlier?” Brooklyn whispered to me.

                  I nodded.  She wants to take Bryce right here on this boat…while I watch.  A lump formed in my throat again and my tongue turned to sandpaper.  I can’t let her do that…can I?  But I wanted to see it more than ever.  I wanted to see Brooklyn naked as Bryce’s huge cock pounded her.  I wonder if she even knows what she’s getting into…if she knows just how big he is.

                  “What’s going on?” asked Bryce.  “What did you two ladies discuss earlier?”

                  “Oh, nothing,” replied Brooklyn.  “I just told her about a little fantasy of mine.”

                  “Don’t tease me,” said Bryce.

                  Brooklyn turned to me and smiled, removing her sunglasses.  Her eyes sparkled like the lake and I wanted to drown in them.  “I just told Claire how hot it’d be to take another woman’s man.”

                  “Huh?”

                  “Maybe you’re a visual learner,” she said.  She stood up and walked across the boat to him.  She rested her hands on his shoulders and I watched him look up at her round tits which were inches from his face.  She placed one leg on either side of him and lowered herself onto his lap.  Then she reached for his oversized baseball cap and lifted it up only to place it on her own head.

                  I watched in awe as she leaned forward, parting her lips.  Bryce closed his eyes and waited for her tongue to slide into his mouth.  I knew when she had made contact because he started huffing through his nostrils.  I could only imagine how hard he was getting with her on his lap making out with him.

                  Fuck this is hot!  I shifted my legs again and placed my hands between them.  Brooklyn started slowly rocking her hips against his lap and Bryce put his arms on her waist.  After a few more tense exhales, Bryce’s hands started slowly moving toward Brooklyn’s perfect ass.  I sat on the edge of my seat with wide eyes and high hopes.

                  His fingers slid over her khakis and then his palms.  Then he grabbed it firmly and huffed again.  He stood up suddenly, picking her up with him.  She wrapped her legs around his waist, their tongues still darting in and out wildly.

                  “Mmmoh,” moaned Brooklyn as she clung to him.  Then Bryce walked toward the cabin door.  He pushed it open with one hand and carried Brooklyn in.  He laid her on the bed and whispered something.

                  He returned to the deck to ask me if I was okay with everything.  I was speechless, but nodded.  Then Brooklyn called me over.  I approached the cabin door and she cocked her brow at me.  “You’re not going to stay out there, are you?”

                  I looked at Bryce and swallowed.  He leaned down and kissed me hard.  I looked back at Brooklyn and shook my head and walked into the cabin.  I found an empty bench across from the bed and sat down.  Then I watched as my boyfriend climbed above my best friend.

                  This is so wrong, I thought.  But to my body, it felt so right.
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                  Bryce lifted his shirt from his head and Brooklyn ran her delicate hands over his abs.  I still couldn’t believe I was allowing this, much less watching it.  Bryce leaned down to kiss Brooklyn as his hand ran up her side and over her breasts.

                  She moaned and rocked her hips against him.  I watched one of Brooklyn’s hands graze over my boyfriend’s hard cock and he groaned into her mouth.  I shifted my legs, letting my hands drag slowly up my thighs.

                  Bryce pulled on Brooklyn’s bikini top so that her tits popped out.  He quickly moved his mouth to her nipples and sucked on them.  She ran her fingers through his hair and arched her back.  She turned her head to me, winked and moaned as he flicked his tongue across her nipples.

                  I can’t believe I’m doing this…they’re doing this.  Brooklyn continued to face me so I could see every pained and pleasured expression that crossed her face.  I wondered how I would feel letting Bryce slip his cock into her.

                  One of Bryce’s hands played with Brooklyn’s nipple and the other one worked on unfastening her khaki shorts.  Once he tugged the zipper down, he slid his hand inside her bikini bottom to finger her slit.  He smiled with her nipple still in his mouth, letting me know that she was amusingly wet.

                  “Oh!” she moaned with her hand still in his hair.  He pulled her bottoms down so that I could watch him finger her pussy.  “Mmm.  You like watching your boyfriend fuck me?” she asked me.

                  Her question shocked me, but I couldn’t deny how much pleasure she was giving me.  “Yes,” I said submissively.

                  “That’s a good girl,” she said.  “I’m going to ride your boyfriend’s cock so hard until he cums in my tiny wet pussy.”

                  I nodded as I watched with wide eyes.  Brooklyn’s dirty talk made Bryce groan.  Brooklyn pushed on his shoulders until he was sitting up.  Then she worked on his shorts until she had them pulled down to his knees.  His cock sprang forth eagerly and Brooklyn licked her lips.  She leaned toward it and took his shaft into her hand.

                  “Watch how a real woman sucks cock,” she told me.  “You’ll need to come a little closer.”

                  I stood up from my seat and moved to the side of the bed.  I dropped to my knees and looked up at her.  She brought a hand to my head and stroked my hair.  “Good girl,” she said again.

                  She parted her lips and wrapped them around the head of his cock.  Bryce growled like a wild animal.  He never made those sounds with me before.  I watched eagerly as Brooklyn slid her mouth further onto his cock, pushing it toward the back of her throat.  She started to gag on it but didn’t let up.  Her eyes looked up at Bryce and he looked down at Brooklyn.

                  She pulled off only long enough to give me another instruction.  “Suck his balls while I suck his cock,” she said.

                  “Fuck, this is hot!” cried Bryce.  I waited for Brooklyn to swallow his cock again before leaning up to take his balls in my mouth.  As we sucked and flicked our tongues against his cock and balls, our tongues occasionally would meet.  My pussy was soaked completely through my bikini bottoms and shorts, and my pussy ached to cum.

                  Brooklyn moved her head expertly up and down his cock until his entire body tensed.  She knew he was about to cum.  She pulled off and told me to sit back.  “Watch how a real slut fucks her man.”

                  She pushed Bryce down on the bed and finished removing her bottoms.  Then she climbed over him, straddling his lap.  Her pussy was no more than an inch from his hard cock, and I sat there watching everything.

                  She slowly lowered over him until he stretched her tight pussy.  He growled again and reached for her round tits.  She lowered her hips further onto him until his entire cock disappeared into her pussy.  Then she rocked her hips back and forth.

                  I shifted my place so I could get a better view as she fucked him.  Bryce looked over at me with his face contorted.  I watched in awe as my best friend fucked my boyfriend better than I ever could.

                  Brooklyn lifted her hips up and down so I could watch his cock slide in and out of her.  She leaned her head back and moaned as Bryce played with her hard nipples.  Her hips moved faster and faster and Bryce’s cock started to swell inside of her.

                  “I’m going to make your boyfriend cum so hard!” she cried as she slammed her hips over him.

                  “Oh fuck!” he yelled.  I watched his abs tighten and his eyes clench shut as he exploded his load inside of her.

                  When Bryce finished cumming, Brooklyn lifted her hips off and I could see his load dripping from her wet pussy.

                  Then she climbed to the floor and spread her legs. “Clean my pussy,” she said, “with your tongue.”

                  I crawled between her and leaned down.  I stretched my tongue out toward her slit and licked up every drop of his cum until she came all over my face. Then I licked her clean again.

                  “You’ve been such a good girl,” she said, stroking my hair.  “Time for your reward.”  She unfastened my shorts and slid her hand into my soaked bikini bottom.  She slid a finger inside me and sucked on my neck.  My pussy was so ready to cum that it took her less than a minute before I cried out in ecstasy.

                  She removed her fingers and held them to my lips.  I sucked them clean for her.  Then she kissed me and buttoned my shorts again.

                  “I knew this was going to be a fun trip,” she said.  I looked behind me at Bryce who was still trying to catch his breath.  “Now any time you fuck him, you’ll think of me.”

                  I nodded and she kissed me tenderly.
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      “You’re so luck you have Ethan,” said Bonny, my sorority sister.  She leaned over the café table and rested her head on her hand.  Her eyes glazed over into a dreamy stare as she fantasized about finding her true love one day.

      Ethan and I had just celebrated our one year wedding anniversary.  Even though Bonny was one year younger than me, she always wanted to be one step ahead.

      “You’ll find someone.  Don’t worry.”

      “Not like Ethan, though.  He has all those big muscles and really knows how to protect his lady.”

      She’d never mentioned Ethan’s body to me like that before.  I felt a tinge of discomfort and shifted in my seat.  “There are plenty of guys like Ethan out there.  Just be patient.”

      A warm breeze blew across the patio, sending Bonny’s blond waves behind her.  Her turquoise earrings dangled elegantly along her neck.  I tucked the loose strands of my mousy brown hair behind my ear nervously.  Bonny had always been the prettier one.

      She had the perfect curves to accentuate her tiny waist and large breasts.  My breasts never fully developed and my hips were too wide.  I often wondered how Ethan ended up falling for someone like me when Bonny seemed like a better match visually.

      I just told myself that he wasn’t as superficial as I was.  Ethan and I did share a lot in common and we were always really open with one another.  I couldn’t think of a single secret I’d ever kept from him and as far as I knew, he didn’t keep anything from me.  Deep down, I knew that was more important than beauty, even if Bonny was a knockout.

      Bonny sighed and took a sip of her Frappuccino.  Her coral pink lips wrapped seductively around her green straw.  I stared at her beauty with all the envy from our childhood as she slurped the whipped drink up slowly.

      “So what did you want to do today?” I asked, hoping to change the subject.  I was starting to worry that her glazed eyes were still roaming over the image of my husband’s body.

      “I need to buy a new bra and panty set,” she said with a rejuvenated gaze.  “Do you want to join me?”

      “You know how I feel about lingerie stores,” I said.  “I feel so out of place.”

      “Come on!” she pleaded.  “Let’s find you something super sexy for Ethan.  You know, so he doesn’t get bored.”  She stuck out her tongue playfully.

      “Thanks,” I said with a laugh.  “I guess it couldn’t hurt.”  I sighed, knowing I should never give in to one of Bonny’s shopping trips.  Everything always fit her perfectly, but I just felt like a potato trying to squeeze into bikinis and flouncy dresses.

      “That’s the positive Marla I was looking for,” she said.

      “I just hope you know what you’re getting yourself into,” I replied.
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      We arrived at the mall and I followed Bonny inside.  She was wearing a floral sundress with a halter top.  She could’ve been the spitting image of Marilyn Monroe.  Her red heels clicked against the tile of the hallway as she led me to the lingerie store.  I wore slacks and a light pink blouse.  It was Saturday, but I often wore work clothes on the weekend.  It was the only way I ever felt put together.

      We slipped through the store doorway and past the greeter.  I looked around at the walls and tables covered with frilly lacy things I never felt confident wearing.  I watched as Bonny’s eyes lit up.  She started furiously grabbing pieces, as if she couldn’t get enough.  Meanwhile, I couldn’t find one thing that seemed fitting for me.

      Finally I came across a plain beige bra with a little push to it.  “Not that!” cried Bonny when she caught me looking at it.

      “What’s wrong with this?  It’s versatile.”

      “You have, like, ten of those already.  You need something sexy.”

      I sighed, my breath blowing a loose strand of hair from my face.  “What do you suggest, then?”

      She eagerly held up her pick for me.  It was a bright red lacy bra and thong set, including a garter belt.  “No way,” I said, folding my arms across my chest.

      “Come on,” she said.  “It’ll look so hot.  Especially with your brown hair.”

      “Is it even my size?”

      “Of course it is.  Why wouldn’t I know my own sister’s size?”

      I shrugged my shoulders and followed her into the dressing room.  Maybe once she sees how ridiculous I look in it, she’ll realize why I don’t shop here.  Even if that was the most I’d get out of the situation, I figured it’d be worthwhile.

      We stepped into the same dressing room and hung up our items.  Despite her protesting, I brought the beige bra inside with me.  She looked at it one more time and grabbed her throat like she was choking.

      “Ok, ok.”  I stuck out my tongue at her and she laughed.  I watched her untie her halter top and drop her dress to the floor.  To my surprise, she was wearing a royal blue lacy thong.  “Do you really need any more sexy lingerie, sis?” I asked, eyeing her almost bare ass.

      “Yes,” she said, glaring at me.  Then she slid her thong down her long, slender legs.  “Don’t let me be the only naked one.  Start stripping.”

      I unbuttoned my blouse slowly, finding it difficult to take my eyes off Bonny’s perfect curves.  Ethan would have a field day with that body, I thought.  What am I thinking?  That’s absurd to imagine my husband with my sorority sister.  I returned my focus to getting naked instead.

      Once my top and bra were off, I reached for the beige piece I’d brought in with me.  Half naked, Bonny reached for arm and scolded me.  “Try on the red one first.”

      I groaned and rolled my eyes.  Then I took the red bra from the hanger and slid the straps over my shoulder.  They were silky smooth which was a nice surprise.  I adjusted the cups around my small breasts and fastened it behind me.  I raised my eyes to the mirror and my eyes widened in disbelief.

      “Damn,” I said as I looked at how perky my breasts looked.

      “See!  I told you,” said Bonny who was strapping on her own bra.  “Now put on the garter belt and hold up the panties to get a better idea of the whole outfit.”

      I unfastened my slacks and slid them down to my ankles.  I kicked the dark fabric to the side and stepped into the garter belt.  I secured it around my waist and then held up the panties as Bonny instructed.

      Bonny wore a hot pink pushup bra that made her blond hair look even more stunning than usual.  Her mouth hung open as she stared at my new outfit.  She stepped behind me and released my hair from its clip.  “Now look how fucking hot you look,” she said.

      I did look attractive, especially when my hair fell over my shoulders.  I was no Bonny, but suddenly I felt sexy.  I imagined showing this to Ethan and the reaction he would give me.

      “Ethan would just laugh and say I was trying too hard,” I said, lowering my head.

      “Nonsense. That’s your insecurity talking.”

      “Maybe so.  It still doesn’t help me feel confident wearing this.”

      “Just trust me, won’t you?”  I wanted to trust Bonny.  But she lived a different life than me.  Looking attractive was her thing.  I was convinced it was too out of character for me.

      I stripped again and put on my business clothes.  Bonny tried on a few more bras before deciding on which sets she wanted.  She grabbed the red set and held it up to me.  “Let me buy this for you.  My treat.”

      “No, no.  That’s ok,” I said, ashamed to have something so sexy go to waste sitting in my dresser drawer.

      “I’m not taking no for an answer.”  Her eyes narrowed in on me with the trademark Bonny look when she was determined.  She really wasn’t going to let me decline.

      “Okay.  But there are no guarantees I’ll ever wear it.”

      “That’s a good girl, sis,” she said playfully.
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                  My best gal pal, Sammy, and I entered the ritzy club donned in sparkling, fitted dresses.  My husband, Bo, was always good about letting me get out with Sammy, even if it meant guys would probably hit on us all night.  Sammy had irresistible curves, full breasts and long, graceful legs.  She grew up as a ballet dancer, and she never lost that delicately ferocious look.  She was strong, yet very feminine.

                  I couldn’t help but stare at her swaying hips as she walked in front of me.  She led me to the center of the floor and colored lights cascaded over her creamy skin.  She turned around and my eyes caught her gorgeous breasts nearly spilling out of her dress.  When she danced, she was like her own light.  It was difficult not to stare at her in awe of her beauty and confidence.

                  Sammy was something else.  I always wondered why she chose me, of all people, to be adventurous with.  Maybe it was because I was always along for the ride, but without her influence I was pretty introverted.  She definitely illuminated my life.

                  Sammy was gorgeous and flirty.  Nobody could tie her down or keep her from chasing what she set her mind on.  Often, this included married men.  She was wild and carefree.  Watching her was like witnessing the creation of a masterpiece.  There should’ve been consequences for the things she did, but that’s what made watching her so hypnotizing.  She slithered out of every situation scot-free.

                  I occasionally wondered why she spared me.  She never even batted an eye at Bo.  Then again, Sammy always went on about what my friendship meant to her.  I was the only one who would listen to her stories about dominating another woman’s husband.  It was her fetish, and she had turned listening to it into mine.

                  She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into her.  She slid her leg between mine and we grinded playfully on each other on the dance floor.  She had a bright smile and glowing eyes.  No matter how many times we went to the club together, I would always blush when she’d look at me like that.

                  She made me feel like a rare jewel.  No matter how many married men she hooked up with, or how many single men hit on her, she always made time for me.  I had a special love for her.  I knew I’d do almost anything to keep her in my life.

                  We danced like that for hours.  Sammy occasionally scanned the room for her next victim.  Unfortunately, it was mostly singles at the club we’d gone to.  So when Sammy spotted a pair of couples by the bar, our dancing was promptly halted.

                  “What about him?” she asked, pointing to a tall guy with dark hair.  His arm was wrapped lovingly around the blonde next to him.

                  “He seems to be pretty attached,” I told her.

                  “Exactly.  You know how I love a challenge,” she said with the cutest smile.  She was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, so I had no doubt she could pry away any man from their woman.

                  “They’re here with another couple.  It might be a little difficult.”  I was partly being honest, and partly trying to keep her to myself.

                  “An even bigger challenge,” she added with wide eyes and hungry lips.  We moved to an empty booth with a clear view of the bar.  When the two paired up women finally left for the bathroom, Sammy locked her gaze on the bar.  “Be right back,” she said.  She made her way through the crowd which parted for her like the Red Sea.

                  There wasn’t a set of eyes in the whole room that didn’t watch her as she floated toward the bar.  The two guys turned around to see what everyone was looking at and their mouths hung open when they saw Sammy heading toward them.

                  I couldn’t help but smile at the attention she was getting.  These people should be grateful for the chance to see her beauty, I thought.  I watched as Sammy slid in between the two guys and bent her waist over the bar.

                  “Could I get another drink?” she shouted to the bartender.  The two guys on either side of her were staring obviously at her little round ass.  I saw one of them bite his lower lip and the other one bit his knuckles.

                  “Add it to my tab,” said the dark haired one that Sammy had set her sights on.  She stiffened up next to him and ran her hand through her wavy, brown locks.

                  “Thanks,” she said with a seductive smile.  She stretched out her hand and introduced herself.  “My name is Sammy.”

                  “Michael,” said the dark haired guy.

                  The blond jumped in, trying to steal her attention from his friend.  “I’m John,” he said.

                  She turned to him and smiled.  Then she flashed me a look and I smiled at her.  I shifted my legs under my skirt.  Watching her sit between these two horny men was making me wet.  I couldn’t help but picture them both taking her at the same time.

                  When Sammy got her drink, she thanked them again and then turned to head toward me.  They followed her ass the entire way.  When she was back at our booth, she wrapped an arm around me and kissed my temple.  I blushed and watched as the guys gawked at us.

                  I turned my face to Sammy and planted my lips on hers.  It wasn’t the first time we’d kissed, but I was always excited for the opportunity.  The guys were shifting awkwardly and occasionally running a hand through their hair.  They wanted to play cool but they were slowly losing it.  Sammy always got that sort of reaction from people, though.

                  Soon the girls came back and their men struggled to keep focus.  Sammy laughed at them.  “I was going to take one of them in the bathroom and fuck him,” she said, “but I thought this would be a little more fun.”  Then she kissed me again, but without motive this time.

                  When she pulled away I said, “I agree.  That is fun.”  I blushed and looked at the floor.

                  She placed a hand on my bare thigh and stroked it softly.  “He still wants us,” she said, nodding her head toward the dark haired guy.  He was on the dance floor with his girl, but when she wasn’t looking he peeked at us.  As his curious eyes watched, Sammy’s fingers slowly traveled under my skirt.

                  I exhaled when her fingertips were less than inch away from my panties.  She’d never touched me like this before and I wasn’t sure I could handle it.  Especially not in public.

                  “Don’t lose your cool, Delilah,” she whispered.  Her lips lingered near my ear and I could feel her breath rolling down my neck.  I closed my eyes but tried to keep my cool.  Then she removed her hand and said, “I’m bored.  Let’s head back to your place.”

                  I was half disappointed and half grateful to go somewhere more private.  Unfortunately, privacy didn’t usually turn Sammy on, so I didn’t expect anything else from her.   Still, I was grateful to have her all to myself.

                  We got home and Bo was lounging on the sofa watching TV.  “Hey ladies.  How was your night?”

                  “Good,” I said mildly.

                  “Fantastic!” shouted Sammy with full enthusiasm.

                  “Sounds about right,” said Bo, laughing.

                  “Come on, Delilah,” said Sammy as she grabbed my hand.  “I have something to tell you.”  She pulled me toward the bedroom and I didn’t ask any questions.  Bo ignored us since this was typical behavior for Sammy.

                  When the door was closed behind us I looked at Sammy questioningly.  “What’s up?”

                  “Oh.  I lied,” she said, taking a step toward me.  She placed her hands on my waist and pulled me into her.  Then she laid her lips on mine again.  It was the first time she kissed me in private.  My heart pounded in my ears as I tried to comprehend what was happening.

                  Before I could think too much into it, Sammy’s tongue slid into my mouth.  Like a bolt of lightning, I felt a heat shoot down my spine as her tongue swirled with mine.  I pushed into her to let her know I was aroused.  Her breathing grew heavy and soon we were both panting as we kissed each other.

                  Her hands traveled down to my collarbone and then slowly cupped my breasts.  I’d never had my breasts fondled by a woman, and definitely not by Sammy.  It was the most erotic feeling I’d experienced.  I reached my hands for her waist and then slid them over her ass.

                  Sammy slid my dress straps from my shoulders so that my bare breasts hung in front of her.  Then she leaned into my neck, kissing the skin while playing with my nipples.

                  I moaned against her ear.  She walked me to the bed, her hands still on my breasts, and she laid me down.  I watched her climb above me and finish stripping my dress off.  My pussy was throbbing and wet.  Was I finally going to get to have Sammy the way all those other men did?  I wasn’t sure what made her turn her sights on a woman tonight, but I was grateful for every ounce of attention she showed me.

                  She kissed my breasts and then left a trial of kisses down my stomach.  When she reached my thong, she slid it down to my knees and stared at my wet pussy.  “You’re so beautiful, Delilah,” she told me as she gazed at my naked body.  I shifted awkwardly, unaware of the beauty she was referencing.

                  Then she leaned over me and kissed me.  She slid a hand between my thighs and slowly moved it up toward my pussy.  Seconds later, her fingers slipped into the wet pool between my legs and they grazed against my clit.

                  “Ohh,” I moaned as I felt Sammy’s fingers on me.  She kissed me hard to keep me quiet.  I liked the forceful way she pushed herself on me.  She made me feel as desirable as I found her to be.

                  Her finger slipped into my pussy and I grabbed her shoulders for support.  She slid her finger in and out, watching my expressions change.  She circled my clit with a wet finger and I twisted under her.  “I want you to come for me,” she whispered.

                  I nodded and relaxed into her touch.  She circled my clit and plunged her fingers into my pussy over and over.  Her other hand massaged my breasts and rolled my nipples in her fingers.  I bit my lower lip as she quickly brought me to climax.

                  “Fuck!” I moaned, surprised at how easily I came for her.  She kissed me again to keep me quiet and I panted through my nose.  Her tongue swept across mine and intensified my orgasm.  I wanted to cry from the intense pleasure.  It was something Bo had never been able to manage with me.

                  When I came down, Sammy lifted her lips from mine and removed her fingers.  “Beautiful,” she said, looking at me with an intense gaze.

                  I smiled at her and then sat up next to her.  I covered my breasts with my arms, suddenly acutely aware of how naked I was.  She chuckled at me and then stared off for a moment.  “What is it?” I asked, concerned something was shifting in our friendship.

                  “Do you think it’s wrong of me to chase married men?”

                  I wasn’t sure what she wanted to hear from me.  She knew I loved listening to her stories.  “I don’t know,” I admitted truthfully.  “I know it’s hot.”

                  She laughed and then kissed my forehead.  “That’s why you’re my best friend.”

                  “I just love rubbing my wet pussy on another woman’s man, you know?”

                  My breath was caught in my throat.  “Yeah,” I mumbled.

                  “I just love knowing that when that woman fucks her man again, she’ll have a piece of my scent on him.”

                  I shifted my legs.  My pussy was already getting wet again.  “I don’t think that desire is wrong,” I said, trying to make her feel better.  “I think it’d be kind of hot to smell another woman on Bo.”

                  “I’m glad you feel that way,” she said.  She leaned in again and pressed her lips to mine.  I inhaled her rosy scent and imagined smelling her on Bo.  My pussy ached to be touched again, but Sammy stood up quickly.  “I’ll be right back.  I have to use the ladies’ room,” she said.

                  I nodded and watched her walk gracefully from the room.  She cracked the door and I heard her heels click down the hallway.  I got lost in my head trying to process what had happened.  I didn’t even notice that the bathroom door never shut.

                  After a few minutes had passed I decided to grab some water from the kitchen.  I dressed myself and then left the room.  As I opened the bedroom door I heard what sounded like soft kissing coming from the living room.  I sneaked down the hallway slowly.  The sound of short smacks grew louder the closer I got.  I looked toward the bathroom and noticed it was empty.

                  I turned the corner, making sure to keep in the shadows of the dark hallway.  When I looked toward the couch, I saw Sammy straddling Bo’s lap.  She was kissing him just like she’d just kissed me.

                  I didn’t know what to do.  Should I try and stop them?  But I knew I didn’t want to.  I was strangely eager to see how far they went.  I wonder if Sammy knows I’m watching.

                  I slid down to the floor so I’d be less noticeable.  As I sat down, my wet pussy came in contact with the cool tile.  Fuck, I thought.  I was more turned on than I expected.

                  I heard Sammy’s gentle moaning as she kissed my husband.  I watched as she rocked her hips above his crotch.  Bo had his hands on her tiny waist and I could hear his heavy breathing.

                  “We shouldn’t be doing this,” I heard him say after pulling away from her kiss.

                  “Trust me,” she said, pressing her lips to him again.  “Delilah wants this.”

                  “She told you that?” asked Bo.  My heartbeat quickened.  He was loyal, but no one could resist Sammy.  I didn’t blame him for it, either.

                  “Not exactly,” said Sammy.  “She won’t even find out.”

                  “She’s just in the other room,” said Bo.

                  “Yeah.  Asleep,” said Sammy.  Her response struck me as odd.  She knew I wasn’t asleep, so she had to have known I’d find them.  She wanted me to find them here, I thought.

                  I felt glued to the floor, uncertain whether to be upset or excited.  Sammy had planned all along to seduce my husband.  I was grateful to be included in her many adventures, but what would that mean for me and Bo?  I tried to wrap my head around the situation, but my wet pussy kept distracting me.

                  All I wanted in that moment was to watch Sammy fuck my husband.  I resolved to figure out the messy emotional details later.  For the time being, they only made the scene hotter.

                  I could tell Bo was hesitant.  I enjoyed his reluctance.  Sammy leaned down and started to kiss him again.  She ran her hands over his chest and torso, sliding them down to his pants.  I watched as she slid a hand under her pussy to grab a handful of Bo’s cock.

                  “Fuck,” he groaned as she fondled him over his pants.  Then I watched as Bo’s hands traveled up from Sammy’s waist to her shoulders.  He slid the straps of her dress down and kissed her collarbone.  His energy was picking up as his desire for her grew.

                  He slid the top of her dress down so her tits hung out.  She pushed them into his face and he took one in his mouth.  She arched her head back, letting her long hair fall down the middle of her back.  She moaned and pressed a hand to the wall behind him for support.

                  I removed the top to my own dress and started to massage my breasts.  Watching Sammy’s tits dangle in front of my husband’s face sent a tingle over my skin.  I slowly rocked my hips against the cool tile, feeling the wet pool between my legs turn into a small flood.

                  Bo’s hands slid down her back again until they held her perfectly round ass.  Sammy had worked his pants down enough to slide his cock out.  She stroked the shaft tenderly and he groaned with pleasure.

                  I watched with wide eyes as Sammy stroked my husband.  A strange euphoric guilt washed over me.  Certainly I should tell Bo that I see them?  But I loved the idea of this being a secret only Sammy and I shared.  I wanted her to take him from me without giving him the permission to submit to her.

                  Bo’s hands reached for the hem of Sammy’s dress and he lifted it slowly above her ass.  He unknowingly exposed her bright red thong to me.  I bit my lower lip and let my hand slide between my legs.  I felt the large wet pool on the floor and exhaled.  Then I let a finger glide to my clit and circle it.

                  Fuck this is hot, I thought.  I couldn’t believe I was touching myself to the sight of Sammy dominating Bo.

                  Bo rubbed his hands over Sammy’s bare ass cheeks and she continued to rock her hips against his cock.  Bo reached for the small piece of fabric that hid Sammy’s sweet, wet pussy from both him and me.  He pulled it to the side and as Sammy rocked back and forth, she gave me small peeks at her juicy cunt.

                  Holy shit, I thought as her beautiful, plump lips revealed themselves to me.  Bo continued sucking on her nipples and Sammy lifted her hips up enough to give Bo’s cock room to slide in.

                  I slid my fingers into my wet pussy, preparing for the point of no return. I was about to watch my best friend fuck my husband.  As my fingers slid into my wet slit, I watched the head of Bo’s cock disappear into Sammy’s.

                  Watching his cock actually enter another woman sent my head spinning.  I wanted it to stop and continue at the same time.  The more I hated it, the more pleasure it gave me.  I rubbed my clit furiously as Sammy lowered herself further onto Bo’s cock.

                  “Oh, shit!” he cried as he felt each new inch of Sammy’s glorious pussy.  She was like the holy grail of women and he was lucky enough to enter her.  When she slid all the way onto him, she pushed her pelvis into his.

                  When she rocked forward, more of his cock was revealed to me.  When she rocked back, I watched it disappear again.  His eyes rolled into the back of his head and Sammy ran her fingers through his hair.

                  She slid up and down on his thick, bulging member a few times before grinding into him again.  She picked up her pace and started panting heavily.  She was trying to come all over my husband’s hard cock.

                  I slid my fingers in and out of my wet pussy and tugged on my nipples.  I didn’t know who to be jealous of.  I was watching my two favorite people fuck without me, and I wanted both of them.  Watching both of them was the sexiest sight I’d ever seen.  All the while, Bo had no idea I was watching.

                  Sammy rocked back and forth until she moaned loudly.  If I had been asleep, her moan most certainly would’ve woken me up.  I chuckled at the thought and then quickly turned my focus back to her orgasm.

                  She looked like an angel soaring on a cloud.  She was a goddess in her own right, practically golden as she completely lost her sense of control. It was the only time I felt like I truly saw her in a vulnerable state, and Bo wasn’t blind to it either.

                  Once her guard was down, he picked her up and carried her to the wall.  I ducked my head quickly to keep from being seen.  Once they’d settled on a spot, I peeked around again and watched him fucking her against the wall.

                  I circled my clit furiously.  I was worried about being caught, but the chaos of it all made the pleasure more intense.  I watched Bo pull his cock back and forth as he cupped Sammy’s ass.  She was taken by surprise.  I could tell she didn’t expect him to take over, but she seemed to be enjoying it still.

                  I watched her perfect tits bounce up and down while my husband pounded her wet pussy over and over.  The veins protruded from his neck and his face grew red.  His hair fell over his face and sweat formed along his brow.  His muscles bulged and his balls swelled up into his body.  He was about to cum in her.

                  He leaned his head on her chest and let out a loud roar as he filled her with his cum.  I felt my pussy walls expand and clench as I climaxed with him.  Sammy held his head to her chest and smiled at the idea of being filled with my husband’s semen.  I was starting to understand her fetish for this, but I realized I liked being on the receiving end.

                  As I climaxed, I knew I’d always think of this moment any time I fucked my husband again.  Sammy would always be a part of us and I wouldn’t have it any other way.  I silenced my moans by biting my lip so hard it bled.

                  Fuck, I thought.  My orgasm stretched on for a small eternity and only ceased as I watched Bo pull his cock from my best friend.

                  “Shit,” he said, clearly guilt ridden.

                  “I won’t tell,” whispered Sammy.  Bo seemed to believe her but that only relieved him slightly.  “Trust me,” said Sammy, “if Delilah knew, she’d probably be turned on.”

                  “I don’t know…” he said, lowering Sammy to the floor.

                  “Well.  Tell her if you don’t believe me.  See what she says.”

                  Bo looked deep into Sammy’s eyes, uncertain of her agenda.  He shook his head and said, “No, that’s ok.”

                  I quickly pulled my dress back up and snuck back to the bedroom.  The last thing I wanted was for Bo to find out that I saw the whole thing.

                  Minutes later, the bedroom door swung open and Sammy walked to my side.  “Sorry I’ve been gone so long,” she said, trying to catch her breath.  “I had to take care of something.”

                  I stared at her and blushed.

                  “You know,” she said with a smile.

                  “I saw the whole thing,” I whispered to her.  “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

                  She smiled brightly and then pressed her lips to mine again.  “Then perhaps it won’t be the last time?”

                  I nodded and she stroked my hair.  “I love you,” I told her.

                  “I love you too,” she said.  “Call you tomorrow?”

                  I nodded again and watched Sammy head out for the night.  I curled up in bed as I wondered how to approach Bo the next day.  I knew he would seem like a different man to me, and I was looking forward to smelling Sammy’s cunt on him.
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                  The beach house was beautiful.  It was a tall, triangular cabin with three floors on the edge of the Atlantic Ocean.  We could open the windows and hear the waves lapping against the beach.  Ron and I were celebrating our 10th wedding anniversary and I was hoping we’d spend most of our days in bed like a couple of honeymooners.

                  The house was technically a duplex, but with all the space I wasn’t worried about running into our neighbors much.  Of course, I had no idea at the time that our neighbor would be the hottest chick I’d ever see.  We brought our stuff in from the car and settled in quickly.  Then we poured two glasses of wine and headed to the balcony to view the beach.  That’s when we first saw her.

                  “Oh Sam, isn’t it just beautiful?” I asked as I gazed upon the waves.  The sun was setting behind us making the ocean look like it was made of liquid glass.

                  “It sure is,” he said behind me.  When I turned to see his impressed gaze, I was shocked to find it wasn’t connected to the ocean.  Instead, he was facing the balcony next to us, where our young neighbor was bending over.  Her smooth ass peeked out from under her frayed jean shorts, and when she stood back up, I noticed the only thing covering her breasts was a bright pink bikini top.

                  I couldn’t blame him for looking.  She had the best body I’d ever seen.  Her hips were so delicately curvy that even I wanted to grab them and have my way with her.

                  She turned around suddenly.  “Oh hi!” she cried with shock to find us both staring at her.  “I didn’t know anyone else was here.”

                  “Oh yeah,” I said with a nervous laugh, trying to keep from licking my lips as I got my first glimpse of her gorgeous breasts.  “We’re your neighbors.”

                  She stretched out a dainty hand across the wood wall.  “My name is Crystal, but my friends call me Chris for short.”

                  Sam looked at me nervously before deciding to shake her hand, so I made the first move. I reached out and pressed my palm to hers and introduced myself.  “I’m Beth and this is my husband, Sam.  Nice to meet you.”  Her hand was warm despite the goose bumps that lined her arm.  I wondered if she was cold or just nervous around us for some reason.

                  She pulled her hand away slowly and then shifted her eyes downward.  Her reddish brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she fumbled with the loose strands that fell into her face.  “So, where are you guys from?”

                  “Virginia,” said Sam who was feeling more confident about opening up.  “You?”

                  “South Carolina.”

                  “I should’ve recognized that accent,” I teased.  The south in general had a drawl, but there was something different about a South Carolina accent.  It was more open and free.  “I’ve never met a South Carolinian who wasn’t friendly.”

                  “That’s us,” she said looking up at me with bright eyes and big smile.  Her teeth gleamed white and were perfectly straight.

                  “So are you here alone?” asked Sam.  I nudged him with my elbow as a sign that he was seeming too pervy, but Crystal didn’t seem to notice.

                  “Um, no, actually.  I’m here with a few friends.  They’re inside right now playing video games.”

                  “That’s a shame they’re missing the sunset,” I said.

                  “Right? That’s what I said,” replied Crystal.

                  “Well, if you ever need someone to hang out with outdoors, just give us a holler.  We’ll be here for the next 3 days.”

                  “Oh, great.  Yeah we have 4 more.  I’m really going to miss it here.  I just love the Outer Banks.”

                  “Oh yes, us too.  It’s like a different world.  Very secluded.”

                  The three of us were silent for a moment.  Our eyes shifted awkwardly around as we tried to find something else to say.  My eyes shifted to Crystal’s chest when she wasn’t looking.  Her breasts were perfect D cups that were full enough to hold up her strapless top.  The wine must’ve been getting to me because I started wondering what they’d look like if I just reached out and pulled the fabric down.

                  Thankfully, Crystal broke the silence before my imagination ran away with me.  “Hey, um… my friends and I are going to have a little party later.  We’re going to have a bonfire and booze, so…if you guys see us down there and want to hang, just come by.”

                  “Sure, sounds great,” I said without looking to Sam first.  She smiled big again and then waved her adorable hand at us.

                  “Ok then.  I’m going to go back inside, but I hope to see you guys later!”

                  “Sure thing,” said Sam.  We both stared at her round ass as she walked back inside.  Sam and I both let out a long exhale at the same time, as if we were holding in every ounce of desire that Crystal’s body drew from us.

                  “She’s hot, right?” I asked Sam.

                  “What?”

                  “Oh come on.  I saw you checking her out.  It’s ok, I’m just glad you have good taste.”  I winked at him reassuringly.

                  “This is weird,” he said.

                  “I totally wouldn’t even be mad if you fucked her,” I joked.

                  Sam walked towards me and set his wine glass down on the balcony table.  He wrapped his arms around my waist and pushed his hips into mine.  I could feel his hard-on through our clothes.  “Well, right now I want to fuck my sexy wife,” he said.

                  “Mmmm,” I moaned as his lips moved to my ear.  He knew all of my sweet spots and hit them well.  I hadn’t realized until just then how predictable it all was, even if it was enjoyable.

                  “Want to go in?” he whispered as his cock pulsed against my stomach.

                  “No, actually.  Let’s fuck outside.”  I was counting on him not to notice that Crystal’s living room curtains were drawn open.  I could see her sipping something on the couch while all of her friends were glued to the TV.

                  “Mmm, so naughty,” he said as he lifted my shirt up.  Perfect, I thought to myself.  I watched Crystal’s eyes on us as Sam stripped me naked.  Then I worked on him.  When Sam’s clothes were scattered on the balcony, I sat on the bench that lined the railing and took him in my mouth.

                  He leaned his head back and groaned as I worked on his hard cock.  I moved back and forth slowly.  Crystal didn’t take her eyes off us, once.  I reached around and grabbed Sam’s ass to push him deeper into me until I was practically choking on him.

                  “Oh fuck!” he cried out as I swallowed his cock.  I felt the bench underneath me grow wetter from my pussy.  I felt a chill run down my spine knowing that Crystal was watching us fuck.  I swirled my tongue around my husband’s cock and watched him moan in pleasure.  His hands moved behind my head to shove himself deeper in.

                  The cool beach wind made my nipples hard and covered my skin with goose bumps.  I couldn’t help but think of the goose bumps I’d seen on Crystal’s arms and how badly I wanted to reach out and caress her soft skin.

                  I pulled my mouth off Sam’s cock and leaned back against the railing.  I lifted my feet up to the bunch to spread my legs for him, giving both him and Crystal the perfect view of my soaking wet pussy.  Sam looked at me with a devilish smile and licked his lips.  Then he kneeled on the balcony and buried his face in my cunt.

                  I leaned my head back and moaned as his tongue entered my wet slit.  I pictured for a moment that it was Crystal’s tongue.  I reached down to touch his hair and imagined my fingers were weaving in and out of Crystal’s reddish brown locks.

                  “Just like that, baby,” I cooed to both Sam and my imaginary Crystal.  When this trip had started, I had no idea I’d be fantasizing about some girl next door while my husband tongue fucked me.  I opened my eyes and caught a glimpse of Crystal watching but trying not to look obvious.  She leaned on her elbow with a balled up fist by her cheek to create a false wall between us.  But I could still see her eyes dart to my pussy from time to time.  She swallowed hard and her knees rubbed together awkwardly.

                  Suddenly I started to cum.  I grabbed my husband’s head and gripped his short locks in my fingers.  I cried out suddenly and my eyes scrunched tightly.  I wanted to keep looking at Crystal but my orgasm was too intense.  When I opened my eyes again, I noticed that Crystal wasn’t the only one watching me anymore.

                  Thank god Sam didn’t notice because he probably wouldn’t have continued.  I peered at the sliding glass door to Crystal’s place and all of her friends’ heads were turned in our direction.  Their mouths gaped open, some of them laughed nervously.  Most of them were excited by the show, and that excited me even more.

                  I stood up and turned around, kneeling on the bench and bracing my forearms on the railing and poking my tight ass out toward my husband.

                  I had the perfect view of the ocean and if I turned my head over my shoulder, I had the perfect view of Crystal.  I’d developed a tunnel vision for her, discarding her friends’ glances.  She was shifting strangely in her seat and I wondered if her pussy was wet from watching.

                  Sam licked his hand and rubbed his cock before pushing it inside me.  I felt his hard thrust and my mouth instinctively formed an O shape.  I watched Crystal and her friends watch in shock.  Now that her friends were watching she seemed less inhibited about looking straight over, and I made sure to lock eyes with her while Sam fucked me.

                  He pushed harder into me, wrapping his hands around my hips as he pushed.  My breasts swayed in the air and my thick brown hair blew into my face.  I peered through the strands at Crystal who was now biting her nails nervously.

                  “Fuck me!” I cried as loudly as I could.  Sam’s hand traveled up my spine and grabbed a tuft of my hair.  He pulled my head back and thrust deep into me.  “Yeah, baby, just like that!”

                  “I’m going to cum so hard,” he groaned as he pumped faster into me.

                  “Cum for me!” I shouted to the amusement of our audience.  He rocked his hips against mine and I felt his balls slap against my clit.  I felt the head of his cock digging deeper into me than ever making me feel like a young virgin again.  For a moment I assumed Crystal’s identity while he fucked me, and that’s when I came again.

                  “Fuck!” I cried out as I imagined Sam fucking our hot next door neighbor.  As the waves of pleasure rolled through me Sam’s cum spilled inside me.  We were cumming simultaneously in front of the neighbors next door.

                  Sam collapsed above me, his hot rapid breath rolling across my skin.  “Fuck, Beth.  That was amazing.”

                  “I know,” I gasped with a heaving chest.  “It was fucking hot.”

                  I looked back over my shoulder to see that the neighbors had all returned to their game, trying to pretend they weren’t just watching us fuck.  I chuckled to myself.

                  “You never come in that position,” Sam whispered.  “I was surprised.”

                  “Me too,” I lied, knowing that I only came because of my fantasy of watching him fuck Crystal.  “It’s going to be a fun vacation.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

      

    
    
                  “You almost ready?” asked Sam.  I was in the bathroom perfecting my makeup.  I brushed my hair but didn’t worry about styling it since the beach was so windy.  I sprayed some detangler through my strands and called it a day.

                  “Yeah.  How do I look?”

                  “Hot as hell.  I’m just wearing these,” he said, pointing to his khaki shorts and white t shirt.

                  “You look just as hot,” I said.  I knew that Crystal had seen what was under his casual clothes and wouldn’t care what he threw on top of his muscular body.  I put on a sun dress and flat sandals and grabbed my denim jacket in case I got chilly in the breeze.

                  “Let’s head down,” he said, wrapping his arm around my waist.  “You don’t think they heard us fucking earlier, do you?”

                  “Nah,” I lied.  “They were so engrossed in their gaming they probably didn’t hear a thing.”  I laughed to myself as I pictured their gawked faces through the sliding glass doors.

                  We could see their glowing bonfire from our balcony.  We headed down the beach house steps and through the sand dunes.  The night already felt magical and my skin was vibrating with each cool breeze.  The sound of the waves grew louder, but so did the sound of Crystal’s partying friends.  Everything about this trip was making me feel ten years younger and I loved every second of it.

                  When we crossed the walkway to the beach, we could see her friends in a circle to the right of us.  They were sitting around the fire laughing and drinking.  I looked for Crystal who was sitting closest to us and headed over.

                  “Hey guys!” I shouted confidently.  “Crystal invited us, I hope you don’t mind if we join in?”

                  Everyone stared in amazement.  “No problem,” said one of the guys, chuckling.  They opened the circle up enough for Sam and I to sit in and we listened to them tell stories of their new college adventures.

                  Every few seconds, I glanced at Crystal to find she was already ogling me.  Sam sat between us, and seeing him next to her made my fantasy grow even stronger.  “Do you want to take a short walk?” Crystal asked me out of the blue.

                  “Absolutely,” I said.  “Do you mind, Sam?”

                  Sam, who was on his third cup of whiskey said, “Not at all, hun!”

                  I jumped up at the same time as Crystal and we started on our stroll.

                  “That was quite a show,” she said after we had put some distance between us and the campfire.

                  “Earlier, you mean?”

                  “What else?”

                  “Well, thank you.”

                  “I have to admit,” she said, stopping in her tracks for a moment.  “I was jealous when you started screaming and all my friends were watching.  I liked that it was just me at first.”

                  “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it.  Sam just fucks me so good, you know?”

                  She gulped.  “Yeah.  It seemed like it.”  She shifted her eyes to the side awkwardly.  “He’s really hot,” she said.

                  “I know.  I’m very lucky.”

                  “You are, too,” she said, this time raising her gaze to mine to absorb my reaction.  There was a seductive silence between us and I felt magnetized to her.  I watched her eyes roam my face, trying to read my thoughts.  Then she stood on her toes and pushed her lips to mine.

                  My heart raced.  I cupped her face in my hands and slid my tongue into her mouth. She tasted like vanilla coke and smelled like the sea air.

                  Her hands grabbed my hips and she kissed me more forcefully.  I let my hands drop to her neck and then her collarbone to give her warning that I was about to cup her tits.  She didn’t pull away.  Instead, she slid her hands slowly up my sides as if about to cup my breasts too.

                  I moved my hands over her chest and her mouth opened wider to release a soft moan.  My pussy throbbed and ached with desire.  Crystal was wearing a red halter top with no bra, and I let my thumbs drag over her hard nipples through the fabric.  Her thighs shifted against each other and I could tell she wanted to cum.

                  I pulled away from our kiss to make sure we were out of view.  “Let’s go over here,” I said, taking her hand in mine.  She smiled and bit her lower lip in the most adorable way.  I pulled her over to the nearest sand dune so we could hide behind the small mound.  I sat down in the sand and then patted the area next to me.  She sat beside me and looked at me with her big green eyes.

                  I leaned back in to kiss her and she arched her neck back.  I moved my lips down the side of her neck, occasionally biting her skin.  She moaned and ran her fingers through my hair.  I reached behind her and untied her halter top, letting it fall to her waist.  Her breasts were now bare in front of me, and I eagerly took her left nipple into my mouth.

                  I sucked over and over as she tried to contain her moans.  Her chest moved up and down rapidly and her breathing grew heavy.  I leaned her back into the sand so she could relax, and then I climbed on top of her.

                  I kissed her lips again and then made my way back to her tits.  I took the right one in my mouth this time and flicked my tongue against it.  Her body shook and I moved my hand to her neck, letting my thumb rest on her lower lip.  She sucked my thumb while I sucked her tit and her hips swayed back and forth.

                  I moved further down and started to unfasten her jean shorts.  She leaned on her elbows, pushing her tits out and watched me. “This is my first time with a woman,” she said.

                  “Mine too,” I replied with a smile.

                  “Really?”

                  “Yes.  There’s just something about you, Chris,” I told her.  She smiled brightly and leaned back down in the sand.  I tugged her shorts down and saw a bright red thong covering her wet pussy.  There was a small stain where her wetness was leaking through.  I pressed a finger into it against her clit and watched her back arch with pleasure.

                  I traced my fingers along the fabric, teasing her and taking the moment in.  The waves crashed behind us and we could hear her friends laughing in the distance.  I pulled her thong down until I could see her little pussy.  She had a neatly trimmed little bush which was as cute and small as everything else about her.  I pressed a finger into her folds until it slid inside her.

                  “Ohh!” she cried out, squeezing her eyelids closed.  Then I brought my wet finger up slowly to her clit and circled it.  I experimented with different patterns and rhythms until I got a feeling for what she enjoyed most.  Then I lowered my face to her pussy.

                  I couldn’t place her scent but it was sensual and memorable.  It was the most unique scent I’d ever smelled and I inhaled it in and held my breath.  Then I devoured her.  I lay my open mouth against her and slid my tongue around her folds.

                  I circled her clit with my tongue and then dipped my tongue into her wet hole.  The texture was fascinating.  I looked up at her and could only see her heaving breasts as she panted in the sand.  She brought her hands to my head and wrapped her fingers in my locks.

                  I slid a finger inside her cunt while tongue fucking her clit.  I remembered the rhythms she liked and played within those limits as I watched her body tighten and arch, preparing for climax.  In a matter of seconds, a loud scream burst from her and her body shook.  I didn’t let up until she was coming back down.

                  I pulled my face and finger from her as she caught her breath. Then I lay beside her, our gazes locked together.  “That was incredible,” she said with a smile.

                  “I’m glad.  This may sound weird…but I feel like I would do anything for you,” I told her.

                  “Anything?” she asked as if her mind was already spinning with ideas.

                  “Pretty much,” I said with a laugh.  “Why?  Do you already have something in mind?”

                  “Maybe…” she teased.  I could tell her confidence with me was growing.  “I want to fuck your husband.”

                  I was shocked at her bluntness.  “Really?”  I half expected her to apologize for suggesting it, but she never did.

                  “Yeah.  And I want you to watch us like I had to watch you guys earlier.”

                  I was speechless.  I had this exact fantasy only moments ago, but hearing it suggested out loud seemed crazy.

                  I stammered trying to respond.  “You said, anything,” Crystal reminded me.

                  “That’s right.  I did.”  And she wasn’t wrong.  The idea of watching Sam fuck her was hot, but I wasn’t sure I was really ready to cross that line yet.

                  “Do you think he’d fuck me?” she asked.

                  I looked her naked body up and down as if I didn’t already know the answer.  “He definitely would.”

                  “I want you to watch me take your husband.  I want you to watch my pussy slide up and down on his hard cock.  I want the scent of my pussy to still be there the next time he fucks you.”

                  The more she said, the wetter my pussy got.  “Okay,” I said finally with a racing heart.  My head was spinning with possibilities and I couldn’t really think of a good reason to say no.  Besides, I wanted to give Crystal anything she wanted.  I’d only known her a few hours but I felt a strange love for her.  “How will we arrange it?”

                  “My friends are going out to eat tomorrow for lunch.  I’ll just tell them I want to stay behind.  You come over to my place and tell your husband you’re going to the store.  Then I’ll go over to borrow sugar or something from your husband and seduce him on the patio, where I know you’ll be able to watch us without him knowing.”

                  “Okay.”

                  “I’m going to fuck him right where you fucked him, and I’m going to let him fill me with his cum.”

                  I was nervous, but my body wanted this.  I already felt like I could come from one touch of my pussy after the detailed plan that Crystal was coming up with.

                  She leaned into me and kissed me again.  “I guess we should get back before Sam worries,” she said.  Suddenly she didn’t seem so inexperienced and young.  She had the look of a tiger which had just spotted his prey.  I wasn’t completely sure what I’d signed up for, but I knew I couldn’t turn back now.  Crystal dressed herself and we returned to the bonfire.  Nobody was the wiser.
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                  The next day, I waited for Crystal’s friends to leave.  I watched them all pile into their rental car hooting and hollering.  A few seemed hung over from the night before and ready to eat something greasy and satisfying.  When they had gone, I walked up to Sam who was sunbathing on the balcony.

                  “Hey, hun.  I think I’m going to run and get some more fruit from the store.”

                  “Right now?”  He was confused but he didn’t sound suspicious.

                  “Oh yeah.  I’m just really craving peaches,” I said, slightly proud of my own secret innuendo.

                  “Okay.”

                  I clasped my hands together and practically skipped out of the house.  I ran down our stairs and up Crystal’s.  I eagerly knocked on her door.  When she pulled it open, I noticed she was in a black thong bikini covered by a sheer beach robe.

                  “I told him I was running to get peaches.”

                  “Oh, great!  Maybe I can ask him if he has peaches,” she said, winking.  She opened the door wider and let me in.  “Just make yourself at home.  The guys shouldn’t be back for a few hours.  They’ll probably hit up a bar afterwards.”

                  “A bar this early?”

                  “Hey! It’s vacation!”  Crystal’s hair fell in waves around her face.  It was the first time I’d seen it down and I felt a tinge of jealousy that Sam was going to be the one getting to fuck her today.

                  “Sure, of course,” I said nervously.  Before she headed out, though, she leaned up to me and kissed me.  I inhaled her scent and held it as long as I could.  Then she pulled away and left.

                  I walked slowly to the sofa that she sat on when she watched Sam fuck me.  I sat at the same end, pushing my ass into the cushion that had cupped her ass yesterday.  I leaned my back against the sofa and waited.

                  The minutes ticked by and I grew nervous.  What if Sam was too loyal?  Part of me hoped he’d be, but another part of me wanted to see him stolen from me by Crystal.  I wanted to watch her own him for just a few minutes.

                  My heart and mind raced.  I twiddled my thumbs, looking up at my balcony every few seconds.  Then, there was the loud squeak of our door, and I knew someone was entering.

                  “I can’t believe it!” I said to myself as I watched Crystal leading Sam to the balcony while their lips were locked.  “He’s already making out with her?”

                  Despite my confusion, my pussy ached with desire.  When Sam wasn’t looking, I saw Crystal open her eyes and glance in my direction.  She winked when she saw me and then ran her hands down my husband’s back.

                  She lifted his shirt up above his head and began kissing his pecks.  He was already moaning at having a young hot college girl kiss his skin.  Her hands roamed over his ass.  He cupped her head in his hand and she looked up at him.  He leaned down and plunged his tongue into her mouth, swirling it around.

                  I shifted in my seat like she had when she watched me.  I rubbed the back of my neck as my body temperature raised.  I bit my lower lip and unbuttoned my jean shorts.

                  Sam slid his hands underneath the shoulders of her robe and slid it down her arms.  Her perfect breasts hovered before him.  He cupped one in his hand while fucking her mouth with his tongue.  The moaned in unison and he had no idea I was watching.

                  She reached down for his shorts and dropped them to his ankles.  He quickly stepped out of them and I could see his hard on through his boxers.  He must want to fuck her badly, I thought.  I couldn’t blame him.

                  She unfastened her bikini top and slid it off.  He paused for a moment to take in the sight of her beautiful breasts.  Then he plunged his face to her chest.  He sucked on both her nipples and then kissed her again.  He looked ravenous.  It was as if he couldn’t get enough of her.  Again, I couldn’t blame him.

                  Then she lowered herself to her knees.  Sam cried, “Oh fuck.  Are you serious?”

                  She nodded seductively as she pulled his boxers down to his ankles.  His large cock sprang forth and her eyes widened at its size up close.  She wrapped a delicate hand around the base of his shaft and opened her mouth wide.  She engulfed the head of his cock and looked at me while she sucked his dick.

                  She blew him like he was hers and she was taking him from me.  This is so weirdly hot, I thought.  I unfastened my bra as she watched me and I started to fondle my tits.  I thought I could cum right there without even touching my pussy.

                  She took in more of my husband’s cock, trying to beat my previous record.  She swallowed as much as she could take, gagging on the head.  He gripped the back of her head and shoved himself in hard.  Her eyes nearly bulged out of her head but when she removed herself, she was smiling up at him.

                  Now she’s in for it, I thought.  If I knew Sam, he’d get rougher with her the second he knew she was ok with it.  And he did.

                  He plunged his cock into her mouth and fucked her face quickly.  He was always careful when he was rough, but he still had his fun.  He held her head in both of his hands and looked down at her while he pumped in and out of her.  She gagged a few times and he’d give her time to cough it out before plunging his cock inside her again.

                  Suddenly, white liquid was spilling from the corner of her mouth and I knew he had cum in her.  She swallowed as much as she could and when he pulled out she tried to catch her breath.  She looked over at me as she wiped the semen off her face with her hand, and then she licked her hand clean.

                  He reached own and slid his hands under her arms and picked her up like a young girl.  Then he carried her over to the bench where he had fucked me yesterday.  She winked at me and then leaned back.

                  He removed her bikini bottoms and fell in awe at her gorgeous cunt.  He has no idea that I licked her there last night, I thought, chuckling to myself.

                  He reached his hands up to her breasts and cupped them, rubbing his thumb in circles around her nipples.  She leaned her head back slightly and moaned and then he plunged his face into her wet cunt.

                  I slid my hand into my panties and played with my own wet pussy.  I couldn’t believe I was watching my husband eat out another woman and masturbating to it.  This must be so fucked up, I thought.  But I don’t care. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

                  I circled my clit and then slid a finger into my pussy.  My husband ravaged Crystal’s cunt.  He licked every fold and crevice, sending her into a rage of ecstasy.  Then he slid his tongue in and out of her pussy, preparing her for what he was about to do with his cock.

                  The longer he ate her out, the harder his cock became, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he was fucking her in front of me.  He circled her clit and I circled mine.  I became lightheaded and overheated at the sight.

                  I saw Sam reach down for his cock and start stroking it like he was cocking a gun.  He continued tongue fucking her until her body started to shake and she came all over his mouth.

                  “Fuck!” she cried out as I circled my clit faster.

                  “Fuck,” I whispered through gasping breaths.

                  When she had finished, Sam had the intention of turning her around like he fucked me the day before, but Crystal had different plans.  She was being dominated and she wanted to dominate.  She wanted to show me who was boss.  So she sat him down on the bench and then climbed onto his lap.

                  His mouth hung open in surprise as she lowered her tight nearly-virgin pussy over his large cock.  She poked her ass out so I could see her pussy lips stretching around him.  She screamed out with each new inch that entered her and Sam’s eyes rolled into the back of his head.

                  He fondled her breasts and caressed her curvy hips.  She leaned over him and kissed him.  I saw his thighs tense as he tried to keep from coming too early.  She pushed all the way down until the only things I could see of him were his balls.  Then she pulled up slowly and I could see the inside of her pussy stretching along the shaft of his cock.

                  His cock was veiny and ready to explode.  His face was growing red.  When he closed his eyes she looked over her shoulder at me and smiled.  She could see that I was playing with myself.

                  I stuck two fingers inside my pussy to simulate Sam’s cock.  I followed Crystal’s movements to feel like I was a part of it somehow.  She pulled all the way up to expose his head again and show me her leaking wet cunt.  My breath was heavy and hot.

                  She pushed herself over his head again and then slammed her hips against him quickly.  He cried out unexpectedly and pulled her body close to his.  He was trying so hard not to come yet but I knew it was only a matter of time.

                  I pulled on my nipples while I fingered myself and watched in amazement as Crystal dominated my husband.  She put her hands on his shoulders and used them to push herself off of him and then slammed back down again.

                  Next, she rocked her hips back and forth, grinding against his pelvis.  I watched his balls shrink up into his body, ready to release a stream of cum into her tight pussy.  She grinded harder and then lifted herself off again only to slam back down.

                  Then he grabbed her hips and lifted her up and down his cock.  She helped him by pushing on his shoulders and he sucked on her tits while she bounced.  She leaned her head back and moaned and he groaned into her tits.

                  “Fuck!” I heard him cry as she rode him faster.  He rocked his hips into her and pumped his cock in and out quickly.  Then I saw a familiar white stream spill out from her pussy and down Sam’s balls.  He just came in her, I thought.

                  I finger fucked myself harder until I felt the walls of my cunt close in and ecstasy pour over my entire body.  I closed my eyes just enough to still see through them as I came on Crystal’s couch.

                  I tried to catch my breath and opened my eyes.  Crystal was still sitting on Sam’s cock, making out with him.  She slowly climbed off and lowered her mouth to him.  She cleaned his dick with her tongue, making sure to swallow every last drop of cum.

                  Then she got dressed, kissed him again, and turned to leave.  He just lay on the balcony naked and bewildered.  I moved quickly out of view so he wouldn’t see me sitting on Crystal’s couch, and I waited for Crystal to come back.

                  Soon, I heard her open the door and she hurried back in.

                  “Oh my god!  That was so hot!” I told her.

                  “I know right?  But I have one more request,” she said with a gleam in her eyes.

                  “Anything,” I said whole heartedly.

                  “I want you to lick your husband’s cum out of me.”

                  I leaned down to kiss her and then brought her over to the sofa.  I looked to make sure Sam had gone inside before removing her bottoms.  I threw her bottoms to the side and sat her on the sofa, spreading her legs.  Then I brought my mouth to her pussy for the second time.

                  “Mmm,” she moaned as I licked Sam’s semen from her folds.  She leaned her head back and was nearly out of breath.  I slid my tongue inside her as far as it would go and cleaned every ripple of her pussy of his cum.  The two scents smelled like they belonged together.  It was like I was bonding with the union of two people.

                  I started to lick her clit again but she pushed me away.  “Maybe on another day,” she said.  “My pussy is wiped out.”

                  I nodded, slightly disappointed I wouldn’t be able to give her another orgasm.  “Thanks again,” I said as I stood up.

                  “Of course,” she said. “I had a blast.”  She stood up and kissed me one more time.  “Maybe we’ll see each other soon?”

                  “I hope so,” I said, and we both smiled.

                  When I got back to my house, Sam was lounging on the sofa as if nothing had happened.  “Didn’t you get any peaches?” he asked.

                  I laughed to myself and said, “No.  Someone got the last one before me.”
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                  “Finally!” Tessa shouted.  She slowly lifted her tiny tank top, revealing a pair of bouncy breasts covered only by a thin bikini top.

                  Tessa and I had waited weeks for the weather to warm up enough to go to the beach.  It was early summer and normally we’d have visited few times by now but the cooler weather hung around for too long.  We were so ready to get back into the ocean and start our last summer before college like every other summer before.

                  I had seen her in a bikini before, but she must have toned up or something because I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her perfect curves.  I tried not to look too obvious, but I found myself peeking at her breasts and abs every chance I could get.

                  “Have you been dieting?” I asked as she slid her jean shorts over her ass and down to her ankles, stepping out of them.  I was mostly trying to cover up my wandering eyes with a somewhat valid excuse.  A mischievous grin crossed her face and she lifted her head slowly.

                  “Maybe… Why?  You like what you see?” she teased.  Tessa was an open bisexual and constantly joked about converting me.  I always casually laughed it off.  I didn’t press her further but she continued.

                  “I started eating healthier and jogging a bit, nothing too extreme.”  Whatever she was doing, it was working for her.  She ran toward the waves and jumped in.  My eyes followed her perfect ass the whole way.  She yelled to me and snapped me out of my daze.  I remembered I was still dressed and decided it was too hot wait any longer.  I stripped down to my bikini and walked over to her, dipping my feet in.

                  “Oh come on, Lisa, get in already!”  Tessa splashed me, but all I could do was raise my hands to block my face.  I took a deep breath and walked further in.

                  The water was freezing at first, and I moaned from the chill.

                  “Wow, Lisa.  That was hot.”  I looked over and saw Tessa staring at me, wide-eyed and full of lust.  My body tingled at the thought of her desiring me, but I brushed it away.  I’d never been with a woman before and I wasn’t sure if I had any real interest in it or not.  Besides, I knew Tessa liked to joke around a lot.

                  “Shut up,” I replied and splashed her back.  She laughed and then dunked her whole body under water.

                  We bobbed around for a bit in the waves and talked about our plans for the fall.  Tessa was going to a University and I had decided to hang back in community college for a few semesters while I figured out what I wanted to major in.  Tessa always seemed to know what she wanted, and she always went after it.

                  “You should meet my boyfriend, Dave, sometime,” she threw out in the middle of our conversation about college.  This was my first time hearing about her boyfriend and I felt a pang of jealousy hit me.

                  Why am I jealous? I wondered, sitting next to Tessa hating that she had a boyfriend.  But I excused it as wanting her around all of the time as a friend and not a lover.  I was determined to move past it and agreed to meet him.

                  “Oh great!” she exclaimed, “then maybe we could all meet Sunday night?  Dave was going to come over then anyway…”  Tessa looked at me intensely, waiting for a response.

                  “Sounds great,” I smiled to reassure her, but the second she looked away I could feel my smile fading.  I knew I would have to get over this nagging feeling of jealousy if I was going to make Tessa happy.

                  That night I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, and imagined different scenarios of what might happen on Sunday.  Would I get along with Dave?  Would he get along with me?  My thoughts were so confused.  I kept seeing Dave as my competition and I couldn’t really figure out why.

                  I tried to imagine that Dave was just a friend of Tessa to see if that would help.  Suddenly a wave of relief washed over me.  So maybe I’m not attracted to Tessa after all.

                  But then my mind wandered to what Tessa’s body had looked like that afternoon.  I replayed the scene in my mind of Tessa undressing on the sand, her body taut and curvy.  Still, I was conflicted about whether or not I wanted to caress her or simply look like her, but the more my mind wandered, the more I found myself wishing to see.

                  I decided to put away the stressful debate for a moment.  I closed my mind and lingered on the image of Tessa undressing.  Only this time she revealed more than just a bikini.

                  I watched as her top slid effortlessly from her chest, revealing her perfect bosom.  Drops of water glistened in the sunlight as she stood before me, nipples erect, and her lips slightly open.

                  I stopped myself.  I scolded myself for my imagination and I wondered where these desires were coming from.  But I couldn’t find an answer and decided to surrender to the harmless image of my friend, topless.

                  I returned to Tessa, her chest hanging in the summer air, and let my hand slide from the top of my thigh to the mound between my legs.  I shivered at the thought of touching myself to Tessa, but I allowed it and continued.  My hand cupped my mound gently and I imagined cupping Tessa’s breasts.

                  I unbuttoned my jean shorts slowly, wishing it was Tessa who was doing the undressing.  My mind took Tessa away from the beach and placed her delicately on my bed, bending over my waist.  She wrapped her fingers around the waist of my shorts and slowly slid them down my thighs, then my calves, and over my feet.  She dropped them to the floor and stared at me, longingly.

                  Then I heard her joke, “I knew you wanted this,” and my eyes shot open to make sure I was still alone.  Maybe she was right, I thought.  What if I did want this?  I decided to see what she had to offer.  I closed my eyes again and Tessa was smiling between my legs.  She moved her fingers to my panties and traced them over my wet slit.

                  I mimicked her motions with my fingers, sliding them under the hem of my panties to discover just how wet I really was.  I pulled my panties to the side, and let the cool air glide across my hot slit.  I dipped a finger in the wetness pooling on the surface, and pulled it up to my clit.  The sensation of my fingers mixed with the image of Tessa set a moan free from lips, and I knew then that I wanted her.

                  I circled my clit with my finger, imagining Tessa’s tongue the entire time.  My eyes rolled to the back of my head, and I stared up at the ceiling as she licked.  I imagined running my fingers through her hair, keeping her head to my cunt and this sent me over the edge.

                  In a matter of seconds, electric waves began to shock their way through my body, and I bit my lower lip to keep from screaming.  I finished the job with my fingers and Tessa’s tongue before rolling onto my side to catch my breath.

                  Laying there in bed, without panties, I was now forced to confront my feelings for Tessa.  I knew there was no more hiding; I was attracted to my best friend.

                  ----

                  I wasn’t sure why, but the next afternoon I struggled to find an outfit to wear over to Tessa’s house.  I wanted to look presentable, but every outfit made me feel insecure.

                  Get it together, Lisa, I thought to myself.  It’s just Tessa, your best friend who you see all the time.  But I had a distinct urge that I had never felt before.  I felt like I was going to enter a wild forest, full of possibilities and strange scenarios.  I suppressed my feelings and decided on a simple sundress.

                  Tessa didn’t live far from me, so the drive was too quick and I felt like I needed more time.  I turned the corner and rolled so slowly down her street I may as well have been parked.  Soon enough, I was at the end of her driveway.

                  The sun was fading behind the trees, and the sky turned a blood red.  I exhaled, straightened the fabric of my dress, and slowly walked to her front door.

                  All of the rooms in Tessa’s house were still dark except for the living room, which I could make out through the curtains.  The walls of the two story loomed over me as I neared my uncertain fate.

                  Before I had the chance to knock, I heard the squeaking of hinges and saw the door fling open.  Tessa was standing there, waving her arm and urging me to come in quickly.

                  “It’s about time,” she joked, flipping her hair from the front of her shoulders to the back.  I could smell her perfume mixed with the scent of vanilla candles.

                  I’m not prepared for this, I thought, and felt my whole body tense as I took that first step into her foyer.  I looked to the back of the house, and sitting on the sofa behind candlelight was Dave.  He was gorgeous, but modest.  He dusted off his shirt and kept his jaw clenched tightly.  Then he smiled almost nervously.

                  “This…is Dave,” Tessa confirmed, pointing in the direction of the gorgeous stud.  Dave’s nervousness relaxed me a little and I was grateful to him already.  I outstretched my hand and he stood up quickly to shake it.  As our hands touched, my body suddenly felt warm and I noticed him staring at me intently.  Without thinking, I stared back at him as if to speak a similar language that I was still trying to learn.

                  “Nice to meet you,” he said, turning up the corner of his lips into a half smile.

                  “Likewise,” I said as slowly as I could, our hands still locked in a never ending handshake.

                  “Can I get you a drink, Lisa?” Tessa broke the tension and our hands dropped.

                  “My usual is good,” and when Tessa turned toward the kitchen my eyes took another peak at Dave, but I wasn’t the only one with that idea.  Dave was already looking at me.

                  The rest of the evening continued casually.  We all had our drinks and talked about our upcoming plans for the fall.  We reminisced about the summer and Dave shared some of his own memories he made with Tessa.  A small pang of jealousy hit me but I realized I was now envious of both Tessa and Dave for having each other.  I felt alone and found myself wishing I wasn’t single.

                  Once we had moved past reminiscing, we told jokes and tried to keep our drinks from spitting out.  Eventually I excused myself to the ladies’ room.  I looked hard in the mirror and didn’t recognize the girl looking back.  She was loose and attractive, though it might have been the buzz from my drink.  With a renewed confidence and a quick brushing through my hair, I opened the door ready to face Tessa and Dave again.

                  When I turned the corner, though, I saw Dave and Tessa making out furiously on the sofa, and their hands were all over each other.  I wasn’t sure what to do.  Do I make myself known and interrupt?  Do I wait patiently and watch?  They were both pretty drunk, though, and I don’t think they would’ve noticed me any time soon.  I decided to hang back a moment and see where this went.

                  Tessa was on top of Dave, her hand already down his pants fondling his giant hard-on.  Dave’s lips were parted, releasing a soft moan, as Tessa’s legs wrapped around him.  I felt a wetness building between my own legs, as Tessa released the tip of Dave’s cock and lowered her mouth to it.

                  How can they be doing this when they know I’m in the house?  I wondered at their bravery and their horniness.  My body tingled and my heart raced, both from pleasure and fear of getting caught peeping.

                  Dave’s groans started getting louder so I figured I should make myself known.  I made a coughing noise but they didn’t stop.  I coughed louder.  Nothing.

                  “Hey guys!” I shouted, walking around the corner as if I hadn’t seen a thing.  Tessa lifted her head, but didn’t bother to cover Dave’s raging hard-on.

                  “Oh, I’m sorry, Lisa!  We kind of… got carried away,” laughed Tessa.  I waited for them to straighten themselves up, but they stayed there.  I looked nervously at Dave and he was exhaling sensually, licking his lips between breaths, and staring me up and down.

                  “So…did you enjoy peeping on us?” asked Tessa.  I could feel my eyes widening in disbelief.  “Get your sexy butt over here.”  At this point I assumed she was pretty drunk, because she seemed to be in a wild disposition.  She hopped off the couch, ran over to me and grabbed my hand.

                  “Is it okay, Dave?” she asked her boyfriend, who sat up slowly on the sofa, nodding.  My heart was pounding.  Was what okay? I wondered.  Tessa brought me to the couch and pushed me down next to Dave and leaned over me.

                  “Lisa, you’re so beautiful,” she said, her forehead leaning against mine and her hand pushing my hair behind my ear.  Then she leaned in and kissed me.  My body was in shock as her lips pressed against mine, prying mine open with her tongue.  She seemed to disregard my nervousness completely, but I couldn’t pull away.  Curiosity got the better of me.  Instead, I reached a hand to her cheek to keep her close, and I felt her smiling through her kiss.

                  “I knew you’d like this!” she yelled suddenly.  Then, she took my hand and wrapped it around Dave’s cock.  I stared nervously at Dave, who looked at me with eyes full of lust.  Then he leaned over and gave me a kiss.  His lips were soft and he smelled of the summer sun.  Suddenly hyperaware of my hand, I decided to try stroking his cock as we kissed.

                  Dave moaned in my mouth and my body heat started to rise.  I lifted my hand off his cock and let my fingers brush against his balls.  Dave pulled away to bite his lower lip and look me in the eyes.

                  Then I felt Tessa straddling my lap and I looked up.  She was removing her own shirt, and suddenly those perfect breasts were hovering inches above my face.  I was still trying to process what was happening but Tessa kept throwing too many new sensations my way.

                  She leaned down and forced her tongue in my mouth.  I felt a hand on my shoulder, removing my dress strap.  The space between my legs burned at the thought of not knowing whose hand was touching me.

                  Suddenly my breasts were naked and hanging in the air, Tessa’s tongue still swirling in my mouth and I felt a hand on my neck, two hands on my breasts, and a hand traveling between my thighs.  Then, Dave’s tongue flicked across my nipple and I squirmed under them, making Tessa giggle.

                  “Look at her shake!” she said to Dave, who lifted her head from my breast to kiss Tessa.  I was cornered underneath them, and my body felt like it might explode.

                  “Why don’t we move this to the bedroom?” Tessa suggested, standing up and half naked still.  She grabbed our hands and led us to the stairs.  My body trembled at the thought of what was to come.  What were they going to do to me?  How was it going to feel?  Does this mean I like girls?  Question after question raced through my mind, and with each step closer to my fate I could hear my heart beating louder.

                  We reached her bedroom door, she slowly turned the knob, and then looked back at us with a devilish smile on her face.  The door swung open to a dark room with the only light being that of a street lamp outside her window.  The bed was bathed in an orange glow and I stood frozen at the dark desires building inside me.

                  “Come on,” Dave whispered in my ear, resting his hand on my hip.  “It’ll be fun.”  He gave me a little push and I could hardly feel my feet.  I walked toward the bed and stood face to face with Tessa, Dave still behind me with a hand on the small of my back.

                  Tessa leaned in and kissed me hard.  I felt Dave’s hands on the waist of my dress, sliding it over my hips and down my ankles.  Tessa’s tongue entered my mouth and Dave’s fingers ran up the back of my thighs and up my ass.

                  Tessa pushed me on the bed, and I saw her and Dave smiling at me.  Dave climbed up next to me, waiting for Tessa’s cue.  Tessa leaned over me, pressed her lips to my abdomen and left a trail of kisses down to my belly button.  Then she wrapped her fingers around the lace band of my panties, and pulled down slowly.  She was teasing me.

                  When my pussy was revealed, Tessa stopped and admired it a moment before sliding my panties down to my ankles and over my feet.  Then she placed her hands on my knees, spreading them wide, and I felt the cool air rush between my legs, brushing against my skin.

                  Dave leaned over and kissed me, his strong scent filling my nostrils.  He rested a hand on my breast and played with my nipple and I moaned through our kiss.  His tongue slid between my lips and circled mine over and over.

                  Distracted by Dave’s kiss, I hadn’t noticed Tessa moving up closer to me until her breath was hot against my cunt.  I felt an ache between my legs and Tessa didn’t take long to satisfy it.  She planted her tongue against my slit and ran it up and down, circling when she reached my clit.

                  My mouth opened wide to release a moan from deep within my chest, and Dave kept his tongue against mine.  Dave tugged on my nipple while Tessa licked and sucked my cunt.  My head was spinning.  Was this really happening?

                  I arched my back and rocked my hips against Tessa’s mouth, shuddering from the pleasure.  Dave moved his lips to my ear, nibbling on the lobe while I writhed on the bed.  I bit my bottom lip to try to contain myself, but a fire was spreading from limb to limb.

                  Tessa sure knew how to make me squirm, and her tongue moved wildly against my wet pussy.  Dave moved his lips from my ear to my neck, kissing up and down the skin and sending chills down my spine to cool the fire.

                  I couldn’t believe what was happening to me.  Just last night I had my first sexual thoughts about Tessa, and here I was with her mouth to my cunt, and her boyfriend sucking on my neck.

                  Dave’s head turned slightly and I watched his lips travel to my breast.  Oh my god, I thought.  If I have Dave at my breasts with Tessa licking my pussy, I’m going to cum so fast.  And then I felt it.  Dave’s lips wrapped around my nipple and his tongue began to flick it.

                  “Ohhhh,” I moaned so loud I was sure the neighbors would hear me.  I heard Tessa giggling.  I had to make sure this was real, that I wasn’t in some sort of dream.  I reached my left hand down, between my legs and ran my fingers through Tessa’s hair.  Holding her head against my cunt sent me over the edge, but I wanted more.

                  I reached my right hand toward Dave and held his head to my.  I closed my eyes but could feel them roll to the back of my head as the sensations of having my best friend and her boyfriend pleasuring me at the same time overwhelmed my body.

                  My body shook and I could feel the heat and electricity colliding.  Like flipping switches on and off in my body, their tongues glided across my buttons.  Feeling both of them on top of me made me drunk with ecstasy.  The chills ran down my spine, my back arched, and without warning, a climax erupted between my legs, sending me over the moon.

                  I panted on the bed, the couple never letting up, and I gripped Tessa’s hair and Dave’s head as if my life depended on it.  An emotional high pulled me back down to earth, and my consciousness started to return.

                  I’m naked right now in front of my best friend and a complete stranger.  Together they just made me cum.  I was slightly embarrassed and suddenly felt guilty.  What does this mean for Tessa and Dave?  What about my friendship with Tessa?  A million questions poured into my mind, but it all stopped when I saw Tessa lift her face from my cunt, wiping her mouth with her hand and smiling.

                  “That sounded like a good time, Lisa,” Tessa said playfully.  I couldn’t help but smile, despite all of my new worries.  “Dave and I are going to finish each other off.  You’re welcome to join in at any time,” she winked.  My body was shaking again, but this time with nervousness.  Tessa climbed above me, kissed me again, and then moved her lips to Dave’s.

                  I lay on the bed, drunk and confused, watching them make out.  Then their hands wandered quickly over each other’s bodies.  They pulled themselves in closer, and Tessa started to suck Dave’s cock.  Dave leaned his head back and moaned.

                  “Oh fuck,” he said as Tessa lowered a hand to his balls, massaging gently.  “Tessa, I’m gonna fuck you so hard!”  Dave tore off his pants as quickly as he could, laid Tessa on the bed and pressed the tip of his cock against Tessa’s pussy.  Tessa squirmed just like I did.

                  I sat idly at the edge of the bed watching my friend get fucked by her boyfriend.  My burning desire was returning slowly, and curiosity got the better of me.  I wanted to know what Tessa’s pussy was like.

                  I hopped off the bed, got on my hands and knees and moved up beside Tessa.  When Dave understood what I was after, he pulled his cock out slowly, revealing Tessa’s wet slit to me.  I was nervous but just drunk enough to move past it.  I placed my palms on her ass to brace myself, and then I leaned in.

                  Her scent was surprisingly comforting, and I brought my mouth to her.  I kissed the puffy outer lips, seducing her cunt which opened for me the more I teased.  I slipped my tongue into her slit and tasted her juicy pussy.

                  This is really fun, I thought, wondering if this would be my first of many times to eat a girl out.  I slid my tongue up and down, and I heard Tessa moan.  This in turn made Dave moan again as he stroked himself, and I felt l powerful.  I devoured Tessa’s wet cunt and felt her writhe in front of me.  I licked, sucked, and circled her clit, while grabbing her ass in my two hands.

                  Tessa rocked her hips against my face and I saw Dave shifting on the bed.  Then Dave came up behind me, resting the tip of his cock at the entrance to my pussy.  I moaned against Tessa’s cunt and heard her say the magic words.

                  “Fuck her good,” she said.  Dave pushed in.  I felt his huge dick stretch my wet slit and I couldn’t help but gasp.  He placed both hands on my ass and began pumping in and out of me.  There was just enough pain to feel good.  I heard Tessa moaning to the sight of us.

                  Tessa plucked her nipples as her boyfriend started fucking me harder.  I moaned each time the head of Dave’s cock hit the wall of my pussy.

                  “Fuck!” he screamed, followed by a moan from me and Tessa.

                  Those screams coupled with my hot mouth on Tessa’s wet pussy must’ve done it for Tessa, because she started cumming immediately.  I kept my rhythm and she kept rocking, but I could feel her pussy pulsing against my mouth, while Dave screamed.

                  They both collapsed out of breath.  My pussy was filled with hot cum that dripped slowly out of me.  I sat up, wiped my mouth, and gazed with tired eyes out the window.

                  “Shit!” I said, and they both looked up.  A pair of headlights told us that Tessa’s parents were turning in the driveway.  We all threw on our clothes as quickly as we could and ran downstairs, but we were too late to dispose of our alcohol.

                  Tessa’s parents were furious at us, but mainly her, and we spent the rest of the night being lectured about heavy drinking.  We all agreed to refrain in the future in exchange for them not calling Dave’s and my parents.  We were grateful we didn’t get more than a lecture, and were sent home immediately.

                  Dave and I walked to our cars separately, glancing nervously at each other on the way.  When I got to my door I felt a hand on my shoulder and spun around to see Dave.

                  “If you had a good time,” he started, looking away as he spoke, “I’m sure Tessa and I would be up for doing this again sometime.”  His voice trailed off and he refused to look me in the eye.

                  “I think I might like that,” I replied, lifting his hopes.  He raised his eyes to me and kissed me hard one last time.
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                  “Anything on the television?” My mom asked.

                  “Doesn’t look like it,” dad said, flipping through the channels on the dingy hotel TV.

                  I was too busy burying my head into the pillow of my twin bed to care what little gems of foreign TV they discovered.

                  “What is that?” My mother cackled, reprimanding my father.

                  “What?” He asked, innocently.

                  “I saw you put it on the dirty channel. For god sake’s Steven,” she continued, lowering her voice to a tone she mistakenly thought was too quiet for me to hear, “she’s only nineteen.”

                  “I was just kidding around, Diane,” he said.

                  Ugh, I thought to myself, cringing.

                  Traveling with my parents was close to the bottom of the list of things I’d wanted to do for spring break that year.

                  It was the first sign that my freshman year of college was coming to an end, and I still hadn’t done anything wild during my first semester.

                  College had more or less been a let down.

                  No parties, no drinking, no mindless hot sex with gorgeous guys. Well, at least not for me.

                  I’d hoped Spring Break could have fixed that. I wasn’t exactly looking for an STD or anything. But I did want even a small taste of what a more exciting life could be like.

                  I’d only had sex once in my boring life, and even that was forgettable; a drunken hook-up at an after prom party, with a guy I couldn’t have stood to spend a second with in the daylight.

                  Granted, it was still fun. And I wasn’t the type to regret that sort of thing. I just knew I’d have to be way more discriminating from then on.

                  But then I’d had little chance to be picky. I made a few girlfriends in college, and I even had a few men who had paid me attention. But the men were still just boys. They were immature, and more concerned with video games than any sort of real romance.

                  As much as I needed the affection, or at least the primal touch of a real man, I found it impossible to obtain on campus.

                  I didn’t want to die waiting for my prince charming, but I was just looking for a bit of sophisticated, no strings attached fun, and even that seemed fleeting. Needless to say, a spring break vacation with my parents signaled the final sign that my freshman year of college was becoming irreversibly dull.

                  “I think I’m going to go down to the pool,” I said, sitting up and running a hand through my hair, adjusting my long, straight locks.

                  “Oh? It’s awfully late,” my mother said, and her brow rose.

                  “Isn’t the pool closed?” My dad asked.

                  “I don’t know. I saw something about nine p.m. but I’m just going to go look around,” I said, shrugging.

                  “Well, OK, but we’re going to that exhibit bright and early so don’t be out too late,” he continued.

                  “Yeah, yeah,” I said, clenching my phone in my fingers and feeling the sweet freedom of the empty hotel hallway as a door finally separated my parents and I.

                  I wandered throughout the halls and finally made my way down to the pool.

                  The air was crisp and cool with the desert night wind sweeping over the area. I looked up and saw the stars. There must’ve been millions strew across the blackness, which brought a slight sense of enjoyment across my mind.

                  I suddenly heard a woman giggling from over the large privacy wall that ran around the pool, and I looked down.

                  I had no idea why, but the pool seemed to be guarded better than a castle. I walked around the perimeter until I find a small, indiscriminate gate.

                  Sliding my key-card, the light turned green and the gate clicked. The lock unlatched and I snuck inside, looking around. Shrubs and plants surrounded the entry area, creating a dark shield of privacy.

                  Only when I squinted and looked through them, could I see the lit pool area beyond them.

                  I didn’t see anything but an empty pool, until I looked harder and saw a woman in the distance sitting on the edge of the hot tub, with a handsome man beside her.

                  They seemed as though they were in their thirties, maybe even early forties.

                  The woman was laughing and caressing the man. I watched from the darkness and my heart began to race as suddenly the man pulled his cock out from his swim shorts.

                  The woman leaned over and softly placed her lips around it, sucking.

                  Holy shit, I thought to myself.

                  Thought I couldn’t seem them in much detail, I could make out enough that they were a beautiful couple. The man was especially handsome, and the lewd sight suddenly had my body craving for its own release.

                  I slid my fingers down between my legs and rubbed over the tight denim of my jeans. As my fingers grazed over my clit, I sighed and let my head fall back slightly.

                  I felt so incredibly guilty, but of course I couldn’t take my eyes off of the couple. I’d never seen such a hot act performed before my very eyes. The fact that they were doing it merely yards from me, and practically in public, made it all the more arousing.

                  As my hand returned, I stepped back.

                  Somehow I’d tripped on something, and a series of lights flashed on around the shrubs.

                  The woman pulled her mouth from the man’s cock and looked over. They both pointed, as I stood frozen.

                  She suddenly laughed along with him and he shook his head.

                  “Hey,” she called, waving her hand.

                  “Oh no,” I breathed, and quickly fumbled with my key card. The woman quickly stepped out of the pool and started walking over casually.

                  Finally, I got the card in the slot and as the tiny click sounded, I yanked the handle and swung the door open, quickly stepping out.

                  Shit, I thought, and exhaled hard.

                  I laughed suddenly, at the absurdity of what I’d just seen and done. After all, they were the ones having oral sex at the outdoor pool. Granted, I was being very naughty by spying on them, it wasn’t any more wrong than what they’d been doing.

                  I quickly rushed upstairs and decided to take a shower. I turned on the knob and found the detachable showerhead, instantly using it as a massager as I let the warm water shower down against my clit and I fantasized that I’d actually had the bravery to confront the couple, and even in my wildest dreams, join in.

                  Afterwards, I went to sleep and by the time I’d laid back in bed, had mostly forgotten the little near encounter.

                  It wasn’t until the following evening that my life changed in a very taboo way…

                  After a long day running around town with my parents, all I’d been able to think about was the mystery pair from the evening before. I couldn’t stop thinking, or dreaming, of the man.

                  I decided when we returned to the hotel late that evening, to change into my bikini and head down to the pool.

                  “It’s so late. Are you sure?” My mother asked.

                  “Yes, just for a little bit. There’s a hot tub down there,” I explained as I grabbed a beach towel from the luggage rack.

                  “Well don’t be too long,” she insisted.

                  Before she could finish, I was out the door and down the elevator. I’d adjusted my hair and my boobs dozens of times in the mirror, and just hoped that the devious couple was even going to be down there again.

                  I didn’t have much of a plan, save for simply walking upon unsuspecting. If I happened to interrupt anything dirty that they were doing, well, then they could bare the awkward burden rather than I.

                  I stepped into the dark entry way and without even checking to see if they were there first, I held my nose up and walked into the pool area.

                  Only then did my heart race and my breath shorten as I looked over slightly and saw them there in the hot tub.

                  Ugh, he’s even hotter closer up than he was far away, I thought to myself as the two of them sipped on champagne glasses and laughed.

                  They were sitting inside the hot tub tonight. Perhaps they’d already finished their fun, or they hadn’t even started. They seemed undisturbed by my presence.

                  The woman laughed and playfully shoved the man, who had made a small joke about her. They seemed oblivious to my being there.

                  But I soon realized how wrong I was about my irrelevance to them.

                  “Hi,” the woman called out toward me.

                  “Um, hi there,” I said, brushing my hair to the side and smiling.

                  “The pool is open, isn’t it?” I asked, as if I’d never been down there before.

                  “Very open,” the woman said with a wink.

                  “That’s good,” I replied, glossing over the emphasis she’d placed.

                  I tried to appear aloof, but I couldn’t seem to take my eyes from the man. His jawline was strong and clenched, brushed with light stubble and complimenting his crystal blue eyes as they beamed up toward me. He brushed his blonde hair to the side and laughed at another small joke, revealing his infectious and charming grin.

                  The woman was fit, had large, full breasts and gorgeous, long silky brunette hair, which seemed wild and uncontained in the desert breeze.

                  “I’m Julia,” the woman said and turned toward the man, “and this is my husband Craig.”

                  Craig’s deep blue eyes seemed to wander across my delicate skin. He grinned and I felt a sense of invitation and lust in his eyes; both caring and primal. It was the sort of expression that left a girl uncertain, but ready to risk it.

                  “We caught you watching us last night, didn’t we?” Julia said. Her voice lowered as she looked around the empty pool and turned back toward me with a look of accusation and mischief.

                  If they could have seen in the dim pool lights, they would have noticed my face flushed red from embarrassment.

                  I twirled my hair anxiously, and Julia could tell.

                  “No need to be so shy about it,” she said.

                  “We aren’t,” Craig added as they both laughed.

                  I wanted to be closer to both of them in that moment; to have for one moment the sort of man that Julia had. Craig seemed like the perfect package between his body serving as the ultimate ideal of masculinity, and his quiet, calm personality.

                   His eyes conveyed power, but assured power. Craig was clearly the sort of man who didn’t need to actively or desperately persuade a woman; she would fall right into his palm with one disarming grin.

                  “Clearly you aren’t that shy,” Julia teased.

                  “True,” I said in stuttered breaths.

                  I turned down and eyed my navel. The smooth, bare skin was wet with drops of water. I looked at my breasts, perky but hanging slightly in my tight lime-colored bikini.

                  And then I eyed down between my legs, noticing my lips peaking through the thin fabric, both from the dampness and the swelling of my sex amid such dirty and delicious fantasy.

                  “Come join us, if you like,” Julia then said, her hazel eyes hanging on my body.

                  “Are you sure?” I asked.

                  They had made it clear that they enjoyed being watched, but what could Julia possibly want a younger woman around her alpha for?

                  

      “I don’t know,” I hesitated. My breath grew weak and strained, as my heart raced and I felt totally on display for the beautiful couple.

                  “You don’t have to; it was simply an invitation,” Julia said with a wink, “for a little fun.”

                  The word ‘fun’ rang through my mind like a signal. What sort of fun had they intended?

                  Anything involving Craig would have been fun, indeed; but what were the odds that a married woman would want something as taboo as watching her husband make out with a younger woman?

                  I certainly didn’t think myself hotter than Julia, though she might have thought otherwise, considering her advances. But I knew that in the social currency of age, I had the upper hand, with my being a mere nineteen years old, and her being in her thirties at least.

                  I rubbed my fingers together and clicked my fingernails nervously, before impulsively stepping toward the hot tub and dipping my toe in the bubbly water.

                  I giggled, and the couple looked on in delight. Craig’s eyes wandered up my legs as I towered over them by the edge of the hot tub.

                  I twirled around for a moment, showing off my perky little ass. I felt a bit proud of it, or at least proud enough to do this, knowing it might interest Craig.

                  I cannot lie; I would have done anything with him in that moment, despite just what Julia might have had to say on the matter.

                  “Well,” Julia said, cupping a bit of water in her hand and letting it slide over her breasts.

                  “You have a beautiful body,” she finished.

                  “Oh? Thanks. I’m not sure I’d agree, but thank you,” I replied timidly.

                  “Well, you’d better learn to love it soon, because youth only lasts so long,” she explained.

                  “And my husband certainly finds you attractive,” she said.

                  “You should at least recognize that,” Julia laughed.

                  “Julia is always ‘outing’ me in that way,” Craig doted.

                  “But she’s not lying, at least,” he finished.

                  With this cryptic remark, I felt my heart flutter and my body grow hot and lustful. I wanted him to have me, and I knew that if I stepped into that hot tub, it could very well be the wildest experience of my life, if Julia and Craig were as curious as they seemed.

                  I hunched down and dipped my legs into the water, sitting over the edge, just beside Craig.

                  My feet felt the intense, hot water and waded around between the bubbles as I looked down and eyed Craig’s swim shorts, curious as to what was inside.

                  “So,” I started, not sure what to say. I pulled my brown bangs to the side and tucked them behind my ear as I looked around the pool.

                  The night was crisp and cool; perfect for a dip in a hot tub. I could barely make out a ridge of mountains in the distance, and turned to see the large tower of the hotel standing over the pool.

                  “Weren’t you worried someone would catch you last night?” I asked, with my eyes darting about, as if it was taboo to even be discussing their little deed.

                  “I guess that’s part of the fun,” Julia said, touching her lips with a finger as if to conceal the grin growing across them.

                  “We certainly aren’t reckless; we don’t do anything in public,” Craig explained.

                  “Just private grottos or pools like this one,” he continued.

                  “The hotel here as you know, has a clothing optional policy, and after nine p.m. it is adults only. I suppose they expect that sort of thing to happen,” he said.

                  “I’ve never heard of a place like that before,” I said, wondering if my parents had had any idea what sort of place they had signed up to stay in.

                  The idea made me laugh.

                  I bit my lip and watched as Craig’s eyes lit up and he waved me down into the hot tub.

                  “Come on in,” he said.

                  I obliged and sat down, feeling the heat surround my body and my breasts.

                  I turned to see Craig and Julia enjoying the view as my breast sat just over the water.

                  “I’m assuming you’re a college girl?” Julia asked.

                  I nodded.

                  “Boyfriend?” She then asked.

                  I shook my head this time, declining.

                  “How on earth do you not have a boyfriend with those beautiful breasts?” she asked with a devious smile.

                  “Breasts aren’t everything,” Craig chimed in.

                  “Oh that’s right; I forgot you were an ass man,” Julia laughed.

                  The idea made a tingle of lust crawl up my legs and swell between them. The hot tub had made it impossible to know if I was wet by this point. But I was certainly more turned on than before as I imagined Craig enjoying my ass.

                  “Guilty,” he said, shrugging.

                  “And you win in that department, too,” Julia said, glancing back to me.

                  “Well, I don’t know,” I said, bashful.

                  I instinctively shifted my ass over the seat and felt the sensation against it, awaken my body.

                  “I wouldn’t be surprised if my husband was rock hard under the water when you turned around a moment ago and we got a nice look at your tight little butt,” Julia said.

                  “Come on, Julia, you’re making her uncomfortable,” Craig said, before turning to me.

                  “She’s had a bit of champagne,” he explained.

                  “You’re not making me uncomfortable at all,” I said. Though they were making me slightly uncomfortable, the conversation was nothing I wanted to stop any time soon.

                  I pushed forward when I could, hoping that Craig really was rock hard beneath the water, and hoping he’d eventually get so horny he would just have to do something about it.

                  If he didn’t, I knew Julia certainly would.

                  “Mm,” she hummed, as her eyes shifted around like she was searching for something beneath the water.

                  “Uh huh,” she said as Craig jumped.

                  “Hard as a rock,” she said with a satisfied smile.

                  “So what?” Craig said with a guilty smile.

                  “I can dream,” he added.

                  “You can do more than dream,” she said, “with a dick like yours.”

                  “Want to feel?” Julia asked as her hand slid over his lap and I felt it over my own beneath the water.

                  I bit my lip and inhaled as Julia dragged my hand over her husband’s shorts and told me to grab down.

                  After a moment I suddenly felt Craig’s long cock, hard and thick beneath his shorts.

                  Julia laughed as my eyes widened and my jaw hung open.

                  “That’s not…” I started, “there’s no way.”

                  “It is,” she nodded.

                  I tensed my body with total desire and shifted my ass, as I went in for another feel, this time eliciting a smooth moan from Craig, who let his head fall back and smiled.

                  “It’s…massive,” I gasped.

                  Julia laughed once again, “Oh I know that look.”

                  “That’s the look of a cock-hungry girl,” she said.

                  I blushed slightly and pulled my hand back just a bit, before returning it even firmer. I felt the crest of Craig’s massive cockhead and began to stroke it over his shorts.

                  She was entirely right. I was cock-hungry beyond compare. And now that I had the perfect invitation to handle Craig’s amazing tool, I didn’t know if I’d ever be giving it back to Julia.

                  This is mine now; I thought to myself deviously, I’d do whatever I need to do to keep you.

                  Julia now bit her lip and looked down, noticing that I was stroking Craig through his shorts.

                  “What a naughty little slut you are,” she giggled and brushed a hand through her silky blonde hair.

                  “We thought you were this timid book-worm type, but we clearly called you wrong,” she continued.

                  “You young women these days are so nonchalant about grabbing a cock in your hand and going to town… I love it,” she finished.

                  Craig raised his head back and reached down to his sides. His muscular chest shoved from side to side for a moment before I realized what he was doing.

                  I pulled my hand back and watched as he held his shorts above the water and grinned.

                  Without another word, my wide eyes studied amid the choppy water and I slid my hand back toward his lap like a snake looking for a second course meal.

                  When I found his big, meaty shaft, I felt a swell inside my tight pussy and I bit hard on my lip as I wrapped my lithe little fingers around his impossible girth.

                  “Fuck,” I whispered with disbelief.

                  “I know,” Julia sympathized.

                  “Now you realize why I’m letting you handle it,” she continued.

                  “A girl can’t keep that all to herself. Not when there are girls in the world starving for big dick.”

                  Julia laughed and playfully slapped Craig on his chest.

                  “It’s not that big,” Craig added modestly.

                  “It’s giant,” I disagreed, with an excited smile.

                  They didn’t know, but my entire body was desperate for more. I wanted to feel his prized tool inside my lips, and if Julia would have allowed, deep inside my warm pussy.

                  As I began to stroke him properly now, Craig sighed with delight, and I grew wet with fantasies of just how hard he’d moan the second that giant dick fit its way into my warm little slit.

                  I’d make you cum so fast, I thought to myself with a bit of conceit, and deep inside me, too, all while Julia watched.

                  Craig bit his lip and lifted his biceps above the water, before grabbing the edges of the pool and pulling his body up from the water.

                  Suddenly his cock emerged above the waterline like some prehistoric monster making it’s intimidating presence felt. My jaw hung open once more as I saw his long, smooth cock hanging below his chiseled core.

                  “Mm,” Julia purred as she watched my hand slide back and forth down Craig’s cock.

                  “I think someone’s getting hungry,” she said, eyeing me and licking her lips.

                  Julia suddenly pulled back her top and flashed her breasts with a giggle before proposing I do the same.

                  I can do better than that, I thought. And in one swift motion, I tore my top off and tossed it at the side of the hot tub, letting my boobs hand out full and firm.

                  “Wow,” Craig smiled.

                  “How does a drop-dead gorgeous girl like you, not realize her own beauty?” He grinned in-between sighs of delight.

                  The compliment nearly made me melt, but instead I simply transferred the admiration back to Craig’s shaft. I leaned forward and without asking Julia, I took a liberty that would either make or break our evening together.

                  I parted my lips and instantly swallowed Craig’s cockhead.

                  “Fuck,” he moaned as my tongue slid down the underside of his cock, and I sealed my lips tightly around his veined, rigid shaft.

                  “Oh wow,” Julia said with total shock.

                  I detected a ting of jealously in her voice, as if she was surprised, but perhaps feeling a bit transgressed as well.

                  The idea only beckoned me to slide my mouth deeper down her husband’s cock, as he emitted a loving sigh and clenched the edge of the hot tub in his strong fists.

                  As the steam wafted upwards into the air and the light scent of the chlorine surrounded us, I paid it no attention. I was too caught on the delicious taste of Craig’s meaty cock; a sweet and clean flavor.

                   His cockhead thrust toward my throat and I pulled back slightly, before trying again. I wanted to take him far down my mouth; farther than Julia had presumably ever been able to.

                  “Wow; she’s going all the way,” Julia said.

                  I saw out of the corner of my eye as Julia’s arm flexed and moved. Was she masturbating to the sight? I’d hoped so.

                  She seemed like the sort of woman I would normally be intimidated with. But in that moment I felt like the intimidating woman. I was the one taking the driver’s seat that evening, and she would get off from me, not the other way around.

                  “Oh,” she continued, biting her lip and letting her head fall back.

                  I focused hard and as Craig thrust his hips, his cock slid against the back of my throat and though I winced, I didn’t pull back.

                  “Shit,” Craig moaned, matching Julia’s shock.

                  Finally, I pulled back and gasped. I stroked Craig’s cock again for a moment, then moved my hand down to his heavy ball sack, hanging low.

                  “Mm,” I moaned, grabbing them and massaging.

                  “These are giant, too,” I said, smiling up toward him.

                  “I’ll bet there’s a ton of sperm in them,” I said.

                  Julia watched on with total curiosity and perhaps a sense of territorial guard. She seemed neither off-put, or turned on in that moment. But merely curious as to what this girl she’d invited into their world, was now proposing to do.

                  “A ton,” Craig said, reiterating.

                  “I don’t ever risk it with my birth control when it comes to Craig’s superhuman cum,” Julia laughed.

                  “There’s always so much of it, too,” she said.

                  The idea brought out the deepest desire in my body yet, and I snuck a hand down between my legs, grazing my clit and writhing my legs restlessly.

                  “Fuck,” I sighed quietly as I sank my lips down around Craig’s cock once more.

                  “I think this girl is hungrier than I thought,” Julia said as I felt the soft skin of her husband’s granite cock stuffing my mouth and running over my tongue.

                  “That makes two of us,” Craig said, making my press harder against my swollen little clit.

                  “Mm,” I moaned, muffling down over his cock as I let out a girlish squeak.

                  I felt the total abandonment of my inhibitions setting in. I wanted Craig to fill the tight little void between my legs more than anything else now. I wanted to ride his cock and finally feel a man’s most prized possession, stretching me open as I made him feel so amazing in return.

                  I turned my eyes up toward Craig, hopeful as I pulled my mouth back and forth over his cock.

                  Finally, the moment I’d hoped for had arrived and Craig grabbed at my armpits and motioned for me to stop.

                  “I think I have a better idea,” he growled.

                  Craig slid down beneath the water once again and as Julia watched, his strong biceps flexed and he grabbed my hips.

                  “Oh!” I cried as he picked me up with ease and sat me over his lap.

                  My body ached for him to fill me now. I sat over his lap as my pubic bone pressed against the underside of his cock, which was pushed up and back against his navel.

                  “Mm,” I moaned, rocking my hips back and forth and grinding the big, fleshy tool into my little clit.

                  “Oh fuck,” I gasped, throwing my wet hair around as Craig’s strong hands ran over my breasts.

                  Julia was quiet now. Either she expected this and was a careful observer, watching as she snuck a hand back down between her legs and discretely pleased herself, or she was too drunk with jealously to even move.

                  Either one would have been perfectly fine with me, so long as I could wrap my legs around her husband’s waist and feel his perfect cock dominate me.

                  “Mm,” I moaned once again as I suddenly felt Craig’s hand dive beneath the water and rub aggressively against my clit.

                  “Oh, careful!” I squeaked.

                  “I’m close,” I warned, “but I’m not ready to be done just yet,” I smiled mischievously.

                  “There’s one last thing I’d like to experience,” I added. My eyes gazed into his. It was as if our souls had connected in that moment, leaving his wife far in the distance.

                  Craig said little, but instead tugged my bikini bottom down. I shifted my hips and reached down, helping to finish this task, as I sat up and yanked the little piece of cloth down and off my ankles.

                  The sensation of being completely naked now, enraptured me. For such a thin and small piece of fabric, the difference it made was incredible. I went from dirty fun to total liberation in the stripping of one tiny obstacle.

                  I smiled once more as I lifted my butt up over Craig’s lap and grabbed his cock.

                  The primal, animal lust in his eyes was fierce and determined. He would have me now, no matter what happened. The hotel could come crashing down behind us, and he’d still make sure he had me before he even flinched.

                  I saw the pure lust of a man who held me in total awe and desire, and the moment left me ready to climax with him. I’d hoped we could enjoy the moment forever.

                  I bit my lip and tensed as I grabbed his shaft and guided his cockhead against my lips. As his stiff tip rubbed against my clit and in-between my lips, I moaned softly.

                  And then with careful focus, I slowly lowered my hips as his massive cock began to work its way into my tight little opening.

                  The water caused slight friction at first, until he’d opened my pussy and the wetness glided him in.

                  “Oh… oh fuck,” I gasped, breathless.

                  I wrapped my arms around Craig’s muscular shoulders and he kissed my neck gently, sighing in delight as his thick girth stretched me open.

                  Inch by inch he unlocked my deepest secrets, and now Julia was moaning discretely beside us as she smiled.

                  “Ah,” I winced, feeling Craig’s cock reach my deepest point, before pulling up slowly and working myself into a rhythm.

                  I enjoyed the new sensation of being completely full by a man that I adored. I wanted him over and over, and each dip of my hips was represented by it.

                  I sank down and began to grind against him, feeling my clit dig against him as I threw my head back and lost myself in a daze.

                  “Fuck, this is incredible,” I sighed and smiled wide.

                  “You feel amazing,” I said.

                  “How does she feel, Craig?” Julia then asked.

                  “So, so good,” he smiled.

                  “I’ll bet she’s tight, isn’t she?” Julia asked.

                  “So fucking tight,” he moaned.

                  My body struggled to take his girth, but eventually I’d opened up comfortably around Craig and after what seemed like an eternity of grinding and swaying atop his wand, I felt the climax building near.

                  I was worried that being in the water would have surely made an orgasm impossible, but Craig and I made for such a tight fit, there was little way for water to ruin the perfect glide.

                  “Oh… I think…” I said, huffing.

                  “Yes,” I nodded, “I’m going to…” I added, before losing my ability of speech.

                  My body turned hot and fiery as the orgasm took over, and my mind turned blank. The total ecstasy of the moment imprisoned my mind and body, and I became a complete captive of my own biology. My clit burned and it spread across my skin in slow, swelling waves that gripped me and refused to let go.

                  I clung to his muscular frame as I shook and trembled, and clenched my jaw, all while shaking my head in total disbelief.

                  Fuck, fuck, fuck… I thought to myself repeatedly.

                  Finally as I felt my pulses weaken around Craig, I sighed and felt myself coming back to earth, just as Julia now panted hard.

                  “What a dirty little girl she is,” Julia breathed.

                  “How are you going to pay my husband back for that nice little orgasm he gave you?” She asked, almost with a drop of indignation.

                  “Um,” I started, still sighing and regaining my senses as I felt Craig’s cock thrust deeper and faster into my tight, moist center.

                  Craig’s hands gripped at my hips and guided my atop him now, even using his hips to thrust up quickly.

                  The sensation left me speechless for a moment as I tightened my eyes shut and heard Julia once again.

                  “How does that feel, Craig?” She asked.

                  “I’ll bet she wants your cum too. A cock hungry little vixen like her, always wants every last drop of that powerful seed,” she said.

                  I nodded in agreement. I didn’t care what she thought.

                  “Yes,” I huffed, “cum inside.”

                  Craig’s body tensed as he gripped my sides aggressively and slammed my tight little body down over his cock.

                  I felt his tool drive up inside me as he held me in place and struggled out a long, low growl.

                  Craig’s thighs flexed beneath my ass and I felt his cock throbbing repeatedly as he delivered giant loads of virile seed into my fertile belly.

                  “Oh!” I moaned, along with Julia, who came.

                  I barely noticed as I I’d been turned suddenly into a speechless machine; a part of Craig’s body, a tool for his unbelievable ecstasy.

                  “Fuck!” He groaned, pulling my hips in and thrusting in and out lightly as the pumps weakened and he exhaled.

                  Craig smiled, shook his head and laughed slightly as he rolled his eyes back. He reached forward and pulled me in against him, kissing my lips softly.

                  “That was amazing,” I whispered to him.

                  “It really was,” he whispered back.

                  “Unlike anything I’ve ever had,” he added.

                  This burned a sense of achievement onto my ego like a branding iron. I pulled back and smiled toward Julia as I took one last moment to appreciate her husband’s cock deep inside me, and that it had just delivered his life-force into me.

                  I finally pulled off and the void was nearly unbearable, as I reached for my bikini bottom and my top, and sat back down into the water.

                  Julia seemed exhausted with bliss, but also slightly weary from the dirty acts she’d witnessed.

                  “Well,” she started.

                  “I think we might head back upstairs,” she said.

                  Craig turned with a sort of surprise, saying “really?”

                  “Well, I thought we might,” she nudged.

                  “I suppose it is getting late,” Craig conceded.

                  “Same time tomorrow night?” He asked me.

                  I nodded excitedly, though I was certainly a bit upset to not be invited up to their room.

                   Julia exited the hot tub and wrapped a towel around her bikini, stepping back to the chairs to grab their drinks.

                  Craig leaned forward toward me and whispered, “that’s the first time we’ve done with that without using protection.”

                  “She’s just a little upset with jealousy I think,” he continued, “but give me your number and I’ll text you up to our room later, if you’re interested in a bit more fun.”

                  I read it off to him and he grabbed his phone, drying his fingers on his towel and typing it in.

                  “You’re on birth control, right? So I’m sure she’ll be fine,” he said.

                  I nodded, though I wasn’t.

                  Craig smiled and walked away, along with Julia who passed a little wave goodbye.

                  I sat in the hot tub and felt a sense of accomplishment I had never experienced. Suddenly my virginal, dull life had taken a turn for the exciting.

                  I felt empowered and naughtier than I could have ever believed.

                  And I wanted much, much more.

                  I didn’t end up seeing Craig or Julia again. And though I’d been completely reckless, I’d remedied my bad behavior with a morning-after pill. I took Julia’s quip about her husband’s ‘super human sperm’ seriously.

                  Though I never saw them again, I wanted to thank them for opening me up to what I really had always wanted to me; the other woman, the one that brings a man and her wife closer together, and not further apart.

                  Now that I’d had my little fetish revealed, I knew I’d be visiting the hot tubs more often whenever we stayed at a hotel.

                  I’d just hoped that anything could ever top my first time. I’ll never forget it.
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                  They always say a good man is hard to find, and don’t I know it.

                  Sure, there are plenty of gorgeous hunks out there with big dicks swinging between their perfectly toned thighs -- compliments of the gym squat machine.

                  But where are the men?

                  I may only be nineteen years old and not as experienced as the typical college girl, but I certainly have been through enough losers to know when a real man comes across my blue eyes.

                  And unfortunately for me, the first time I truly knew I’d found a “real” man was Darren.

                  He was the most drop-dead handsome and unapologetic alpha male I had ever laid my eyes on.

                  That afternoon I was anxious enough, interviewing for my first summer internship. The work was secretarial, boring office stuff.

                  And when I drove to meet the man who would be my new boss if the meeting went well enough, I didn’t have much on my mind besides trying not to make any stupid mistakes.

                  Of course when he introduced himself and we shook hands, I nearly melted. His strong jawline, his smooth stubble, his beautiful build tucked inside that perfect business suit… ugh. I was speechless, and instantly stuttering like a schoolgirl, which I guess I sort of was.

                  “Should we get started?” He said, his cold grey eyes beaming into mine.

                  “Um, sure,” I said, twirling a strand of cinder hair around my lithe little finger, and biting my lip as I mentally criticized everything I said and did before such a male god.

                  Somehow I made it through most of the interview, despite constantly finding myself swept away with fantasies that Darren and I weren’t in a business interview, we were on a date. And soon after, I’d be whisked away to his penthouse.

                  That is, if he could contain his animal lust long enough. Maybe we’d end up only making it to his sports car before raw passion took over.

                  “Looks perfect,” he said, breaking my daydream. He grinned across the small table holding our lattes and toward me as he handed me back my resume.

                  “I get a lot of girls wanting this job, but few of them have handled the software that you have,” he added with a satisfied expression, grabbing his briefcase.

                  “Um, thanks,” I replied, completely ineloquent.

                  Somehow, despite my constant ‘um’s and ‘like’s, Darren called me back and invited me to his tower find my first day.

                  The first few days working for the CEO were a total blur. And there was actually very little of Darren to see.

                  Despite my being his new secretary, he was out of the office for most of the morning. And at first we mostly spoke through the speaker system on my desk, or even through email messages.

                  The old woman, a short squat woman named Hilda, who was training me, explained a small point of confusion during my first day.

                  “If a girl about your age ever shows up and asks to see Darren, ring her up,” Hilda explained.

                  “Um, okay,” I said, somewhat hesitant.

                  “Like, does he have daughters or something?” I asked.

                  Hilda only laughed and shook her head.

                  “You’ll figure it out eventually, honey. Just ring them up and don’t ask questions. But phone Darren to let him know that his afternoon meeting has arrived,” she finished.

                  Figure it out? I thought. I was clueless, and apparently everyone else thought that was downright ‘adorable.’

                  I certainly didn’t like being the one left out of the joke, so I grew a bit curious over that first week.

                  It was only after I accidentally discovered a program on my computer that connected me to the surveillance camera in Darren’s office that I understood.

                  To this day, I still feel so guilty and naughty for peeking into the surveillance feed, but I couldn’t help it.

                  The first time one of Darren’s “afternoon meetings” arrived, a modelesque redhead in a tight dress, I phoned Darren.

                  “Your afternoon meeting is here?” I said, somewhat awkward and unsure of myself. For a moment I expected Darren to reply back, ‘my afternoon what?’

                  But instead he phoned back with a simple, “let her in please; thanks.”

                  The girl giggled and adjusted her hair before quickly diving into the cracked open door.

                  Darren’s door closed and within moments I heard laughter turn to moaning.

                  There’s no way… I thought to myself.

                  Sure, it has crossed my dirty mind that his gorgeous college girl was Darren’s girlfriend or lover. And it even crossed my mind that they might do something totally forbidden in his office.

                  But I still didn’t believe it when I heard the girl’s pleasured moans.

                  The temptation was too great to check the surveillance feed, and I gave in. Granted, I may or may not have spied on Darren a few times before this. He didn’t do anything that was fun to watch, but I mostly couldn’t help but just watch the feed of his gorgeous face as he talked on his conference calls.

                  But this was certainly different; a completely new level of voyeur. Could I honestly do it?

                  Even though Darren and I had had the entire floor alone, I still had to look over my shoulder before doing such a lewd thing.

                  I double clicked the icon and searched through the thumbnails, until I landed on Darren’s office.

                  The picture expanded across my screen and sure enough, I saw Darren’s redhead sitting atop his executive desk, her legs spread apart as Darren’s head was ducked between them.

                  “Fuck,” I whispered, biting my red lip.

                  “Oh my god,” I continued, exhaling hard.

                  The image sent a ripple of desire up my legs. I felt my panties grow wet in an instant as I shifted my legs and watched longingly at the grainy video.

                  “Mm,” I moaned, sticking a pen at the corner of my lips and biting the tip instinctively.

                  Just as I slowly dove my hand beneath the desk in a desperate attempt to satisfy the complete want emanating from between my legs, I heard the elevator bell chime.

                  “Shit,” I breathed, quickly closing the surveillance feed.

                  The doors parted and a slightly older woman appeared between them and stepped out.

                  She seemed in her late thirties, like Darren, and was dressed in a burgundy business dress. Her walk was intent and confident, with her heels clanking against the marble floor, as her shiny reddish brown locks bounced at every step.

                  “Hello dear,” she started with a near impatient tone.

                  “Um, hi there. Did you have an appointment? Are you an afternoon meeting?” I asked, somewhat hesitant to use the expression.

                  This woman seemed beyond coy or naïve. She certainly didn’t seem like any sort of woman who would dare be made to wait by even a delicious alpha like Darren.

                   She bellowed a satisfied laugh for a moment and shook her head.

                  “Goodness no, but there’s a nice little fantasy; hm?” She said, with a sparkle in her dark eyes.

                  “I’m Victoria. I’m Darren’s wife,” she said.

                  My heart nearly stopped. And my expression must have given my total surprise away.

                  “Oh so Darren didn’t tell you he had a wife, did he?” She started, tapping her nails on the desk.

                  “That naughty boy. Well, I’m not surprised. I mean look at you!” She said, her eyes tracing down to my cleavage.

                  “Mm,” she added.

                  I didn’t know what to think. I felt completely in the dark, now. But more than anything, I felt responsible for her husband’s indiscretion.

                  I was the one who’d sent that little tart into his office for an “afternoon meeting,” after all.

                  I knew I needed to stall, and so I humorously stood and twirled, showing myself off to Victoria, who seemed to find this most amusing.

                  “Oh goodness,” she laughed, “no need to rub it in!”

                  She teased her hair for a moment and adjusted herself, before exhaling and looking back down toward me.

                  “So he’s in?” She asked, starting for the door.

                  I felt like a fool. Why on earth would I have thought I had anything over Victoria? The woman was a complete beauty. She was a real woman. And I was simply some dumb girl, who had clearly gotten herself into more than she could handle.

                  “Um, he’s…. out,” I said.

                  Victoria took her hand from the doorknob just then, and paused, as if she was trying to hear from the other side of the door.

                  I turned the music stream on my computer up and apologized.

                  “Sorry, I think it’s broken or something,” I yelled.

                  Victoria seemed annoyed and confused by the gesture, but came back toward the desk.

                  “Let him know I dropped by, won’t you?” She said, as I turned the music down.

                  “I’d like to have a word with him. That asshole has some nerve hiring a total threat like you,” she giggled.

                  Victoria started away, just as Darren’s door opened and he and the redhead emerged, adjusting themselves.

                  “Shit,” I whispered to myself.

                  This is going to be ugly, I thought. Admittedly, a twisted part of me was excited to see how this would play out. Darren was, after all, a total dick to cheat on his wife like this.

                  I wondered just how he’d get himself out of this, and though I pretended to gather papers and work on my computer, my ears were full attention.

                  “Honey,” Victoria started.

                  “Hello babe,” Darren started, pulling Victoria in and planting a sensual kiss upon her lips, all while the redhead adjusted her hair.

                  “I see you snuck a new secretary by me,” she started, poking him and laughing.

                  Darren shrugged and explained, “I told you Hilda was leaving.”

                  “Yes, but her?” Victoria asked, trying to conceal the fact that she was motioning toward me.

                  Darren clearly seemed uninterested in trying to be covert and suddenly bellowed, “so you’ve got the hots for Kate; so what? That doesn’t mean you’re a lesbian.”

                  Victoria slapped Darren’s chest and laughed before quickly turning her attention to the redhead; this was the moment I’d dreaded.

                  “Riley; how are you today?” She asked.

                  The redhead replied simply, “fine, miss Velour.  Was just leaving.”

                  The girl kissed Darren on the cheek and started past them for the elevator, as Victoria turned.

                  “Hold that for me, will you?” She asked, before facing Darren once again.

                  “A little afternoon meeting, hm?” She asked beneath her breath, smiling suggestively.

                   “You’ll get every dirty detail in good time,” Darren whispered back.

                  I was hoping for some sense of clarity by the time this conversation happened, but now I was even more confused than before.

                  She knows about him and the redhead… and she’s fine with it? I thought to myself. My brow had no doubt scrunched hard as I looked at the computer screen and tried to focus on my work.

                  But it must’ve been obvious that I was trying to make any sense of what I was hearing.

                  “Dinner tonight at Bionccis?” She asked quickly.

                  “You know it,” Darren replied smoothly.

                  “Oh and this secretary of yours…” Victoria started, again under her breath.

                  “She’s got nothing to do with it,” Darren noted.

                  “Well still,” Victoria continued, now raising her voice, clearly hoping I would hear her.

                  “I’d better watch out for her,” she finished, before pecking Darren on the cheek and rushing to catch the elevator.

                  Darren stepped toward my desk and placed his elbows on the long oak counter.

                  As he looked down and shook his head with a small laugh, I felt my entire body petrify with fear and desire.

                  “So I guess I should apologize for you having to endure my wife, Victoria,” he started.

                  “Oh no,” I said, “she’s very nice; pretty, too.”

                  “That’s kind of you to say,” Darren added, exhaling.

                  “Um… this is probably none of my business, but as your secretary… just so I know…” I started. My heart began thudding harshly in my chest as I goose-stepped over every sensible instinct to stop myself.

                  “The redhead… is…” I continued.

                  As I looked into Darren’s eyes, trying not to flinch, I so badly wanted to ask him in the dirtiest way possible, if they’d just been having sex in his office.

                  His woodsy smell overtaken with something sweet and warm, after all, as if he’d gotten her scent all over his body.

                  “Is she someone I should ring up, automatically? I mean, just to make sure,” I said, wavering.

                  “Like, is she a business client?” I asked, hoping to save my dignity.

                  Darren laughed and shook his head, before finishing with another of his cocky grins.

                  “Yes, she’s an automatic ring-up,” he said with a wink.

                  “And if Victoria wants to see me, let her in,” he added.

                  “Um,” I said, nervously brushing my hair with my hand. “Are you sure? What if you’re in the middle of… a meeting with Riley?”

                  “If Victoria wants in, let her in,” he repeated firmly.

                  Without skipping a beat, Darren exhaled and looked at his watch. His strong fist clenched at his chest as he checked the time, and it was all I could do to keep from imagining those fingers caressing the beautiful redhead.

                  The image made me wet again, as my eyes lingered on Darren’s before quickly turning away when he lifted his head.

                  “That meeting with the Utah guys is still on for four, right?” Darren asked, launching into a strictly business tangent.

                  “Uh, yes sir,” I answered.

                  Darren laughed and cocked his head, “sir?” he repeated.

                  “No, no; I’m not that old just yet.”

                  Darren waltzed for his office and closed the door. Only then did I feel like I could breathe again. I exhaled hard and felt my forehead for sweat.

                  What the hell just happened? I wondered, trying to process the past hour of my life.

                  I didn’t know what Victoria knew about the redhead, or didn’t. Nor did I know what Darren knew about how much I knew. Is that confusing enough?

                  Later that evening matters were only made worse, when my unclenched thirst for sexual fulfillment reached its peak and my body decided to solve the little problem through a sexual dream.

                  In the dream, I arrived to work like any other day, only this time I was in my bra and panties.

                  I looked down, completely red-faced and shocked, as I tried to mash the buttons on the elevator, hoping to go back down to the lobby and run home.

                  But when the doors opened, Darren appeared and took me in his arms.

                  Not only was he holding a business dress in just my size and telling me I no longer had to stress, but also his body pushed warm up against mine and I began confessing my undying love for him.

                  Darren admitted that he’d been crazy about me, and we barely made it past my desk when we collapsed onto the floor, making out.

                  Darren whispered into my ear and softly bit along my neck, making me wetter than ever. His hands wasted little time in diving into my panties, rubbing my clit and sending shockwaves through my entire body.

                  I kissed all along Darren’s strong, wide chest before eyeing him suggestively and unbuckling his pants.

                  I snuck my hand into his fly and pulled out my boss’s thick, powerful cock.

                  “Fuck,” I gasped, as Darren ordered me to suck him.

                  I confessed how I was a total virgin, but he only smiled and laughed when I couldn’t keep from stroking it anyway.

                  “What about Victoria, your wife?” I asked.

                  And just then, Victoria appeared as well, guiding me along as I embraced her husband.

                  “Treat her like a woman,” Victoria instructed Darren.

                  Darren quickly tugged my panties off and spread my legs apart as I felt the cool air against my wet, ripe little pussy.

                  Within seconds his mouth feasted between my legs, teasing my clit with his tongue as he massaged around my opening and brought my entire body toward a tight and chaotic finish.

                  “Oh… oh fuck,” I gasped.

                  “Should we be doing this?” I asked, just before the ecstasy completely overtook me and I cried out.

                  My legs writhed and my entire body trembled.

                  And in the middle of my orgasm I woke up to find that I really was having one.

                  “Mm,” I moaned, as my legs shifted in the bed and I tried to catch my breath.

                  The sweat across my body was evidence enough from the intensity of my desires.

                  I pulled the sheets from my body and knew I couldn’t have it any other way; I wanted Darren. I knew it was wrong, but I wanted my boss, even if just once.

                  Why couldn’t it be like the dream, where Victoria was not just fine with it, but joining in?

                  I tossed and turned for the remainder of the night, and had barely dozed off once more before I heard the stiff beeping of my alarm.

                  Ugh. Today is going to either be terrible, or terrific, I thought to myself, as I resolved to make myself look as irresistible as possible.

                  Are you really going to try and seduce your boss; the biggest cliché in the book? I thought to myself.

                  I tried to stifle my conscience, though. I wanted nothing but motivation. I wanted for just once, to feel that I deserved to be the one in Darren’s office, not some dull redhead that probably didn’t know just how lucky she was.

                  I arrived to work and combed through the usual boring tasks, trying to focus long enough to arrange Darren’s schedule for the day. Ultimately though, I was simply killing time until I saw his cool grey eyes once again, igniting me inside.

                  But Darren didn’t show all morning, as usual, leaving me completely high-strung and tense. By the time two pm rolled around, my body needed him like a headache reliever.

                  “Darren!” I said, all to excitedly as he appeared from the elevator.

                  He walked confident and suave as usual. Though he had a glow about him I hadn’t noticed before.

                  “Afternoon,” he replied, coming to my desk.

                  “I’m running a bit behind today because I stopped by the gym,” he added.

                  “Oh?” I said, hanging on his every word like some ridiculous little fan of his.

                  “I didn’t know if I’d come in after that conference call,” he continued, “I’m done for meetings until Monday, aren’t I?”

                  “That’s right,” I said, after clicking through my calendar software for a moment.

                  “I guess the weekend is officially here,” I said, excitedly.

                  “Any big plans?” Darren asked passively, shuffling through his papers.

                   “Me? Does watching movies all weekend on my sofa with my cat count?” I blurted.

                  Why did you say that? I thought to myself in total embarrassment.

                  “Hm,” Darren started. His cool eyes turned toward me with a grin.

                  “I would’ve pegged you to be pretty wild on the weekends. You’ve got that look,” he said.

                  “Look?” I asked, hoping he would clarify.

                  “It’s stupid. Just a feeling I get, I suppose. But ask Victoria; she’ll tell you how often I’m way off-base,” he laughed.

                  “I guess I do get a little wild,” I said, feigning a sense of confession.

                  Darren seemed to take note, and I tried to find something – anything – to say, to continue my direction.

                  “Boyfriend? Or boyfriends?” He inquired.

                  Nearly blushing, I shook my head in denial.

                  “I guess anything is possible,” he remarked with a smile.

                  “Well, I’ve got some catching up to do this afternoon, but if you have a moment, there’s something I need to show you in my office,” Darren said.

                  “Um, okay,” I said, shocked.

                  In the week that I’d worked for Darren, I had only seen his office from the door. It was a sacred space that he only shared with important clients, and apparently part-time lovers.

                  I hopped from my seat and followed Darren through the doors. The dark and modern design of his office, which I’d gotten a hint of from seeing through the opened doors, left me speechless.

                  “Wow,” I muttered.

                  “Hm?” Darren asked.

                  “Your office… it’s… very nice,” I continued.

                  “Have I seriously not had you in here, yet?” He asked.

                  For a moment I blushed, fantasizing that the framing of his question was more sexual, than he’d most likely intended.

                  “No,” I shook my head sensually, “you haven’t.”

                  Darren sat at his desk as I took in the skyline behind him, coming through an impossible long window that stretched the entire wall of his large office.

                  “I don’t know where my manners have been,” he said.

                  “Oh no; it’s fine. Most of what I need to do is out there, obviously,” I explained.

                  Just then, I noticed the lofty leather sofa opposite Darren’s desk. This was the exact same place I’d caught the slightest glimpse of him having sex with the redhead, just before Victoria arrived.

                  I bit my lip. Darren’s office seemed to mirror him perfectly; modern, chic and totally dominating.

                  Darren was the complete package. His broad shoulders reclined in his large office chair and he motioned for me to have a seat on the sofa.

                  I straightened my business dress and sat down carefully, adjusting myself as coyly as I could while Darren searched through a computer program.

                  “So at the end of the week I usually had a small meeting with Hilda about syncing my devices with the schedule,” he started.

                  “I was hoping we could continue that?” He asked.

                  “Oh; certainly,” I said, jumping up and coming around Darren’s desk to commandeer his computer.

                  I exhaled and collected myself.

                  I bent over beside Darren as he reclined in his chair, and I knew that if he’d wanted to look at me, this was his best chance. I relished the opportunity and shifted my legs, letting my perky ass poke out just a little farther than necessary.

                  I even hiked up the hemline just a bit, hoping that I didn’t appear too desperate or perhaps trashy.

                  I turned back slowly and eyed Darren. His eyes quickly turned from my backside to my face and I grinned.

                  “What did you want me to do for you?” I asked, lowering my voice to a soft and suggestive tone.

                  I figured that any moment now, Darren would say I was acting like such a fool. But he didn’t; and every moment which passed without reprimand, left me more emboldened.

                  “What do I want you to do?” Darren asked, repeating my question.

                  I giggled, “I mean, with the calendar, of course.”

                  Darren shook his head and grinned, “of course.”

                  He paused for a moment and finally asked, “is everything okay?”

                  My heart skipped a beat. I was found-out. Well, unless of course I denied that I was up to anything.

                  But of course, being the terrible liar that I am, I struggled to maintain a façade after Darren’s tiny inquiry.

                  “Me? Yes, I’m perfectly fine. Why?” I replied, brushing my hair to the side and smiling.

                  “Just checking,” he said, reclining back in his chair.

                  I turned to the computer screen and noticed the reflection of Darren’s face turned toward my ass. I felt as though my knees were going to collapse from the sheer tension of having his mouth so close to my ravenous pussy.

                  I took Darren’s interest as reason enough to return to my confident march toward seducing him, if I could even call it that.

                  “So,” I started with a bit of “small talk” as I clicked through Darren’s calendar.

                  “Aren’t you glad I held up Victoria yesterday?” I asked.

                  “What do you mean?” Darren asked.

                  I laughed and rolled my eyes.

                  “You know why,” I continued, “I’m no fool, Mr. Velour”

                  “Oh?” Darren asked, pulling his seat up and eyeing me as I turned toward him, biting my lip, hopeless and naive.

      I wasn’t sure just what the hell I was doing, or if there was a snowball’s chance in hell that it would ever work, but I wanted Darren bad. I would have tried anything in that moment, to come even within the ballpark of what had played out in my dream the evening before.

                  But at the same time, I didn’t want to come between Darren in his wife. I knew I was walking a dangerous line that hinged entirely on my instincts being correct.

                  And that in and of itself was shaky ground.

                  “Victoria… she seemed… threatened by me. But not by Riley,” I noted.

                  “Riley is so gorgeous; I don’t see how…” I continued, as Darren interrupted.

                  “I knew Victoria was right when she said I should have hired another older woman,” Darren laughed.

                  I paused for a moment.

                  “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, somewhat accusatory.

                  “You young women get too curious, and then you can’t handle the truth,” Darren answered, cryptically.

                  His voice turned so a nice, smooth growl that nearly had me stripping my clothes to the floor right then and there.

                  I could hear the lust coming through his deep voice.

                  Hm. Am I close to pushing that final button, sir? I thought to myself.

                  “I don’t understand,” I continued, feigning innocence.

                  “Did you… hear something yesterday?” He asked, scrunching his brow and smiling mischievously.

                  “Oh… um,” I stuttered, turning bright red.

                  “Uh huh,” Darren said.

                  “Maybe I did,” I continued, trying to find my confidence again. The last thing I wanted to do was shy away or become timid.

                  No, I wanted Darren, and I knew I’d have to put myself on the line entirely.

                  “I know what you were doing in here yesterday afternoon,” I started.

                  Darren’s brow rose in surprise at my sudden forwardness, and I was admittedly a bit surprised by myself, too.

                  “And I was just curious,” I said, slowing my speech and moving my hand over Darren’s leg, “what a girl has to do to be one of those ‘afternoon appointments.’”

                  I turned and smiled toward Darren. He seemed entirely transformed. His professionalism was still intact, but his charm and his lust seemed to beam around like an aura.

                  Finally, Darren put fist hand on the desk and I covered it with my own, again smiling toward him.

                  “Hm,” Darren started.

                  “I’ll be honest Kate. I think you’re striking, but the last thing I’d like to do is…”

                  “Hush,” I said.

                  “Don’t give me that,” I continued.

                  The small voice inside my head that told me to turn back, to return to my senses, was becoming more and more muted as I bit my lip and decided in one swift motion, to straddle over Darren’s lap.

                  “Kate,” Darren started, surprised.

                  “I don’t think you have any idea what you’re getting yourself into,” he growled.

                  “You don’t look as though you’ve - how should I put this – handled a man my size.”

                  “Oh?” I asked, raising my brow. “You really should stop assuming so many things about me, and just let me show you what type of girl I am, instead.”

                  I raised the hem of my business dress and straddled down harder over Darren’s lap, feeling the hard cock in his pants as it pushed up against my panties. I sat right down over it and grinded my wet pussy into the giant tool, smiling and exhaling.

                  “I hope I’m not being too forward,” I hesitated for a moment.

                  “Not at all,” Darren breathed.

                  He leaned forward and planted a kiss against my cheek, before travelling down against my neck, breathing warmth against my ear and sending me into a daze of want.

                  “Mm,” I moaned, as his big arms wrapped around my waist and retracted.

                  Darren’s hands searched all across my body and firmly ran against my breasts, snug in my dress.

                  “You really are incredible,” Darren exhaled.

                  “I’ve wanted you from the moment I set my eyes on you during our interview,” I started.

                  “You have no idea just how…”

                  I was interrupted as Darren’s office door swung open. My heart nearly stopped as adrenaline rocketed through my body and I saw Victoria standing there.

                  “Well,” she said, smiling and watching us.

                  She closed the door behind her, locking it, and slowly strolled toward the leather sofa before Darren’s desk.

                  I jumped from Darren’s lap quicker than I had done anything in my entire life, brushing my dress off and immediately apologizing.

                  “Victoria, you have no idea just how incredibly…” I started.

                  “I knew I’d have to watch for you. I certainly didn’t think you moved so fast, though. My goodness. A perky and proper little tart like you already trying to take Darren’s cock for a ride?”

                  Victoria laughed, “How long has it been? Five days since you got here?”

                  “Victoria it’s not like that at all. I was…” I stuttered once more.

                  “Oh goodness Kate, you’re too much fun,” she interrupted.

                  Victoria swayed her hips and walked around the desk, leaning over and eyeing me face to face.

                  “I can only imagine how tight you are, if you’re this high-strung,” she laughed.

                  “I guess we’re going to find out, aren’t we?” She continued.

                  “I don’t understand… I’m sorry,” I continued.

                  “It’s too late for that, Kate,” Victoria quickly interrupted, as I felt Darren’s hand running over my ass and giving it a nice firm pat.

                  “I never expected you to want anything to do with Darren,” she continued. “I suppose I thought the college librarian or chess club captain was more up your alley.”

                  “But then again; who honestly can resist my husband? You girls are magnetized to him like flies to a light,” she cackled.

                  “Victoria, honestly I,” I tried one final time, pleading for forgiveness.

                  “Kate, I think there’s really only one proper punishment for your little transgression. You’re going to get exactly what you wanted, if you can take it,” Victoria explained.

                  “Go on,” she motioned, toward Darren.

                  “I want you to take out my husband’s cock, and show me just how badly you want it,” Victoria insisted.

                  “Oh goodness Victoria, I-”

                  “Do it, Kate,” Victoria insisted.

                  “I’ll just enjoy myself right here,” she said, sitting herself on the sofa and motioning once again.

                  What the hell is going on? I thought to myself. Is she really letting me do this?

                  “I’m waiting Kate. And I know Darren is, too,” Victoria added with a wink toward her husband.

                  I cautiously turned to Darren and reached down, running my hand along his thigh and biting my lip as I undid his pants.

                  “Are you sure?” I asked.

                  “Oh certainly; I insist,” Victoria replied, without the slightest hint of belligerence.

                  Breathing deep, I pulled the zipper down and slid my hand inside Darren’s pants, instantly feeling the giant cock pulsing against my palm.

                  “Oh my… there’s no way,” I breathed.

                  “Pull him out,” Victoria smiled.

                  “Um…” I started, gripping his girth around my fingers and pulling the beast of a cock out into the air.

                  “Shit,” I gasped.

                  Darren’s cock was bigger than I could have ever fathomed. The tanned skin of his smooth, long shaft matched his own perfect complexion, and the head sat atop it slightly pinkish and perfectly sculpted.

                  I felt the void between my legs swell at the sheer idea of fitting him inside me.

                  “You girls always want to try a big one at least once; I blame all the porn these days,” Victoria laughed.

                  Darren’s hand ran over my ass and caressed me, as I bent over and placed a kiss upon his lips, all while gently stroking the monster cock and trying to decide how on earth I would ever tame it.

                  Darren’s palm gave me a firm spank and Victoria jumped in delight.

                  “Another,” she insisted, and Darren’s firm palm hiked up my dress and slapped against my bare ass.

                  “Mm,” he growled, grabbing my smooth butt and remarking, “no panties today?”

                  “Perfect,” Victoria said.

                  “You had this planned all along, didn’t you?” She asked me.

                  I shrugged and stroked Darren’s cock once more before Darren quickly jumped from his seat and grabbed my waist, setting me up atop his desk and pressing his lips firmly against mine.

                  “Oh,” I moaned, as his hands ran over my breasts and pushed my back down against his desk.

                  Darren’s hands grabbed my ankles and spread my legs apart, and I felt the cool air against my warm, wet pussy as my dress hike up over my navel.

                  “Fuck,” Darren smiled, licking his lips.

                  His finger slip up my thigh like a sadistic snake, motioning back and forth until he finally teased my pussy lips and I couldn’t help but exhale with delight.

                  “So wet,” he observed, pushing his thumb in-between my folds and running it up and down.

                   “Oh my… shit,” I said, feeling my breath stolen as he teased my opening, and running up, my clit.

                  “Well why don’t you give this dirty little slut what she’s hungry for?” Victoria said.

                  Darren’s face dove down and his warm breath pushed against my sex. His warmth alone nearly made me cum.

                  I reached down and found his cock, hanging half-hard and stroked it. This seemed to give him the impatience to sink his mouth right against my pussy with total aggression.

                  “Oh!” I cried out, my legs completely restless.

                  Darren’s tongue wandered in and out of my lips and up toward my clit. The sensation brought me to the brink of climax as I grabbed the ends of the desk and moaned loudly, much to Victoria’s delight.

                  “How does that feel, Katy dear?” She asked.

                  “Oh… oh fuck,” I could only moan in return.

                  Darren’s hungry mouth ate my pussy with total abandon, and within moments I felt the pulsing from my swollen clit spill out across my entire body.

                  “Fuck… I’m going to…” I stuttered with baited breath.

                  Victoria giggled as my mind turned hazy and euphoric, and my entire body turned inside out with pleasure.

                  Darren ate mercilessly as his fingers massaged at my opening and his tongue swirled my clit rhythmically. I could barely stay atop the desk as my legs shook wildly and Victoria hoped up to hold my head.

                  “Fuck!”

                  Every last desire, every ounce of tension fled my body with the rupturing between my thighs, as Darren’s mouth showed no restrained.

                  I motioned for Darren to withdraw, and only after a moment of torturing me did he pull back and grab my arms.

                  “No time for rest,” Victoria explained.

                  She came around the desk and helped me down to my knees, grabbing Darren’s cock and stroking it toward my lips.

                  “Time to show my husband just how good of a secretary you really are,” she laughed.

                  Hornier than ever, I grabbed Darren’s cock and spread my lips, swallowing his cock as far as I could.

                  Victoria laughed in delight as she saw the mere inch or two I’d consumed. I pulled back and sank further and further as Darren’s massive girth stuffed my tight little mouth.

                  I couldn’t believe I was doing this, let alone in front of Darren’s wife. I had gone from total virgin to office slut in a matter of moments, as Darren groaned with satisfaction.

                  “Goodness you really are a naughty little girl,” Victoria said, admiring my dick-sucking.

                  Apparently I was a natural, which was certainly a surprise for me. The only thing I knew was that I wanted every inch of Darren all to myself.

                  I wanted to make sure he never thought twice about coming to me for a pick-me-up in the afternoon, rather than depending on his foolish “afternoon appointments.”

                  I sank my lips tightly over Darren’s girth and swallowed far before pulling back and repeated.

                  Grabbing Darren’s big, heavy balls, I massaged them and felt the tension in his thighs build.

                  Darren pulled back and Victoria seemed more excited than ever now, as Darren grabbed me up and turned me around before bending me over his desk.

                  Fuck, I thought, here it comes.

                  I was wetter than I’d ever been, but I was hardly certain that would be enough to take his massive size, and I quietly hoped that he didn’t want anything to do with my asshole, too.

                  “Fuck,” Darren said, grabbing my taut little ass cheek and slapping it.

                  He grabbed his cock and rubbed the head up against my wet little hole before lining it up and thrusting slowly.

                  I felt the total ache, the total bruise as his cockhead forced its way inside my tight slit.

                  “Oh… oh fuck,” I moaned, gripping the edge of the desk as Victoria watched on in delight, reaching down between her legs and touching herself.

                  “My favorite part,” she said.

                  “I just love it when you ditzy little girls think you can handle a real man’s cock,” she continued.

                  My face clenched as Darren’s cock stretched me open beyond belief. Every private inch of my insides were stuffed to their limit as his massive tool continued thrusting and I tried to take him.

                  “Fuck,” Darren growled, “It’s never been like this before.”

                  The pain mixed with pleasure in a way I had never known before. Darren’s monstrous, manly cock seemed painful and relentless, yet I wanted every inch of him deeper still. I wanted to hear him groan louder as he felt my warm, wet grip around him.

                  I noticed the tinge of jealously in Victoria’s eyes, and it only fueled me further.

                  I’m the one he wants. He wants my tight little ass, over and over and over, and there isn’t a damn thing you can do about it, I thought to myself, as if I was intent enough to tell it to her face.

                  My thoughts wandered between coherent and blank as Darren’s cock pulled back and thrust deeper and deeper, opening me up around him.

                  “That’s it,” he groaned.

                  “How do I feel, sir?” I asked him with a wavering voice, mocking my secretarial address.

                  “I knew I was right in hiring you,” Darren said, thrusting harder as I jumped.

                  “Oh fuck,” I breathed.

                  His head dove deep and ran against something inside me that I’d never discovered. The pleasure was intoxicating and the tickle signaled something much bigger.

                  I only hoped Darren would continue, and there was no worry there.

                  I felt Darren’s cock pound harder and harder as his hips slammed against my ass and I felt like a machine solely for his pleasure, simply an extension of him.

                  Holding on tight, I felt the intense pleasure stream down my body and swell as another orgasm inexplicably took hold over me.

                  Victoria laughed in sheer delight as she touched herself and moaned, “She’s more experienced than I thought.”

                  “Look at that little cock tease taking every inch of your massive cock!” She added.

                  “She’s too tight to be experienced,” Darren groaned.

                  He slammed over and over until I felt his entire body tense up and Victoria laughed, “how’d you like a special treat, Katy?”

                  “What?” I asked, moaning.

                  “I let Darren have his fun but I just ask that he always use a condom. Well, I’ll make an exception with you,” she explained.

                  “Do you want to be filled up by your boss?” She laughed, “A good little secretary won’t ask questions. She’ll do as she’s told.”

                  I nodded and felt Darren’s massive cock throb repeatedly, as his moaning turned louder than ever, long and low.

                  “Fuck!” Darren growled. His hips pushed hard against my ass and I felt his cock pound as deep as it could go, eliciting a squirm from my legs as his hot load flooded my belly.

                  “Oh,” I cried, loosening my grip at the edges of the desk as Victoria bit her lip.

                  Darren’s cock pulsed a few more times until he pulled back and I caught my breath.

                  He only laughed, along with Victoria.

                  “I was wrong about you, Kate,” Darren explained, helping me from the desk.

                  “You are wild.”

                  I didn’t even know what to think, let alone what to say. I needed a moment to process what had just happened.

                  I had totally fucked my gorgeous boss, all while his wife watched and even directed us.

                  I thought that it had to be an intense daydream. I’d come to, and be at my desk, still horny and unfulfilled as ever.

                  I secretly pinched myself as I stood and pulled my dress down.

                  It was no dream. And as I saw Darren’s cock still hanging out of his pants, I wanted him again, and again.

                  “Is there anything else I can do for you, sir?” I asked. I knew he didn’t want me calling him that, but it certainly seemed appropriate in that moment.

                  “I’m going to need you to stay late tonight,” he said, winking and giving me a small pat on my ass.

                  “I hope your wife doesn’t mind,” I returned, and looked toward Victoria.

                  “Of course not, now that I know my husband is in such good hands,” she said.

                  “Just make sure you’re on-call this weekend. Darren may need you to make a stop by our estate,” she joked.

                  I adjusted myself and started for the door.

                  “Let me know if you need anything,” I said.

                  “I certainly will,” Darren returned, as he conferred with his wife.

                  I sat back at my desk after running to the bathroom to clean myself, and felt the soreness between my legs, leaving a pleasurable memory of what had just transpired.

                  I couldn’t believe that I’d gotten exactly what I’d craved so badly, and I knew that I would be the best secretary Darren ever had.

                  And certainly the hardest working one, too.
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      Emily enters her new job interview with nerves for all the wrong reasons. It's a high paying, secure gig that would set her up for life. But Bianca, the woman interviewing her, wants more than typical interview answers. She wants to see Emily's devotion to the job. That's why Bianca has a few unconventional ways of testing Emily's limits. If it comes down to sharing her husband with her new boss, will Emily be up for the wild ride?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Brenna is about to get married to her fiance, Jake.  Her best friend, Camilla, is worried about Jake's upcoming bachelor party.  When she offers to keep an eye on Brenna's fiance, Brenna instinctively agrees.  But Brenna's curiosity gets the best of her and she decides to spy on the party.  What happens when Brenna catches Camilla leaving her mark on Jake the night before the wedding?
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      "I have only one rule... it must be done the 'natural' way...

      When married couple Ashley and Dane find that Ashley is barren, they start to look for alternatives. After all, Ashley thinks, a handsome and powerful man like Dane deserves kids even if she can't be the one to give them to him.

      So, in comes Anya. The perky, blonde Ukranian college student is perfect in every way. Not only does she measure up on health and DNA records, but Ashley sees that the blonde has the figure and looks that every woman would kill for. And Dane has certainly noticed, too.

      Everything seems good to go, until Anya surprises them with a peculiar condition of their arrangement. No labratories or tubes. This must be done the old-fashioned, "all natural" way. Ashley is immediately conflicted, but the more she thinks about it, the more she fantasizes about watching her husband, with the European surrogate.

      Soon enough, Ashley may just find herself second place and humiliated, as she is out-performed by the threateningly gorgeous woman...

      Note: this first time female male female story is over 8,000 words.
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