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          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
                  I faced my reflection and wrapped a thick section of blond hair around my curling iron.  I studied my makeup as I held it there.  I released the curl and watched it bounce along my shoulders, joining the others.  I ran my fingers through my hair, fluffing it up until it was perfect.  Then I gripped the tip of my sparkling black dress and adjusted it over my full breasts.  My push-up bra was doing wonders for my cleavage, and Richard would be a fool not to notice me.

      

                  We were heading out tonight for his company’s annual New Year’s Eve party.  It would be the first thing we’d done together in months.  Richard has been staying at the office late at night and I worked as a nurse early in the morning.  Our marriage was beginning to suffer, but tonight would change all of that.

      

                  Because we made a New Year’s Resolution to rekindle the romance.  To spice up our sex life.  To do something big and bold and adventurous.  Of course, I never would’ve agreed to the resolution had I known where it would lead. To her.

      

                  Richard wore a simple black suit that hugged his sturdy frame nicely.  I’d always been more attracted to Richard than to any other man I’d met.  No one could steal me away from him, and I knew he was a real catch.  So it wasn’t any surprise to me when he constantly turned heads, especially with the women.  I’d be lying if I said it didn’t make me feel a little insecure.

      

                  We parked and walked up to his tall office building.  From the outside, I could see that only one of the glass panels was lit up, signaling his office party at least ten floors up.  We rode the elevator in silence, but Richard’s hands took mine.  “Tonight is ours,” he said.  “To regain what we’ve lost.”

      

                  I looked up into his clear, blue eyes and smiled.  In that moment, I felt eighteen again.  But the romance quickly faded.  Once the doors slid open, we were met by a seductive brunette in a short, clingy red dress.  She smiled crookedly when she saw us and I wondered if she knew my husband.  Upon first glance at him, it was obvious that they were more familiar than I would’ve imagined.  How familiar, I was unsure.

      

                  I could tell by the way Richard’s eyes widened at the sight of her that she wasn’t supposed to be there.  That he hadn’t expected her presence.  I knew then that the only reason he invited me was because he didn’t think she’d show.  And when I saw her for the first time, her perfect figure and dark hair, I suddenly knew why he’d been staying at the office so late.  What I didn’t know was how far they’d gone together.

      

                  “Rich-ard,” she said with her eyes sparkling in his direction.  “Good to see you.”

      

                  “Polly,” he said, shoving his hands in his slacks.  “I didn’t know if I’d see you tonight.”

      

                  “Yeah, my previous plans fell through,” she said.  “So I was able to make it.”  Her eyes swept in my direction and I immediately felt like I was under a microscope.  “And this must be your wife.  Beautiful thing.”

      

                  She extended her hand and I reluctantly took it.  “Tiffany,” I said, my name sounding strange in this moment.  “You work with my husband?” I asked her.

      

                  “I’m his secretary,” she said.  “But ask anyone around here and they’ll tell you that I do most of your husband’s job for him.”

      

                  He laughed nervously at that as I dropped my hand back down beside me.  “Yeah, she’s great at what she does.”

      

                  Polly smiled in a way that made me wonder what else she was great at.  “Well,” said Polly.  “I was just heading back down to my car to grab my phone.  I can be so forgetful sometimes.”  We swapped spots with her on the elevator.  “Don’t you two go anywhere.”

      

                  The doors closed and she disappeared as quickly as she came.  I turned to Richard, feeling adrenaline shake my bones.  “Have you slept with her?” I asked him point blank.  I had no other words for him.  I wanted to know the truth.

      

                  His eyes narrowed and he swallowed.  “No,” he said, as if he was disappointed that he hadn’t.

      

                  “But you want to,” I said.

      

                  “Of course not,” he said.  “If I wanted to, I could have.”

      

                  “That makes me feel so much better,” I said and I started to walk away from him, toward the center of the party.  He gripped my arm as I brushed past and turned me to face him.

      

                  “It’s the truth,” he said.  “I could’ve fucked her any day of the week.  She made herself plenty available enough to me.  But I love you.  So I didn’t.”

      

                  “But you’ve been staying late every night to flirt with and tease her.  You haven’t touched me in months.  You probably fantasize about fucking her while you stroke your cock each morning in the shower.  To be honest, Richard, you may as well fuck her with how much she’s ruined our marriage already.”

      

                  He pulled me roughly down the nearest hallway and pushed my back against the wall.  “Why would you say things like that?  As if you don’t have fantasies of your own? As if you don’t dream of fucking some new guy every now and then?”

      

                  “That’s what makes us different,” I told him.  “I don’t.  I only think of you.  I only want you.”  Shame and guilt filled his eyes as he realized I was telling the truth.  His lower lip began to tremble.  “She’s gorgeous,” I added.  “How can I blame you?”

      

                  “I don’t want to fight, Tiffany.  We’re supposed to be fixing our relationship.  Our resolution this year is to get back what he had.”

      

                  “That was before I’d realized that you were why it was lost,” I said.  “That she was why it was lost.”

      

                  “It doesn’t change anything,” he said.  “I want you.  I don’t want our marriage to fail.”

      

                  I stared into his cool blue eyes and smiled.  The wheels were turning in my mind.  “Don’t worry,” I said.  “It won’t.  Because you are going to fuck her tonight.  And I’m going to watch and make sure you go through with it.  And then she won’t be such a mystery to you anymore.  You won’t have to fantasize because you’ll have the memories.  And then you’ll move on.  You’ll get bored with her and return to me.”

      

                  “That’s insanity,” he said, but I’d already headed back into the main room.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
                  Polly had already returned and was mingling with some coworkers by the make-shift bar.  It was only then that I started second guessing my own plan.  Because how would someone ever get bored with a girl like Polly?  She seemed more like the type of girl someone would become addicted to, not bored with.

      

                  I studied her figure again.  Endless curves in a tight red dress.  Even I was salivating at the sight of her.  Of course, she didn’t wear red dresses to the office every day.  But when I pictured her in a tight black skirt and a white blouse, I wasn’t comforted.

      

                  She turned around and her brown eyes met mine.  “Tiffany,” she said upon seeing me.  “I was just wondering where the two of you had gotten off to.”

      

                  I joined her at the bar and poured myself a drink.  “We were just having a little private conversation,” I told her, feeling my heart race inside my chest.  “Clearing some things up.”

      

                  “Ah, yes,” she said.  “Husband and wife things.”

      

                  I met her gaze and smiled.  “Yes, exactly.”

      

                  “You know, Tiffany,” she said, bringing her drink to her lips, “I’m not surprised at all that Richard married you.  You’re gorgeous.”

      

                  I was taken aback by her compliment.  I’d expected more competition from her end.  I took a sip of my drink.  “Thank you.  I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t jealous of your good looks.”

      

                  She nearly spat out her drink laughing.  “Trust me,” she said.  “You have nothing to worry about.  Your husband wouldn’t cheat on you for anything.”

      

                  “Does that mean you’ve tried?” I asked her, lifting my brow.

      

                  Her eyes widened and she froze.  She hadn’t expected to be cornered.  Silence fell between us and was only broken by Richard’s appearance beside me.  “What are you two ladies discussing?” he asked nervously.

      

                  “I was about to make my proposition to Polly,” I said.

      

                  Richard laughed to hide his nerves.  He wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me to his side.  “Whatever she’s said to you, Polly, she’s kidding.”

      

                  “Your wife seems very serious to me,” she said.  “What proposition do you mean, Tiffany?”

      

                  My gaze swept up and down her body.  I imagined my husband sliding his hands up her thighs and spreading them apart.  I imagined him sinking his cock deep inside her, plunging it in over and over while she clawed at his back.

      

                  My body was tense, with nerves and jealousy.  But it was also hot and tingly.  Before I could get the words out, my panties became wet.  And I knew then that I wasn’t just doing this to keep my husband faithful.  It was something that I wanted to witness.  Or at least, my body wanted to witness it.

      

                  The moment was lost as a few coworkers came up to Richard.  He introduced me to them as Polly disappeared into the background.  I kept my eyes on her as much as possible, and I noticed when she slipped into a nearby office and closed the door.

      

                  I excused myself from the gathering and entered the same office.  She was leaning against a wall in the shadows with one hand on her neck and one hand on her thigh, inching slowly up her dress.  When she saw me, she gasped and dropped her hands by her side.

      

                  “Tiffany.  What are you doing here?”

      

                  I walked toward her with a new boldness in my step.  “What are you doing here?” I asked her.

      

                  “I just needed a little space.  To take a breather.”

      

                  “Were you thinking of him?” I asked her.  “When you touched yourself?”

      

                  Her eyes scanned my face for a hint of my intentions.  She exhaled.  “Since you have been honest with me so far, I suppose I’ll be honest with you.  Yes.  I was thinking of Richard.”

      

                  “Good,” I said, stepping so close to her I could smell her lilac perfume.  “Don’t let my presence stop you.”

      

                  “What?” she asked with wide eyes.

      

                  I took her hand in mine and then I rested it against her thigh.  “Tell me how badly you want him inside you.”

      

                  Her lips were trembling.  Her breath was shallow and quick.  “I don’t think-“

      

                  “I want to hear it,” I told her.  My voice broke and she noticed.  She caught the desperation.

      

                  Her fingers inched up under her skirt and brushed against her panties.  “I think about his big cock all of the time.  And I want it inside me more than I’ve ever wanted anything.”

      

                  “How do you know he’s big?” I asked.

      

                  “Just a guess,” she said, her fingers trailing the wet silk of her panties.

      

                  I leaned forward and she leaned toward me.  Our lips touched.  I had no intention of kissing her, but my skin buzzed at the contact.  My heart thudded against my ribs.  And before I knew it, I had her pinned to the wall with my tongue against hers.  Our breasts pushed together and I slid my thigh between her legs.  She rocked against it while returning my kiss.  She was almost there – so close to coming – when the door swung open.

      

                  “What the hell is going on in here?”

      

                  I knew from the first word that it was Richard behind me.  But Polly’s eyes were wide again, afraid of things she shouldn’t be afraid of.  “Close the door,” I told him, and he obeyed.

      

                  I stepped back from Polly, as difficult as it was.  Richard neared us.  “She says she’s been thinking about you.  Wondering how big your cock really is,” I told him.

      

                  “Tiffany, don’t do this,” he said, but I ignored him.  I turned to him and found his zipper.  His jaw was clenched, but he didn’t fight me on it.  I unfastened his slacks and tugged down on his briefs.  I shoved my hand between his legs and found his already half-hard cock.  I stroked it as his jaw clenched more.  He hardened quickly in my palm, his eyes focused on Polly.

      

                  I stepped back to give her a good look.  “There you are,” I told her.  “Is he big enough for you?”

      

                  She gasped and stared longingly at my husband’s cock.  It made my thighs quiver to see her excitement.  “He’s massive,” she said.  “You’re so lucky.”

      

                  “If only he’d fuck me with it,” I said, sending a scowl in his direction.  “But he’s been too preoccupied with you.  So now, he’s going to fuck you good and hard while I watch.”

      

                  Her eyes met mine.  She was uncertain, but she wanted it.  She wanted him.  And he wanted her.  It made me as sick as it did excited.  I knew the only way to kill the sickness was to give my husband away.  To keep control over him, even while he fucked another woman.

      

                  “So,” I said.  “Now that you’ve seen it, what do you want to do with it?”

      

                  She didn’t reply.  She only dropped to her knees in front of him.  She ran her hands up his thighs and stared up at him.  His breathing became labored as he looked down at her.  Then he looked at me.  “Tiffany, if we do this there’s no going back.”

      

                  “There’s nothing to go back to,” I told him, backing myself up to the only desk in the room.  I sat on the edge of it and spread my legs.  “Besides, I’m soaking wet just thinking about the two of you fucking.”

      

                  His eyes went wide and he blinked a few times before turning his gaze back to Polly.  “Polly,” he said, stroking her soft dark hair.  “You don’t have to do this.”

      

                  She wrapped her fingers around his cock and parted her lips.  “I want to,” she said as if his cock was oxygen.  “I’ve wanted to for so long.”  And with that, she sank her mouth over him, eliciting a groan from between his lips.  My fingers immediately found my wet panties and started to play.  I circled my clit to distract myself from the knots in my stomach.  I slipped my fingers inside my panties and plunged them deep into my pussy to drive the knots away.  I watched with bitter adrenaline as my husband slid his cock in and out of another woman’s mouth.  I watched him lose himself in her as I lost myself in them.

      

                  I could faintly hear the sounds of the party just outside.  For a moment, I wondered if the door had been locked, but I decided I didn’t care.  The adrenaline pumping through me at the thought of being caught was invigorating.  I plunged my fingers in deeper.

      

                  Richard groaned and Polly slurped over his cock.  He ran his fingers through her hair and cupped her breasts.  He lowered the straps of her dress down her shoulders and pushed it just under her breasts.  They were only covered now by a small strapless bra that was easy enough for Richard to remove.

      

                  Her breasts were perfect.  Round and firm with small pink nipples that were hard and begging to be sucked.  The more I stared at Polly’s body, the faster the knots disappeared.  I wanted her as much as my husband did, and something about that made it all feel okay.

      

                  I slipped my ass off the desk and walked over to them.  Their eyes flicked in my direction, worried about what I was about to do.  Worried if I would be angry with them.  I loved the tension that my presence brought.  I dropped to my knees beside Polly and ran my fingers – slick with my pussy’s arousal – over her nipple.  She arched her back and moaned against my husband’s cock.

      

                  The vibration of her moan must’ve sent him over, because he gripped her head and began to fuck her face hard.  And then he hunched forward, groaning, as he filled her mouth with his cum.  I watched her throat shift as she swallowed every drop.  I smiled as she pulled away and he stumbled backward.

      

                  “Fuck,” he breathed, but I wasn’t interested in him.  Not right now.  I wanted her.  I leaned forward and kissed her lips, sliding my tongue inside her cum-covered mouth.  I could taste her sweet honey saliva mixed with his salty seed.  I devoured it, the taste of both of them.  The taste of the forbidden.

      

                  I cupped Polly’s breasts and ran my thumbs across her nipples.  She worked at my dress, pulling the top of it down to my waist and removing my bra.  We twisted each other’s nipples and moaned together as we kissed.  But my pussy ached for more.  And my mouth watered at the thought of making her come.

      

                  I lay her back on the floor and rolled her dress up to her hips.  The entirety of her dress was bunched around her waist.  Her breasts were bare and her pussy was soon to be as I slid her panties down her long, silky legs.  I parted her thighs and slipped my head between them.  I stretched out my tongue and flattened it against her shaved pussy.  It tasted as sweet as her honey saliva.  But it was her moan that did me in.  It was the way her fingers clawed at my scalp as I ate her out in front of my husband.  He was stroking himself while he watched, and I enjoyed putting on a show for him.

      

                  Richard got to his knees behind me and pushed my dress up around my waist.  Now I matched Polly with an exposed ass and bare breasts.  But I still had my thong to separate Richard from me.  He was impatient, and I didn’t stop him as his fingers tugged it to the side and exposed my tender, wet peach.

      

                  He brushed the head of his cock up and down my slit while I licked Polly’s puffy lips.  I felt the tip of him push inside me, the first time he’d fucked me in months.  He pushed in slowly until he was buried deep.  And then he held it there, gripping my ass and watching me eat out another woman.

      

                  But after a moment, his dick began to pulse inside me.  He couldn’t keep it still.  He started to fuck me, hard.  Harder than he ever had.  His hips slammed against my ass and his dick burrowed into the walls of my pussy.  I cried out against Polly’s slit and the vibrations did her in.  She bucked her hips and clawed at my hair, moaning and screaming loud enough I was sure the others could hear.  But I didn’t care, and neither did she.  And Richard was too far gone to notice.

      

                  A beautiful, gentle ripple spread through Polly’s gorgeous curves.  Her moaning was soft and desperate.  Richard kept slamming hard into me, but I pushed my hands between his hips and my ass.  He got the message and slowed down, withdrawing his cock.  His eyes were full of confusion.

      

                  “If you keep going at it like that you’re going to come.  I don’t want you to come in me,” I told him, looking at our spent siren on the floor.

      

                  “You can’t be serious,” he said.

      

                  “I’m very serious.  I want to see you fill that sweet little pussy with your load.  I want to see it dripping out of her.  I want to lick her clean.  So go on, fuck her.”

      

                  He didn’t need much convincing.  Whatever inhibitions he had at the start of the night had all but faded.  He climbed over her and positioned his cock at her entrance.  I sat on my knees with an aching pussy pulsing between my thighs.

      

                  She arched her back as he pushed in deep.  “Fuck,” she groaned, looking at me with pleading eyes.  She’d never had a cock that big before.  But I couldn’t help her ease the pain.  I couldn’t make him smaller.

      

                  He hovered over her and kissed her for the first time.  The knots in my stomach returned as I watched him tenderly fuck her.  He gripped her breasts and sucked on her nipples.  They moved in unison as if they were meant to fuck each other.  She wrapped her legs around his hips and followed his rhythm.  The jealousy boiled over.

      

                  I had to break through the tenderness.  I had to remind them who was in charge.  I positioned myself at Polly’s head and spread my thighs.  Richard sat back, keeping his cock buried deep inside Polly’s pussy.  I tilted Polly’s chin until she was looking at me, upside-down.  And then I pushed my hips against her face.

      

                  She stretched out her tongue and licked my pussy.  She reached behind her head and gripped my thighs in her hands.  She wanted me as much as I wanted her, and that made it all okay.  Richard stared at me as he fucked Polly like he’d always wanted.

      

                  I didn’t look at Richard’s face, though.  My eyes were planted firmly on his cock as it slid in and out of another woman’s body.  As it disappeared inside her.  In that moment, I knew she owned a part of him.  She’d claimed it for herself.  And Richard’s cock would never be the same to me afterward.  But it would be better.  Because I would always be able to taste her on him.  I would always be able to smell her lilac-honey scent on his skin.

      

                  That thought, mixed with Polly’s soft tongue, sent electric shocks across my skin.  She reached up and caressed my breasts as I rocked my hips against her mouth.  I cried out, a painful release of everything I’d been holding in all night.  And when I came down, I felt like I could finally breathe again.

      

                  Polly returned her focus to Richard and he returned his focus to her.  He cradled her head in his hand as he rocked his hips against her.  They looked beautiful together, and I knew then that this wouldn’t be the end of Polly.  This would only be the beginning.  Because even if Richard’s fantasies were quieted, I knew mine never would be.  I would never be able to forget the way they moved together.

      

                  Richard groaned and huffed and Polly whimpered.  He pushed harder and deeper inside her until he paused altogether to empty his load.  Her fingers worked at her clit as she came.  She came while he filled her.

      

                  Out of breath and spent, he pulled back until his cock was free.  I eagerly climbed between her legs and studied her pussy.  Puffy pink with a stream of white cum spilling from her slit.  I lowered down and licked it clean.

      

                  Polly rose up on her elbows and Richard sat back on his knees.  His cock was half-hard and his eyes were focused hard on me.  “So, Tiffany, did you get what you wanted?  Is this over now?”

      

                  “It’s far from over,” I told him.  “You have to know that.”

      

                  “That’s what I was afraid of,” he said.  “This could ruin our marriage, Tiffany.”

      

                  I looked at Polly whose mouth was in a cute little pout while her concerned eyes watched us.  “Or it could save it,” I said.  Then I leaned down and kissed Polly.  I smiled when she kissed me back.
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                  “This is good, right?” I asked as I watched my husband Max look over my rough accounting.  My photography business was really starting to take off, but I wasn’t sure where to go from here.  Max had a business degree, but he was no lawyer or CPA.  Still, his opinion mattered to me.

      

                  “This is what you’re pulling in right now?  I thought you were just shooting a little bit here and there.”  His dark hair fell into his blue eyes as he looked over my receipts.  He looked more handsome to me by the day.  Of course, it didn’t help that he loved working out, making his biceps huge and his body tight overall.  Sometimes it was hard to look at him without wanting to tear off my clothes and let him fuck me.

      

                  The business, though, had gotten in the way of our more passionate moments.  I was busier than ever and I worked weekends often while Max worked during the week.  We didn’t have a lot of the same time off together.

      

                  “Yes, I’ve been getting a lot of referrals lately.  People seem to really like my work.”  I was proud of that fact, even if I still felt that small amount of insecurity.  I always suffered from imposter’s syndrome.  I kept waiting for the day when everyone would see me as the fraud I felt like.

      

                  “We should probably incorporate you then,” he said.  “You’re pulling in some serious numbers.  And you’re in a field where you could get sued.”

      

                  “Sued?  For what?”

      

                  “For messing up someone’s wedding photos.  For losing them.  There are many reasons someone might sue you.  Some of them might be stupid, but we need to find someone to help you with contracts and incorporating just to be safe.  I think it’s time we find you a lawyer.”

      

                  He looked up from the receipts with a big smile.  “I’m so proud of you, Lauren.  I thought this was just some little hobby.  But you’re really growing something big here.  To think that you’ve only been doing this for a year.”

      

                  “I’m passionate about it, I guess,” I said.  Max stood and took me in his arms.  He leaned forward and pressed his lips to mine.

      

                  “It’s sexy to see you doing so well,” he said.  “Maybe I should congratulate you in the bedroom.”

      

                  His lips moved from my lips to my cheek, and then he trailed kisses down my neck.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and arched my back for him.  I felt needy and a little dizzy at his affection.  It felt like it’d been so long since we last embraced each other like this.

      

                  His hands found my waist and slipped just under my shirt.  His arm fingers trailed up my sides, over my ribs.  I leaned into him and I felt his hard bulge press against my stomach.  My panties were wet.  My body was hot for him.

      

                  “Maybe we don’t even need the bedroom,” I whispered, and he responded with a growl.  He scooped one arm under my thighs and the other behind my back, pulling me into him until my feet had lifted from the ground.  He slowly lowered me to the hardwood below and lifted my shirt.  He planted kisses across my abdomen, making me squirm and twist underneath him.

      

                  He pulled my shirt up slowly and then lifted it over my head.  He unfastened my jeans and tugged them down my hips.  He tossed them to the side along with my high heels.  Then he spread my legs and climbed between them.  Max pressed his thumb over my panties, right where my clit was, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me.

      

                  “You’re so beautiful, Lauren,” he said as he stared down at me.  But the truth was that I never felt quite beautiful enough for him.

      

                  I reached for his t-shirt and lifted it up.  He gripped the hem and hoisted it over his head.  His body was rock solid muscle, and I ran my hands over his abs in disbelief.  “You’re getting so ripped,” I told him.

      

                  “I do it for you,” he said, but I knew that was only half true.  He enjoyed working out.  He was one of the few people I knew who enjoyed it like a hobby.  Still, I didn’t mind the Greek god that came home to me every night.  I only wished I got to explore his ripped body more often.

      

                  Max leaned over me and slid a hand behind my back.  He kissed my neck and my collarbone while unfastening my bra.  He tossed the bra to the side and planted kisses around my nipples before finally taking one in between his lips and sucking.

      

                  I ran my fingers through his hair, arching my back as I moaned for more.  He slipped a hand inside my panties.  His middle finger found my wet slit and then circled my clit with his wet fingertip.  I twisted under him and he smiled at my reactions.  If only he knew how much he possessed me.

      

                  He sat up and slid my panties down my thighs.  Then he unfastened his jeans and pulled them down with his briefs, tossing the extra clothes to the side.  His dick was hard, and I was always amazed at how long and thick it was.  Even though I’d fucked him so many times before, it was always a surprise.

      

                  He positioned the head of his cock to my pussy and pushed in.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and, when he leaned over me, I wrapped my arms around his neck.  He began to pump in and out of me while grunting.  He moved a hand between my legs and circled my clit with the pad of his thumb.  I moaned and cried out in response.

      

                  I arched my back, pressing my body close to his as he took me harder and faster.  “I’m going to come,” I warned him, and that was all he needed to hear.  As my climax broke over me, he groaned against my cheek.  I could feel his hot cum filling me.

      

                  He collapsed against me and we caught our breath.  Then he slowly withdrew and lay beside me.  I turned to him and smiled.  “So, do you know any good lawyers?”

      

                  He laughed.  “Not a clue. But maybe I could ask around.  Didn’t you say your roommate from college was going to law school?”

      

                  “Ava?  Yeah, but I haven’t talked to her in years.  I don’t know if she actually did or what she specializes in.”

      

                  “Well,” he said.  “Maybe you can look her up.  She might be able to recommend you to someone.”

      

                  I bit my lower lip.  I wouldn’t have to look her up.  I followed her on social media.  I had lied to Max about not knowing where she was in life.  I had lied because he’d never met her, and I never intended to let him meet her.

      

                  Ava was drop dead gorgeous from head to toe.  Long, dark hair with coal black eyes.  Her smile was infectious, but she was far from an innocent young woman.  When I’d known her in college, she was a boyfriend stealer.  It was as if she got off on it.  The last thing I wanted was to introduce my hunk of a husband to the most gorgeous homewrecker I knew.

      

                  But after a few weeks of failed attempts to find someone, I didn’t see another choice.  I contacted Ms. Ava Morrison, attorney at law.  And then I got the dreaded reply back from her.

      

                  I can help you with everything you need, she replied in an email.  No recommendations necessary.  By the way, I’ve heard you’re married now.  If you can’t afford the consultation fees, maybe we can work out some kind of arrangement. ;)

      

                  A chill went down my spine at her response.  Of course she’d say something like that, I thought.  It was hardly professional, and I doubt she pulled that stunt on any normal client.  But I was her old roommate.  I knew how she enjoyed herself in her spare time.  She loved telling me about all the men she’d lured away from their girlfriends at parties and college events.

      

                  At the time, I actually found it exciting.  I remembered touching myself night after night as the stories she told replayed in my mind.

      

                  But it was different when the man was mine.

      

                  For the longest time, I didn’t tell Max that I had reached out to her.  It was only several months later when he pressured me harder to find a lawyer that I caved.  “I might’ve found someone,” I said.

      

                  “That’s great,” he said.  “Who?”

      

                  “Ava Morrison. My old roommate.”

      

                  “You don’t seem very excited,” he said, rubbing my arms as he stood in front of me in the bedroom.

      

                  “I don’t know if she’s an option,” I said.

      

                  “What do you mean?”

      

                  “I mean…she’s a little eccentric. Especially since she knows me personally.  She’s not going to want a typical payment for her services,” I told him.

      

                  He laughed.  “What kind of payment does she want?”

      

                  I stared at him long and hard before finally divulging the secret I’d been hiding for months.  “She’s going to want you,” I said.

      

                  He laughed again until he read the serious expression on my face.  “Well, that’s too bad isn’t it?  Because she can’t have me.”

      

                  “You don’t understand,” I said.  “You won’t be able to say no to her.  She’s very beautiful and very seductive.”

      

                  He cocked his brow.  “I deserve more credit than that, Lauren.  I think I can handle being around another beautiful woman.”

      

                  “I guess we’ll see,” I said, feeling nervous flutters in my belly.  “I’ll set up an appointment.”

      

                  “Good,” he said.  He gripped my arms and kissed my forehead.  “Don’t worry so much.  Everything is going to be fine.”
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                  We pulled into the parking lot of Ava Morrison’s law firm and walked inside.  Max looked stunning in his dark blue button up and dark jeans.  I was in a simple black dress with my blond hair in curls around my shoulders.  I must’ve changed my makeup a dozen times before finally feeling ready to face Ava again.

      

                  But I still wasn’t truly ready.  Not while bringing Maxwell by my side.

      

                  We met her receptionist and waited for her to collect us.  She stepped out of her office and her eyes immediately met Max’s.  “I’m ready for you two,” she said.

      

                  I bet she is, I thought, feeling my stomach churn.  What I didn’t expect as we walked into her office was for my panties to feel wet.  It’s nothing, I told myself, trying to deny that my heart was racing.

      

                  Ava looked gorgeous as always.  Full breasts with a small waist and slender, but curvy hips.  She was in a tight black skirt and a white button up.  Her blazer was slung over the back of her office chair as she sat down behind her desk.  Max and I took the seats in front of her.

      

                  “So you want to incorporate your business?  I can help you with that,” she said.  “But I thought we’d discuss payment first.”

      

                  Maxwell chuckled to himself.  “Lauren here seems to have this crazy idea that you’d want some kind of unconventional payment.”

      

                  Ava glanced at him with the same fire in her eyes that she had in college when she was chasing some poor girl’s boyfriend.  “She’s right about that,” she said.  “The question is how badly she wants my help.”

      

                  “I don’t need your help, Ava,” I said.  “I can always find someone else.”

      

                  She smiled at me.  “Of course you can,” she said.  “But I think you want to pay me in an unconventional way.  I still remember the look you’d get on your face when I told you all those stories.  I still remember the whimpering you did at night as you touched yourself thinking about it.”

      

                  “Woah,” said Max, holding up his hands and looking back and forth between us.  “What are we talking about here?”

      

                  I didn’t dare look at him. I was embarrassed at the truth.  “Ava likes to sleep with men who are already in a relationship.  It’s all she did in college.”

      

                  “Jesus,” he said.  “And you liked it?”

      

                  “None of the men were mine,” I said, finally lifting my eyes to him.  “It sounded hot at the time.”

      

                  “It’ll be hot now, too,” said Ava who stood from her seat and walked around her desk.  She leaned her firm ass against the edge of the desk and crossed her legs at the ankles.  “Just let yourself think about it for a moment.”

      

                  I didn’t dare.  It wasn’t something I should ever do.  It was the kind of thing that could destroy my marriage.  But maybe Ava was right.  Maybe, deep down, I wanted it.  After all, I knew that she’d want Maxwell as payment.  But I came to see her anyway.  Even when I was avoiding it, I was still considering it.

      

                  “You aren’t seriously considering this, are you?” Max asked me.  I stared at him long and hard, trying to muster up a lie that sounded convincing.  No, of course I’m not.  Only an idiot would consider something like that.

      

                  “Would you fuck her?” I asked instead of lying my way out of my own desires.

      

                  Ava seemed surprised at this.  As if no man had ever turned her down.  Max laughed.  “This is ridiculous.”

      

                  “I’m serious, Max,” I said, my voice strained through a tightened throat.  “Would you fuck her?”

      

                  His eyes scanned Ava’s body and his Adam’s apple shifted.  He parted his lips to answer, but nothing came out.

      

                  “Max,” said Ava.  “Your wife is giving you permission to fuck another woman.  For goodness sake, answer her question.”

      

                  “Yes,” he said without hesitation.  “Yes, I would fuck her.”  He turned to me.  “But you better be serious about this.  This better not be some kind of trap or something.”

      

                  “Don’t you trust me?” I asked him.

      

                  His expression softened.  “Yes, Lauren.  Of course I do.”

      

                  I exhaled, my nerves becoming more wired by the minute.  “Okay,” I told Ava.  “You can have him in exchange for helping me with my business.”  I stood and started to walk toward the door when I heard Ava speak.

      

                  “Not so fast,” she said.  “You’re going to watch the whole thing.”

      

                  I turned back to face her.  I tried to speak, but I couldn’t.  I wanted to argue, to protest, but I was frozen in place.  Ava didn’t wait for me to find my voice.  She had already lowered to her knees in front of my seated husband and began to unzip his jeans.  He leaned his head back and lifted his hips.  She slid his jeans and briefs down from his hips and pulled out his cock.

      

                  “Fuck.  This thing is huge,” she said.  But she quickly sank her mouth over it lie a pro.  I stayed in place, standing in the middle of the room while Ava sucked my husband’s cock.

      

                  This is crazy, I thought.  I tried to make eye contact with Max, to see if he wanted out of the whole thing.  But he was already lost to Ava’s mouth.  She made delicious slurping sounds while she took his cock in and out of her pretty pink lips.  My panties were getting wetter by the second, and my pussy was aching to be touched.  But I didn’t want to let Ava know that she had that effect on me, even though she could probably read it all over my face.

      

                  Max ran his hand through Ava’s thick locks.  She stared up at him with a mouth full of his cock.  She looked so dirty.  So filthy.  Like some desperate whore for his body.  But he seemed to love every moment.  His concern for me had seemingly shattered, which left me feeling both jealous and turned on at the same time.  I shifted my thighs together as I stood watching them, and I felt my clit spark at the contact.

      

                  A whimper escaped my lips and Ava glanced at me.  She stare at me while her head bobbed up and down over my husband’s lap.  He began to grunt and groan as she choked down every inch of his long, thick cock.  But it felt like Ava was making love to me through her gaze.  It felt like I was living through her as she slurped and sucked on his length.

      

                  I ran my hand along my neck, eager and terrified to see my husband lose control and cum in her mouth.  I was both excited and horrified at the thought of his seed swimming in her belly.  I wondered if her floral perfume would be forever marked on Max’s skin.  I wondered if I would continue to smell her even when I was alone with him afterward.

      

                  Max gripped Ava’s head in both hands and began thrusting his hips.  She kept her gaze on me, as if to dare me to stop it.  But she knew I wouldn’t.  That I couldn’t.  She knew I needed this as much as she wanted it.

      

                  Max hunched forward and held her head tight to his lap as he came.  His brows furrowed, his biceps flexed and he curled his body around her head as she swallowed down every drop of his cum.  I knew just how big his loads usually were, too.  Her effort was impressive.

      

                  He leaned back in his chair, out of breath, and Ava sat back on her heels wiping her mouth.  But she still looked like she was holding something in.  She curled her index finger and motioned for me to join her.  I slowly found my footing and walked toward her.  She patted the floor next to her and I dropped to my knees.  She leaned to me until her lips were pressed to mine.  I’d never kissed Ava before, but it was divine.  Her lips were soft and her floral scent wrapped around me like a cloud.  Then her lips parted, and so did mine, and the flood of cum came rushing in.

      

                  She had passed my husband’s cum to my mouth through a kiss.  I swallowed it as our tongues tangled in the waves of salty seed.  It felt so wrong.  So filthy.  But I was dying for more.  My body was aching for more of this filth that Ava had to give.

      

                  Lost in a daze, I began to unbutton Ava’s blouse and she reached behind me to unzip my dress.  Our hands clawed at each other’s clothes until they were in two messy piles on the floor.  We stood naked before Max, who was gazing on in astonishment.

      

                  Ava’s hands slid up the sides of my torso and then over my breasts.  A moan escaped me as her fingers found my nipples.  She pinched and rolled them while she kissed my neck.  Then she moved one hand between my legs to massage my pussy.  My knees were so weak, I could barely keep standing.  So she moved me to her desk where I sat on the edge.

      

                  Ava dropped to her knees and slid a finger inside my pussy.  I glanced at Max who had removed his shirt and was now stroking his cock while watching us.  Ava leaned forward and sucked on my clit while her finger worked in and out of me.  She curved it up toward my belly until it hit my most sensitive spot.

      

                  I cried out as my climax broke over me.  My body shook like it had a fever, and I could feel the beads of sweat on my brow.  Ava stood up and kissed me so that I could taste my own pussy on her lips.  It was a taste I never wanted to forget.

      

                  Next, Ava sat next to me on the desk and spread her legs.  “Tell your husband to come fuck me,” she said.

      

                  I swallowed, almost forgetting that he was the whole reason we were there.  “Fuck her, Max,” I told him with a shaky voice.

      

                  He stood and stepped out of his jeans and briefs.  He walked over to Ava and pressed the tip of his cock against her shaved pussy.  He hesitated, but Ava wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him into her.  In one quick motion, I watched his cock disappear inside her.

      

                  My chest felt like it was tearing in two as if I was watching him disappear inside her instead.  He pulled his hips back and pushed in again, groaning with each thrust.  His brows furrowed and his mouth hung open.  He seemed completely lost to her, like I no longer existed.

      

                  But despite the emotional turmoil I felt, I was also aroused.  I placed my fingers on my pussy and began to circle my clit, occasionally dipping my fingers inside to the same rhythm that Max fucked Ava.

      

                  Just as Max was on the verge of cumming, Ava stopped him by pushing on his chest.  “I want to watch you fuck your wife for a moment,” she said.

      

                  Max glanced at me as if he’d forgotten I was there.  He nodded, but he looked like he was barely able to process what was happening.  He withdrew his cock, covered in her juices, and brought it over to me.  He stepped between my legs and pushed the head against my entrance.  As he slipped inside me, my thighs tingled.  I couldn’t stop thinking about how he was pushing Ava’s wetness inside along with his cock.

      

                  I circled my clit with my fingers while Ava watched on.  Max started to pound me hard and fast.  He gripped my breasts and sucked on my nipples.  I wrapped an arm around his neck and my legs around his waist.

      

                  I cried out, but Ava silenced my cries with her mouth.  And that’s what did me in.  Having Ava’s tongue in my mouth while Max fucked me with her own pussy’s wetness covering his cock was more than I could take.  I moaned against Ava’s lips and felt my body shake like it never had before.

      

                  By the time I was finished cumming, I was completely out of breath with a hazy mind.  I wondered if that was Ava’s intention all along, because when Max started fucking her again, I didn’t even think about grabbing him a condom.

      

                  Ava flipped onto her stomach, standing bent over her desk.  Max slipped his cock into her pussy from behind.  He gripped her ass in his hands and pumped his dick over and over into her tight, wet pussy.  I lay on the desk, dizzy from my two orgasms.

      

                  Ava was moaning as she circled her clit.  Max slammed her into the desk again and again.  His hair fell into his face and his grunts became more forceful.  He was about to come.  I knew it, but I couldn’t stop it.

      

                  He slammed into her and held himself there, pounding his fists on the desk on either side of Ava.  She let out moan after moan, her body shaking underneath my husband.  And it was only then that I realized that he’d released his load inside of her.  With no protection.

      

                  Max pulled out once he caught his breath.  My gut was twisted with jealousy, but the curiosity was too great.  I slipped off the desk and dropped to the floor behind Ava.  I could see his cum dripping out of her puffy, pink peach.  And without thinking, I moved my mouth to her pussy and drank it in.

      

                  I slipped my tongue inside of her, cleaning every drop I could.  Then I leaned back on my heels and Ava spun around to face us.

      

                  “I think that’s a fair enough payment for a few sessions,” she said with a mischievous grin.

      

                  “A few sessions?” I asked.  “You mean, we have to do this again?”

      

                  She dropped down beside me and gave me a kiss.  “Oh, Lauren.  Don’t you want to do it again?”

      

                  I inhaled her scent and thought about how I’d always smell her on Max’s body from now on.  I’d always think of her when I was fucking him.  I kissed her back and nodded.  “Yes, I said.  I want to.”

      

                  “Really?” asked Max, who was starting to dress himself.  “So this….this will be a regular thing?”

      

                  “If you want to,” I told him, hoping he’d say both yes and no.  But I already knew what his answer would be.

      

                  “Hell yeah,” he said with a smile.

      

                  Ava and I dressed ourselves while she gave dirty glances to both me and Max.  Once we were fully dressed, the three of us took our seats.

      

                  “Now,” said Ava.  “Let’s see about those documents.”  But my mind was already straying to the next time I’d get to share my husband with her.
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                  “That’s the only one available?” I asked Owen, my boyfriend of the past six months.  His soft, brown hair hung over his blue eyes as he clicked away at the computer.  My gaze traveled down his biceps.  He’d been working out more and his progress was definitely starting to show.  My body tingled just looking at him.  He hadn’t touched me in weeks – mostly because of how busy both of us had been with jobs and college classes – and my body was craving him more than ever.  I couldn’t wait much longer for our vacation to start.

      

                  We were planning out a road trip – our first vacation in over a year – but our budget was limited.  We decided to stay at cheap room rentals rather than hotels, but availability was turning out to be a struggle.  It seemed that everyone else in the country had the same idea we did.

      

                  “There are other rentals, Tanya, but not in our price range.  Do you mind having a host?” he asked.

      

                  I shrugged.  “It seems weird to stay at someone’s place while they’re there.  What if they’re a little crazy?”

      

                  Owen looked up at me and smiled.  He reached out his hand and took mine, pulling me into him.  “You don’t have to worry,” he said.  “I’ll be there to protect you.”  He flexed his biceps as he said this.  I couldn’t help but laugh.

      

                  “Your muscles are still new and won’t protect us against everything.”

      

                  “No,” he said, “but I’m sure it won’t be a problem.  Looking through the reviews, people have had very nice things to say about her.”

      

                  “Her?” I asked.

      

                  “Yeah,” he said.  “I guess it’s a woman’s place.  Does that make you feel any better?”

      

                  “A little,” I said.  “Are there any pictures of her?”

      

                  “I don’t know,” he said, glancing back at the computer screen.  He scrolled through the page.  “Ah, here’s one.”

      

                  I leaned down until our cheeks were almost touching.  I stared at the photo.  My heart started to race as my eyes studied the subtle curves of the sexy woman in front of me.  I swallowed the lump in my throat.  “She’s younger than I expected,” I said, feeling a little envious that she was my age with the body of a model.

      

                  “Yeah,” said Owen.  “I thought she’d be a granny or something.  This is even better, though, right?”

      

                  I shrugged.  It wasn’t better at all, but not due to safety concerns.  Unfortunately, since I didn’t want to tell Owen that I was bothered by how attractive she was, I lied to him.  “Yeah, this is fine.  We can stay there.”

      

                  “Good,” he said.  “I’ll book it.  Looks like we’ll be meeting…Bridget tomorrow.”

      

                  “Bridget,” I said, biting my cheek so I didn’t say anything more.  Owen closed out the browser after booking the reservation, but Bridget’s photo kept floating in my mind.  I couldn’t stop seeing her long, brown hair as it draped around her full breasts, covered only by a halter top that still showed plenty of cleavage.

      

                  Determined to fight off the jealousy that was building inside me, I turned to Owen.  I gripped his shoulders and straddled his lap.  I kissed him just as the look of surprise was starting to show on his face.  My lips crashed into his.  I slipped my tongue inside his mouth.  He gripped my hips and groaned as we kissed, but I could tell he wasn’t into it.  He was too tired, or tense, or something else.

      

                  He pulled back.  “I’m sorry, Tanya,” he said.  “We will soon, I promise.  I just need a little break.  This vacation will be good for us.”

      

                  “Yeah,” I said.  “Maybe it will.”  But deep down, I was afraid it would be good for him and not us.  One night at Bridget’s place and who knows if Owen would still be into me the next morning.

      

                  I walked to the bathroom to get ready for bed while Owen finished up some things on his computer.  I stared at my reflection.  I tugged at the elastic in my hair, tightening my blond ponytail.  It wasn’t that I thought I was unattractive.  I was cute in a girl-next-door sort of way.  I had a button nose and a friendly smile.  I had a fit, lean body.  But I didn’t have an hourglass figure like Bridget.  I didn’t have the sexy vixen look I’d frequently seen guys drool over.  And worst of all, Owen was my first lover.  I was inexperienced.  Something about Bridget’s photo made me think she was far more experienced than me.

      

                  I felt a tingle spread through my body and I locked the bathroom door.  I leaned my back against the door, feeling hot and out of breath.  I slipped a hand inside my leggings and then inside my panties.  I was wet.  Soaking wet.  I closed my eyes and let my fingers brush against my clit.  A spark shot through me as I imagined Owen on his knees with his mouth pressed to my pussy.  I pictured his tongue brushing up and down my slit, sucking on me until I came.  But then the image changed.

      

                  I was now picturing Owen on his knees in front of Bridget, her staring down at him with a dominant gaze.  Her taking ownership of my boyfriend.  My fingers moved wildly despite the knots twisting in my stomach.  I covered my mouth so Owen wouldn’t hear my moans.  My body trembled and my climax broke over me.

      

                  I cleaned my fingers and got ready for the night.  Once I entered the bedroom, Owen was already asleep in bed.  I crawled in beside him, wide awake, as I contemplated what had just happened.  How am I going to stay a night with Bridget if this is how I react from one photo?

      

                  I tried to remind myself that she might not be into us like that.  Maybe she wouldn’t even find Owen attractive.  But it was all a lie I was telling myself.  Owen was the hottest guy I’d ever seen, and he frequently turned eyes when we went out together.  It would be a surprise if Bridget didn’t at least notice him the way most girls noticed him.

      

                  I took a deep breath and pulled the covers over my head.  I willed myself to sleep, hoping the light of day would make things easier.
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                  The light of day didn’t help at all.  It brought with it the realization that we were actually leaving.  We were about to go on vacation and our first stop – after many sexless nights – was a stay at Bridget’s two bedroom apartment.  We were renting out the second room, but we’d be in close proximity to her.  I was nervous as hell.

      

                  “You okay?” asked Owen as he loaded our things into the trunk of his sedan.  “You seem a little shaken.”

      

                  “I’m fine,” I said.  “It’s just been a little while since we’ve traveled.  I guess I’m a little nervous.”

      

                  “Don’t be,” he said with a smile that I wished I could match.  “Everything is going to be fine.”

      

                  I tried to pretend I felt better as we got in the car.  Owen started the drive and I was thankful when we put on some music so I wouldn’t have to explain myself anymore.  The six hour drive passed so quickly.  Every mile marker I counted made me feel more wired.

      

                  We finally pulled up into Bridget’s apartment complex and let her know we had arrived.  Come on up! she texted Owen.

      

                  We got our things from the trunk and climbed the stairs to the second level.  We found her apartment and knocked on the door.

      

                  My heart raced when the door swung open.  She was standing there in just a short bathrobe, her hair still wet.  “Sorry for my appearance,” she said.  “I’m in the middle of soaking in the tub.  Nice to meet you guys.  I’m Bridget.”

      

                  “I’m Owen and this is Tanya,” said my boyfriend.  Bridget extended her arm and we both shook her hand once.

      

                  “Come on in and make yourselves at home.  I’m just going to finish my bath.”

      

                  We walked into her posh apartment and I noticed the tension between Owen and Bridget.  Mostly the tension that Owen was carrying.  I glanced at him, but his eyes were distant.  He seemed a little shaken himself.

      

                  I watched Bridget go back to the bathroom, but before she fully entered she’d already begun to slip her robe from her shoulders.  Her back was toned and smooth.  I caught a side view of her breast before she shut the door behind her.

      

                  “Who does that?” Owen finally asked.

      

                  “What?” I found the guest bedroom and Owen followed me inside.

      

                  “Answers the door naked?” he asked.

      

                  “She wasn’t naked.  She had a robe on.”

      

                  “She may as well have been,” he said, and I wondered what he meant by that.  I stared at him long and hard, but he didn’t glance my way.  Instead, he just unpacked his bag and threw himself on the bed.

      

                  “Do you think she’s attractive?” I asked him.

      

                  “What?  No,” he said, but I could tell he was lying.  “You’re the only girl for me, Tanya,” he said.  “You always will be.”  I crawled in bed beside him and he wrapped his arms around me.

      

                  “I have something to confess,” I told him.

      

                  “You do?”

      

                  I nodded.  “Last night…after seeing Bridget’s photo, I…”

      

                  Owen’s eyes were wide on mine, but his brows were furrowed in confusion.  “You what?”

      

                  “I thought about her…while I touched myself.”

      

                  Owen was silent for a moment.  He was processing what I’d said, but I could tell he was having trouble.  “Really?” he asked.  “That’s pretty hot.”

      

                  “You don’t think it’s weird?”

      

                  “Why would I think that’s weird?  That’s like every guy’s fantasy.”

      

                  “No, every guy’s fantasy is to fuck two girls at once, not have their girlfriend masturbate to the thought of another girl.”

      

                  “Okay, well it’s the closest I’m going to get, right?”  He was teasing, but it stung me a little.

      

                  “Is that something you want?” I asked him.

      

                  “Well, I wouldn’t turn it down,” he said.  “But you don’t have to worry about all of this.  Bridget is just a hostess.  I doubt she’s into any of that anyway.  And we’re only here for one night.”

      

                  “You’re right.  Of course,” I said, feeling stupid for admitting to my thoughts.  Though since I had spoken of them, they seemed less bizarre and more comforting.  Maybe it was just a silly fantasy.  Maybe it will be for Owen too.  Nothing more.

      

                  There was a knock on the door which made me jolt in Owen’s arms.  “You guys want a beer?  I was just about to pop one open.”

      

                  “Sure thing,” said Owen.  The two of jumped from the bed and pulled open the door.  We met Bridget in the living room where she handed us each a beer.  Bridget was now fully dressed, but her clothes were still skimpy.  She was in silky pajama shorts that barely covered her ass and a camisole.  Her nipples were hard and poking through the fabric.

      

                  “Sorry if it’s not your preferred brand.”

      

                  “It’s fine,” I said.  “I don’t drink much anyway.”

      

                  “I got that vibe from you,” she said, looking me up and down.  “You seem like a do-gooder type.”

      

                  “Not always,” I said, wondering why I felt so defensive.

      

                  “She’s lying,” said Owen.  “Tanya is a very good girl.”  I caught sight of the way Bridget’s eyes lit up.

      

                  “Is that so?” she asked, her eyes hanging on me while her tongue swept across her lower lip.  “Good girls are needed in this world.”

      

                  I shrugged.  “I guess so.”

      

                  “Don’t underestimate yourself,” she said, her eyes fixed on me.  My lungs locked up on me and I shifted in my seat, trying to shake her gaze from me.  Finally, she moved her eyes to Owen who had chosen to sit beside her on the sofa.  I sat across from them in an accent chair, feeling like a third wheel.

      

                  “So, I’m guessing you guys aren’t in a very adventurous relationship?” she asked.

      

                  “What do you mean?” Owen said.

      

                  “You know.  An open relationship?  Tanya seems like a goody two-shoes, but I got a vibe from both of you when you walked in.  I’ve participated in a few so I’m familiar with it.  But I must’ve been wrong.”  She took a sip of her beer but Owen and I remained silent.  “Sorry,” she said, “my mouth ran away with me again.  I’m always saying things I shouldn’t.  My mother always said I was too nosy.”

      

                  “No, not at all,” I said.  The next words out of my mouth surprised me.  “Your vibe wasn’t totally inaccurate.”

      

                  Owen glanced at me with wide eyes and his mouth agape.  “Tanya, what are you doing?”

      

                  “It’s okay,” said Bridget.  “I’ve had that effect on a few couples.  I’m not sure what it is about me.”

      

                  “You’re gorgeous,” I said without thinking.

      

                  Bridget smiled at me.  “Thanks for the compliment.”

      

                  “I meant, that’s why you have that effect on people,” I added.

      

                  “Lots of people are beautiful,” she said.  “It doesn’t usually lead to couples opening up to them.”

      

                  I chewed my lower lip, wondering if I should put a stop to this conversation.  But there was an intense burning inside me.  I felt like it would consume me if I didn’t speak.  “You’re not just beautiful,” I told her.  Owen watched me closely as I spilled my guts to the stranger we were staying with.  “There’s something alluring about you.  Seductive.  Desirable.”

      

                  Bridget’s eyes held mine and her index finger traced the top of her beer can.  “Is that so?” she asked.

      

                  I suddenly felt the weight of my words.  I’d expected to feel free from their secrecy by letting them out, but instead, I was terrified.  What if I instigated something I couldn’t take back?  What if I ruined my relationship with Owen?

      

                  “So, what are you saying?” she asked.  “Do you desire me?”

      

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat, trying to keep myself from saying another word.  But Bridget then turned to Owen.  “And what do you think?  Do you agree with Tanya?”

      

                  He swallowed the lump in his throat and nodded.  Bridget stood up, showcasing her long, silky legs to Owen.  She walked to her small dining area backed up slightly until her thighs touched the edge of the table.  She flipped her hair over her shoulder and hoisted herself up to sitting.

      

                  “Then let’s see what you two are made of,” she said in a darker tone than I’d heard her use before.  Owen looked at me again with concern, but I nodded for him to follow orders.  He walked toward her, and slowly lowered to his knees while keeping his gaze locked on Bridget.  She slid her pajama shorts down her slender legs.  I bit my lower lip when I caught a glimpse of her bright pink panties.  They looked wet and I wondered how long they’d been that way.  I couldn’t help but walk toward them to get a better view.

      

                  Owen still kept his focus on her, but I could see his pants growing tighter.  Knowing he was getting hard made my pussy wet and I wondered how long I could keep standing.  I shifted my thighs together as if that could quell my desire, but instead it only made things worse.

      

                  Bridget reached for her panties and slowly pulled them down her legs.  I saw a dripping wet, trimmed pussy underneath.  My blood pounded in my ears.  Owen’s primal instincts kicked in and he was fully hard.  I sat in the nearest dining chair as I took in the sight of her.  She glanced at me and smiled.  Despite the uncertainty of what I’d just agreed to, I felt a sense of gratitude.

      

                  Bridget pushed her ankles together to slide her panties over her bare feet.  She tossed them to the side and spread her legs far apart on the table.  She curled her index finger and motioned for Owen to come closer.  He didn’t look at me for permission, but it wouldn’t have mattered because he had it.  I wanted to see how far she was going to take this.  I wanted to see Bridget completely naked for myself.

      

                  Owen shuffled his knees against the tile as he moved in between her legs.  His face was inches from her pussy.  Bridget leaned her head back and exhaled.  She placed a hand on his head and pulled him all the way in.  I watched him stretch out his tongue and flatten it against her wet slit.  He wrapped his lips around her mound, sucking in his cheeks a little.

      

                  “Ohhh,” she moaned as she felt my boyfriend’s mouth on her pussy.  I shifted awkwardly in my seat.  I was so turned on that I didn’t know what to do with myself.  I watched eagerly as my boyfriend fulfilled my new fantasy fantasy – a fantasy that was quickly becoming both of ours.

      

                  He pushed his tongue inside of her slit and dragged it up to her small clit.  She slowly removed her top so that her bare breasts were exposed.  I saw her tiny pink nipples harden as he teased her.  She reached down for his hands and brought them up to her breasts.  He massaged them and lapped at her pussy.

      

                  I couldn’t help but rock my hips in my seat while watching.  I’d never imagined my boyfriend with a strange woman, but I mostly never imagined that it would turn me on so much.  Of course, it was mostly that it felt wrong.  Like I shouldn’t be seeing him like this.

      

                  She grabbed Owen’s head with both hands and rocked her hips against his face.  He struggled for air but kept licking dutifully.  The sight of his face pressed up to her pussy was the most intoxicating sight I’d ever seen.  I wanted to drink in that image forever.  I wanted to slide a hand between my legs and finger myself to it.

      

                  I rested my hands on my thighs and leaned back in my chair.  I kept my eyes on Bridget to see if she would notice.  I slid a hand on the inside of one thigh and slowly dragged it upward.

      

                  “Not so fast, Tanya,” she scolded.  Her body began to shake with pleasure, but she was still ready to take control.  “You’ll get your turn,” she said.  I nodded and quickly pulled my hands from my lap.  It was almost torture to not be able to relieve myself of the building pressure between my legs.

      

                  Bridget’ body shook and she pushed Owen’s face in deeper.  His tongue swirled in and out of her folds and dipped back inside of her slit.  He looked up at her, still holding onto her tits and massaging them.  I watched her arch her back and let out set of whimpering howls.  She was trying to keep quiet but failing miserably.  The fact that she couldn’t keep control of her own arousal excited me.  I wanted to make her scream with ecstasy.  I wanted to make her feel so good that the neighbors heard her moans.  I wondered if I would ever get my chance.

      

                  Bridget came down gracefully and Owen pulled his face from her lap.  As if he finally remembered I was in the room, he turned to look at me with concern.  He mouthed an apology and I mouthed that it was okay.  I couldn’t blame him for finding her irresistible, and I wanted him to please her.  I wanted to watch her come again and again.  I wanted him to make her body quiver again.

      

                  She hopped down from the table and brought Owen up to standing.  She pressed her lips to his, kissing him for the first time.  As her tongue probed his mouth, her hand roamed over his growing erection.  I shifted in my seat again, desperate to feel some relief from the heat that was building in my dining room.

      

                  Bridget unfastened Owen’s jeans and slid her hand inside.  Through the fabric, I could make out the motions of her stroking him.  He groaned mid-kiss and she smiled.  She lowered to her knees and brought his jeans and boxers with her.  His cock shot forward, eager to be touched and sucked.

      

                  “Oh fuck,” she cried when she saw how long and thick he was.  “You make sure to hang onto this one,” she told me.  I nodded, willing to do anything she told me to.  She turned back to his throbbing cock and wrapped her soft hand around the base of his shaft.  She stroked it back and forth a few times before parting her lips.  She wrapped them around the tip of his cock and his eyes rolled into the back of his head.

      

                  She sucked in her cheeks and drew him further in.  I knew when he’d hit the back of her throat because she gagged a little on it.  I sat forward in my seat, eager to get a closer look.  Owen kept his head lowered so he could watch the sexy stranger suck him off.  He could barely keep his eyes open, though, due to the pleasure being so intense.

      

                  She moved her head back and forth, twisting her grip on his shaft as she expertly sucked.  I watched her every movement and mentally took notes on how to better please my boyfriend.  Bridget knew what she was doing because it wasn’t long before his abs clenched underneath his tight shirt.  I could see by the look in his eyes and the tightness of his muscles that he was preparing to come.  I bit my lower lip again and huffed out a little of my own tension.

      

                  He gripped the edge of the table as he let out a loud moan.  She swallowed every drop of his cum and then pulled away from his hips.

      

                  I wanted to please too.  I wanted to give her more.

      

                  She grabbed Owen by the shoulders and backed him up to the table until he was sitting on it just as she had moments before.  Then she turned to me for the first time.  She placed her hands on my neck and leaned in for a heavenly kiss.  A jolt of electricity ran through me.  Her tongue forced its way between my lips and explored the inside of my mouth.  I reached for her waist and she let me grab hold of her hips.  My hands climbed higher until they caressed her bare breasts.  That was all it took to get Owen’s cock ready again.

      

                  Bridget pulled back from our kiss and climbed over my boyfriend’s lap, straddling him.  She leaned him back so he laid flat against the table.  She stroked his cock a few times and then pressed the tip of him to her wet slit.

      

                  I watched her push him inside of her, slowly at first then quickly.  Her tight pussy swallowed all of him hungrily.  She rocked her hips against his pelvis and I could see a few inches peek out each time she lifted her hips to grind him.

      

                  I felt empty without her kiss or her touch but strangely fulfilled at the view before me.  Owen brought his hands to the hips I was just touching.  He let his hands climb just as mine had until they were caressing her perfect breasts.  She picked her hips up and slammed them down.  She alternated between lifting her hips and rocking them.  A few times, she even swirled them around his thick cock in small circles that drove him crazy.

      

                  He groaned and shook with pleasure as she dominated his lap.  She bounced up and down, her breasts swaying as she did so.  Owen could hardly keep ahold of them.  She arched her back, leaned her head back and let out a wild moan as she came all over my boyfriend’s cock.

      

                  She turned her head toward me and kissed me.  She pulled off of my boyfriend and started to undress me.  “Off the table,” she told Owen as she dropped my pants and panties to the floor.  She lifted my top above my head and unfastened my bra.  I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my soaking wet panties.

      

                  Bridget ran her hands along my breasts and pinched my nipples, sending a jolt of heat down my spine.  A ball of nerves went haywire between my legs and I ached desperately to be touched by her.  She led me to the table and laid me back like she had done with Owen.  She spread my legs and licked her lips.  Her head lowered down and she ran her tongue along my pulsing wet slit.

      

                  I couldn’t help but squeal with delight.  She pulled up only long enough to direct Owen behind her.  He slid his cock into her wet pussy while she licked me.  She moved her hands to my breasts and teased my nipples while she thrust her tongue in and out of me.  I’d never been with a woman before, but now I didn’t know if I could live without it.

      

                  Each time Owen thrust his hips against her, it pushed her tongue in a new direction against my pussy.  Watching him fuck her from behind while viewing her face against my pussy nearly sent me over the edge. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could last, but I hoped it would be long enough for him to cum with me.  There was something almost exciting about the thought of him coming into Bridget while I came against her.

      

                  I saw Owen’s abs tighten and watched him throw his head back.  He let out a low groan and I knew he was releasing his load deep inside of her.  I arched my back, pressing my clit up against Bridget’ tongue as it was thrust across me.  I felt tiny electric shocks shoot through me as an intense wave of heat swept over me.  I let out a moan, trying to keep myself quite.  My pussy throbbed against Bridget’s tongue.

      

                  She lifted off of me after Owen pulled out of her.  I looked to Owen.  His cheeks had flushed pink and he was quivering.  “That was fucking hot.”

      

                  I stood up slowly, walked over to him, and kissed him passionately.

      

                  I turned to Bridget and repeated the passionate kiss.

      

                  “Are you sure you two have to leave tomorrow?” she asked.

      

                  “That was the plan,” I said, turning to Owen.  “But I suddenly have the urge to spend our vacation here.”

      

                  “So do I,” he said, still out of breath from fucking Bridget.

      

                  “I have that effect on people,” Bridget said again.

      

                  “Then it’s settled,” I said.  “We’ll stay here until Bridget gets sick of us.”

      

                  “Trust me,” she said, tracing a finger down my cheek.  “That won’t happen.”
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                  I had just finished a long shift at work – cashiering at our local grocery store – when it happened.  I slipped into the front seat of my car and looked in the rearview mirror.  My blond hair was in a messy ponytail, half of the strands had escaped throughout my shift.  And my blue eyes seemed duller than when I’d gone in. That’s when my phone buzzed in my pocket, vibrating against my thigh.  I quickly withdrew it, thinking it might be Pete asking me to pick something up for him on the way home.  I hoped it wasn’t.  The last thing I wanted to do was walk back into my place of work.

      

                  I stared at the screen, a square of blue shrouded in darkness.  It was a new number, but it was late.  The phone buzzed in my palm as I considered setting it in the passenger seat and waiting for the caller to hang up.  But something about it made me curious.  Something about the lateness of the call and my tired mind made me slide my thumb across the screen.

      

                  “Hello?”

      

                  Only silence followed.

      

                  “Who is this?”

      

                  I could hear faint breathing on the other end of the line, and for some reason it sounded like a woman to me.  I wasn’t sure how I could know the gender of the person by a breath, but I felt certain.  Just as I was about to speak again, they hung up.

      

                  I stared at my phone again with confusion.  What the hell was that?  I tossed it aside and drove home.  When I walked in the door, the phone call was still bothering me, swimming in my head amidst thoughts of work schedules and coupon codes.

      

                  “Hey Steph, how was your shift?” asked Pete from the living room sofa.  The television was another bright rectangle in the darkness.

      

                  “I just received the strangest phone call,” I said, having barely moved from the front door.

      

                  Pete muted the television and turned to face me.  “At work?”

      

                  “No,” I said, “just after.  While I was sitting in my car.  I normally don’t answer for numbers I don’t recognize, but this time I did.  And there was just…breathing on the other line.”

      

                  “Sounds like some kind of pervert,” he teased, but his smile faded when I didn’t join in.

      

                  “It sounded like a woman,” I said.

      

                  He laughed.  “And a woman breathes differently than a man?  How could you tell?”

      

                  I shrugged.  I didn’t have a logical reason for the assumption.  I just knew.

      

                  “Well, what was the number?” he asked.  I pulled my phone out of my pocket and tossed it to him.  He unlocked the screen and looked at the recent calls list.  “Shit.  That’s bizarre.”

      

                  I stepped toward him, holding my arm with one hand.  I wasn’t sure why I was so nervous.  “What is it?”

      

                  “That phone number.  That’s Lila’s.”

      

                  “You mean your ex?”  My heart was racing.  Why would she be calling me?  Where did she even get my number?

      

                  “Yeah,” he said.  “Are you sure this was who called you?”

      

                  “It says so right there, doesn’t it?” I snapped.

      

                  “Yeah, yeah.  Sorry.  It’s just…why?”

      

                  “Maybe you should call and ask her,” I told him.

      

                  He raised his hands defensively.  “No way,” he said.  “I’m never speaking to her again.”

      

                  My gut twisted.  It always twisted when he said things like that about her.  Especially since I’d never known what he hated about her so much.  It would’ve been one thing if she’d cheated on him, or been some kind of tyrant, but if she was or she had, he never told me about it.  And the fact that he never wanted to speak to her made me jealous.  As if there was something deeper there between them.  Something that made it hurt too much to reach out to her.

      

                  It always made me wonder how much he’d loved her when they were together.

      

                  “What happened between you two anyway?” I asked for the hundredth time that year.

      

                  “We’ve been over this,” he said. “Nothing.  She ended it, that’s all.”

      

                  “You must’ve really been in love with her,” I said, for the hundredth time as well.

      

                  Pete exhaled and leaned his head back against the couch.  His dark hair was shorter – recently cut.  My gaze traveled down his exposed neck to his thick, muscular body.  He was beautiful, he’d always been beautiful, and part of that made me feel insecure about our relationship.  Especially after seeing Lila’s picture one day on social media.  She seemed like the perfect match for him.  She had long, dark hair and sparkling green eyes.  But it was her smile that really made her shine.  It was big and genuine.  She seemed like someone who was comfortable in herself.  Of course, if I’d had the curves she did, I’d be that confident too.  Or so I thought.

      

                  “I did love her,” he said.  “But that was before I knew you.  I tried to make things work with Lila, but she didn’t want it to.  She didn’t put the effort in.”

      

                  “And if she had?  Would you still be with her?” I asked.

      

                  “No,” he said.  “Because she wasn’t right for me.”  His eyes met mine and held my gaze.  He brought a hand to mine and squeezed it.  “You are the one I want.  You are the one I’m supposed to be with.”

      

                  I feigned a smile, but my thoughts were elsewhere.  They were focused on the soft, sensual breathing on the other line.  They were caught up in trying to picture Lila breathing like that and how sexy she probably looked doing it.

      

                  I felt a strange urge overcome me, not one of jealousy or insecurity.  Something else.  “I’m going to go on to bed,” I told Pete who seemed happy enough that our conversation was ending.

      

                  “Alright.  Have a good night.”  He leaned in for a kiss, but all I could think of was her.  Him kissing her.  Her breathing against his cheek.  Her breathing in his arms.

      

                  “Goodnight,” I said, breaking our kiss.

      

                  I went to the bedroom, changed into my pajamas, and crawled beneath the covers.  But I was restless and far from sleep.  I twisted in the sheets, my legs tingly.  Heat built between my thighs as my mind raced with the sounds of Lila’s breathing.

      

                  I slipped a hand down over my stomach and inside my panties.  I bit my lower lip as my fingers crept further toward my hot pussy.  My middle finger graze my slit, where my clit was just exposed and begging for release.  I focused on Lila’s breathing, letting it encapsulate me.

      

                  My fingers brushed against my clit and a spark shot through me.  Inhale. Exhale.  I slipped a finger inside and felt my pussy walls clench around it.  Inhale. Exhale.  I moved my other hand up under my shirt and over my breast.  My fingers danced across my nipple.  Inhale. Exhale.

      

                  I inhaled as heat sparked through me.  My fingers pinched and probed as I listened to Lila’s breathing and breathed with her.  Her rhythm became my rhythm until I was arching my back and pawing at my body like a desperate animal.

      

                  The breathing slowed, and I lowered my back to the bed.  My eyes fluttered open, staring at the ceiling as I brought my hands back to my side.  I stared into the darkness for a long moment, wondering what the hell I was doing, before finally pulling the covers to my chin and falling asleep.
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                  The next day, I went down to the kitchen for breakfast, but she was still on my mind.  My husband had gone to work for the day, and I was left alone with my thoughts of her.  I picked up my phone and dialed the number Lila had called me from the night before.

      

                  At first she didn’t answer, so I tried again.  The second time I called, she picked up.

      

                  “Hello?” she answered, sounding nervous.  She knew it was me.

      

                  “Hi, is this Lila?” I asked.

      

                  She was silent for a moment before speaking.  “Yes.  This must be Stephanie.”

      

                  “How did you get this number?” I asked her, taking in the soft, deep sound of her voice.

      

                  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I was looking for Pete.  He’s ignored so many of my messages, I thought maybe his number changed.  When I tried looking it up, this number was listed under his name.  I never would’ve called if I’d known it was you.  I’m so sorry.”

      

                  “Why do you keep trying to contact him anyway?” I asked her.  “Hasn’t he made it clear he doesn’t want to speak to you?”

      

                  “What?” she asked.  “No, not really.  He never said that, anyway.  He just…stopped talking to me one day.  We used to be close, so I’m not really sure what happened.”

      

                  My heart was in my throat.  My blood pounded in my veins.  “Yeah, why exactly did you two break up?”

      

                  “I don’t know,” she said.  “One day, we were madly in love, and the next thing I knew he wanted nothing to do with me.”

      

                  “That just doesn’t make sense,” I said.

      

                  “You’re telling me,” she added with a laugh.  “This might sound weird, but…would you want to grab a cup of coffee?”

      

                  “I have a better idea,” I said.  “Why don’t you come over to my place?  Pete won’t be home yet, but if you still want to talk to him, you’ll have your chance.”

      

                  “Wow, um…okay, sure.  Thanks.”

      

                  My head was spinning with adrenaline as I gave her my address.  My body buzzed with desire at the thought of being alone with her, her and her soft breathing.  But I shook the thoughts from my head.  She was my husband’s ex.  Nothing would happen with her.  Nothing should happen with her.  Nothing but conversation and a sense of closure.

      

                  Still, I found myself putting on my sexiest casual dress.  I put on more makeup than I had in weeks.  I styled my blond hair in waves that fell around my shoulders, and I had to change my panties three times because they kept getting wet.

      

                  “Take a breath,” I told myself, but that made my body tingle all over again.  “On the other hand, don’t.”

      

                  An hour later the doorbell rang.  I pulled it open to find Lila standing there in tight, dark jeans and a red blouse with the top few buttons undone.  I could see a hint of her cleavage and I immediately lifted my gaze to her green eyes.  Her smile made my heart stop.

      

                  “I can’t thank you enough for doing this,” she said.

      

                  “My pleasure,” I said, biting my tongue immediately afterward.  I offered Lila a drink and we both sipped on beers while standing in the kitchen.

      

                  “Not to sound like a stalker,” she said, “but I’ve seen your pictures on social media.  You’re even prettier in person.”

      

                  My cheeks burned hot and I smiled.  “What about you?” I said, “I’ve never seen anyone so pretty.”

      

                  “Thank you,” she said.  “I noticed you’re into photography.  I dabble in that a little myself.”

      

                  “Yes, I know,” I said.  “I’ve seen your social media too.”

      

                  She sighed with relief and it made me tense in a good way.  “Thank god,” she said.  “I’d hate to be the only stalker in the room.”

      

                  “You’re definitely not,” I said with a laugh.  But then our smiles faded and her gaze held mine.

      

                  “I feel like I’ve known you forever,” she said.  “There’s something about you.”

      

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded.  “I feel the same.  About you,” I said.

      

                  We stared at each other in silence a few moments longer.  That’s when the front door opened.  “What a day!” called Pete.  “I need a beer.”  Pete wandered into the kitchen and the stopped in his tracks.  “What the hell is going on here?”

      

                  “Hi, Pete,” said Lila.  “It’s good to see you again.”

      

                  Pete’s hot gaze caught mine.  “Stephanie, can I speak to you a moment?”

      

                  I glanced at Lila apologetically.  “Excuse us,” I said, setting my beer on the counter and following Pete out of earshot.

      

                  “What is she doing here?” he asked.

      

                  “I invited her,” I told him.  “She needed closure and in a way, so do I.”

      

                  “What does that mean?”

      

                  “It means I like her.  And I don’t like your passionate hatred for her.”  His eyes flickered as I said that and I wondered if he could see straight through me.

      

                  “This is all because you’re jealous,” he said.  “I can’t believe I didn’t realize that until now.”

      

                  “So what?” I asked.  “Yes, I’m jealous.  You claim she did nothing to you and yet you refuse to talk to her, all because she ended things.  I’m worried you’re still in love with her.”

      

                  “I’m not,” he said, his eyes darkening on me.  “How can I prove it to you?”

      

                  My thoughts began to race.  I had a million ideas of ways he could prove it to me.  But none that he would agree to.  Or that she would agree to.

      

                  “You can prove it to me by giving her the closure she needs.  By telling her why you won’t respond to her anymore.”

      

                  He exhaled.  “Fine,” he said.  We walked back into the kitchen and he turned to Lila.  “What do you want to know?”

      

                  Her eyes widened and shifted between the two of us.  “Oh, um, nothing.  It’s just…you’ve been avoiding me for so long.”  She glanced at the floor as if she couldn’t bear to look at him.  My heart raced.  The attraction was still there.  I could see it sizzling between them.

      

                  “I had tried to talk to you,” he said.  “So many times.  But you were never available.  You were always hanging out with some other guy.”

      

                  She glanced up at him and then looked at me.  She was nervous, but confident still.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I didn’t realize.”

      

                  “I tried to tell you,” he said, nearing her with open, sympathetic arms.  She lightly touched his biceps as she gazed into his eyes.

      

                  “I’ve missed you,” she said.  “I know we weren’t good as a couple, but we were good friends.  I miss talking to you.  I miss sharing things with you.”

      

                  Pete glanced at me and swallowed.  I jumped in, breaking the tension with an invitation.  “Why don’t you stay a little longer?” I asked her.  “We can get to know each other better.”

      

                  Pete stepped away from her and Lila smiled at me.  “Thanks.  You’re a much better wife than I would be in this situation.”

      

                  “I don’t like drama,” I said with a laugh.  “I want everyone to be friends.”

      

                  “I have a feeling you and I are going to be close friends,” she said.

      

                  She was right.  We spent the next few hours with Pete drinking and laughing.  We ate some dinner and bonded over all of the things we had in common.  It was eerie the ways in which we were similar.  By the end of the evening, I almost felt as close to Lila as I did to Pete.  And it had seemed that their walls – especially his – had finally come down.

      

                  We walked Lila to the door to say goodbye.  I’d almost forgotten that she was Pete’s ex.  That is, until he leaned in to kiss her goodnight.  She backed up slightly, but not enough.  His lips met hers and I gasped – that’s when Pete realized what he’d done.  And then, he looked as shocked as I was.

      

                  Lila’s eyes widened with worry.  “Stephanie, I’m so sorry…I didn’t mean to-“

      

                  Pete stumbled over his own strange apology, but I stopped them both.  My heart was pounding against my ribs.  “Do it again,” I said, barely recognizing my own voice.  “Kiss her.”

      

                  Pete stared at me with a raised brow.  Lila’s eyes shifted back and forth between us.  “Steph,” he said, “you’re joking, right?”

      

                  I shook my head.  My legs were jelly.  I turned to Lila.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “I should let you go.  I didn’t mean to suggest anything you’d be uncomfortable with.”

      

                  She shook her head and leaned into me.  Her lips pressed firmly against mine.  I didn’t know what had come over any of us, but my hands found her waist and then her breasts, and I heard her breathing into our kiss.

      

                  My panties were wet, and when our kiss broke, Pete’s eyes were the size of saucers.  I didn’t explain.  Neither did Lila.  I just turned to him and said, “Go to the bedroom.”

      

                  He didn’t argue.  And when I glanced down at his groin, I saw why.  I turned back to Lila and we kissed again, our tongues dancing the way our words had danced all evening.

      

                  I took her hand and pulled her toward the bedroom where Pete was already waiting for us.  He had removed his shirt and was standing in the middle of the room.  I pulled Lila in close to him and kissed her as I unbuttoned her blouse.  She pawed at my dress until it was a pile of fabric around my ankles.  I threw her blouse to the side and unfastened her jeans.  We both tugged and pulled at each other’s bras and panties until we were completely naked.

      

                  I took a step back and stared at Lila.  She was gorgeous.  Full breasts with hard, pink nipples.  Her pussy was pink and puffy.  I felt my mouth watering, even though I’d never wanted to lick another pussy before.

      

                  I dropped to my knees between Pete and Lila.  I unfastened his jeans and pulled out his cock.  I stared at his cock and then again at her pussy.  I wrapped my lips around the tip of him and pulled off.  I turned to Lila’s pussy and licked up and down her slit.  Her fingers found my hair as she braced herself.  Her moan was soft and deep.

      

                  I moved my mouth back to my husband’s cock and sucked him while my fingers played with Lila’s pussy.  He groaned in unison with her moans.  But it was Lila’s breathing that had my attention.  I listened to every inhale and every exhale.  I rocked my hips against my calves to the rhythm of her breathing.  I couldn’t get enough, I was so close to coming without even touching myself.  Just the light rubbing of my clit against my calves was enough to do me in.

      

                  I moaned against Pete’s cock and he swelled in my mouth.  He was about to come, and I wanted him to.  He let out a deep groan and his hot seed flooded my mouth.  I tried to hang onto as much as possible, but I had to swallow a few spurts.

      

                  I pulled my mouth – full of his cum – from his cock.  I turned my head toward Lila’s gorgeous wet pussy.  I tipped my head back so his cum spilled toward the back of my mouth and I outstretched my tongue.  Then I dragged my cum covered tongue up and down Lila’s pussy.  I slipped more cum between her lips with every lick.  She rocked her hips against me and clawed at my hair.

      

                  “Fuck,” she breathed, and it was the most beautiful sound I’d ever heard.  “I need to lay down.”

      

                  I pulled back and she went to the bed, laying herself on her back.  Pete watched as I climbed over her, spitting his cum on her pussy.  Her fingers found her folds and massaged his cum inside her.  I slipped my tongue in with her fingers, eager to push his cum as deep as it would go.

      

                  But it wasn’t enough.  I climbed over her, straddling her stomach.  I kissed her.  Her tongue slipped between my lips, searching for a taste of him – the taste I knew she was familiar with.  I broke our kiss and looked over my shoulder.  Pete was behind us, stroking his cock to the sight of our two pussies so close to one another.

      

                  “I want you to fuck her,” I told him, and his eyes went wide, giving me just the thrill I was looking for.  “I want to know what she sounds like she comes for you.”

      

                  “Stephanie,” he started, but he never found the words.  I knew he wouldn’t be able to turn down the offer I was giving him.  And as long as Lila had no protests, I knew I’d be getting exactly what I wanted.

      

                  Pete eventually made his way toward the end of the bed.  He angled the tip of his cock toward her pussy.  His thumb found her clit and gently massaged it as he began to slip his cock inside of her.  I watched Lila’s face as she arched her neck and let out a moan.  Her eyes were wide and her brows furrowed.  I could see it in her face when he went in deeper.  I could hear it in her little breaths when he began to pump in and out.

      

                  I stroked her cheek, admiring the way her face twisted with each new sensation.  I rested my hand on her neck gently, to feel the pulse of each breath.  And then I closed my eyes, trying to imagine hearing it on the phone.

      

                  Her words broke my daze.  “I want to taste you,” she said.  “I want to know what he tastes when he’s with you.”

      

                  My eyes flew open and I smiled.  I leaned down to kiss her hard before flipping my position.  I straddled my legs over her head and my eyes met my husband’s.  Lila’s tongue hit my clit just as I first saw Pete’s cock disappearing inside her for the first time.

      

                  The pleasure of Lila’s mouth clouded the intense jealousy that was building in the pit of my stomach.  He was fucking another woman.  I’d told him to fuck another woman.  And while the jealousy was nearly splitting me in two, Lila’s tongue was holding me together.  The combination of both sensations heightened every nerve ending in my body.  I’d never felt more alive.

      

                  I bent over Lila to get a closer look.  I stared up close as Pete’s dick stretched Lila’s pussy around him.  Her tongue slipped inside me and I moaned.  But I didn’t want my moan to go to waste.  I lowered my mouth over Lila’s clit.  My upper lip brushed against my husband’s cock as it pushed deeper into her.  I moaned against her clit, flicking my tongue against it.  In return, she moaned against my pussy with her tongue inside me.

      

                  I gripped the bed sheets as my body began to shake.  I felt Pete’s hand against my cheek, stroking it as he fucked his ex-girlfriend’s pussy in front of me.  When Lila had finished coming, I looked up at Pete, still hunched forward over Lila’s body.

      

                  “This is for you,” he told me as his thrusts became harder and faster.  I leaned up, sat beside Lila, and watched him.  He gripped Lila’s hips in his hands as he pounded into her hard and rough.  She was clawing at his arms, screaming out in pleasure as the two of them released all of their past rage into each other.

      

                  Pete let out a low growl and froze above Lila.  All I could hear was her breathing as Pete unloaded inside of her.  I clutched my stomach, but the jealousy was gone.  The nerves and the fear and the envy had left me.  This is for you, he’d said, and I believed him.

      

                  Pete stepped back and I saw his cum spill from Lila’s gorgeous pussy.  I climbed to the floor, on my knees, and pressed my tongue to her slit.  I drank up every drop of cum her pussy could spare.  And then the three of us were left breathing in silence.

      

                  “What now?” Lila finally said, speaking the words we were all thinking.

      

                  “Now,” I started, “we start answering your calls and your texts.”

      

                  We smiled and Pete smiled too.  “Obviously, if I had known this would happen, I’d have answered your texts much sooner,” he teased.  Lila tossed a pillow at him and we all laughed.

      

                  “Why don’t you stay here tonight?” I asked Lila, feeling empty at the thought of her leaving our home.

      

                  “I’d love to, if that’s alright with Pete,” she said.

      

                  The two of us looked to Pete for his approval, but his cock said it all.  “I guess you know what my answer is,” he joked.  That was far from the last time we saw – or fucked – Lila, and our relationship was strangely better for it.
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                  My boyfriend’s fingers trailed up my bare thigh, dipping just underneath the hem of my dress while I shoved textbooks into my bag.  I glanced over my shoulder to see him lying on the bed behind me, peeking underneath my dress with a smile that sent a tingle between my legs.  I brushed his hand away, despite wanting to fuck him more than anything.  “Stop it,” I said.  “I’m already running late for class.”

      

                  He stared up at me with his dark eyes.  Everything about him was dark.  His hair and his beard.  His tanned skin.  His smile was the only light and bright thing about him – but it was twisted too.  “If you’re already running late, then you may as well stay a little longer.”

      

                  “That doesn’t make any sense,” I said, trying to stifle the smile he was bringing out of me.

      

                  He took my hand and pulled it toward him until I was leaning over him.  “On the contrary,” he said.  “It makes perfect sense.”  His full lips met mine and my stomach did a little flip.  My panties were already wet for him, but I couldn’t let him know the effect he had on me.  If he ever found out, I’d never get to any of my classes.

      

                  I climbed over him and kissed him hard, running my hands down his torso and toward his pants.  I could feel the hard length of him pressing against his thigh.  I wanted him, but I couldn’t be late.  Not for the class I was doing the worst in.

      

                  I broke our kiss and he leaned his forehead to mine.  “I can’t.  I have to go,” I said.

      

                  “Alright,” he said with a disappointed tone.  “Go on my little Cinderella.”

      

                  I climbed off of him while shaking my head.  Felix was always coming up with little nicknames for me.  I straightened my dress and threw my bag over my shoulder.  I noticed that Felix hadn’t peeled himself off of my bed.  “You just going to lay around all day?” I asked him.

      

                  He laughed.  “For now,” he said.  “I have a class at seven.”

      

                  “Oh, right,” I said.  I checked my phone again and felt the panic flood my chest.  “Shit, I really have to go.”

      

                  Just as I entered the doorway to our bedroom, he said, “Phoebe?”

      

                  “Yeah?”

      

                  “I love you.”

      

                  I smiled wide and said, “I love you too.”

      

                  As I rushed out the front door, I heard him call, “Don’t meet any cute boys while you’re gone!”  I ran down to my car laughing and shaking my head.

      

                  ---

      

                  I exited my car and raced through the parking lot, grateful I’d worn sneakers with my dress.  I kept running until I was inside the building and near the classroom door.  I pulled out my phone to check the time and cursed under my breath.  I was still five minutes late.  I wondered how long it took to kiss my boyfriend.  He would have to be punished later on for distracting me, I thought.

      

                  I reached for the door handle at the same time as a girl beside me.  “Oh, sorry,” she said, tucking the loose strands of her blond ponytail behind her ears.  “Are you late too?”

      

                  “If we’re on the same time, then I am,” I joked.  She laughed as we opened the door and slipped into class.

      

                  Mrs. Finly turned and scowled as we snuck in quietly.  “As I was saying,” she said, “this will be a team paper.  And since you two ladies decided to show up late, you’ll be partnered together.”

      

                  I looked over my shoulder at Gemma who shrugged her shoulders with a smile.  “Sounds good to me.”

      

                  “Trust me, you’re going to regret being my partner,” I told her.

      

                  “Why is that?” she asked.

      

                  “Because my grades in this class have been horrendous.”

      

                  We found two seats beside each other and whispered during the lecture.  “Don’t worry.  So are mine.”

      

                  I chuckled.  “Don’t worry?  We’re going to fail for sure.”

      

                  She shrugged.  “Maybe. Maybe not.”

      

                  We fell silent and listened to the lecture, but I couldn’t help peeking over at my partner from time to time.  She was short and cute with delicious curves on her small frame.  Just the right amount of volume in the right places.  I found myself envying her body since I’d always been thin and lean.  I’d always wanted fuller breasts or curvy hips, but I never got any.

      

                  Gemma and I exchanged contact information and agreed to start the paper at my place.  “Do you want to work on it tonight?  You know, get a head start?”

      

                  I thought about bringing Gemma to my apartment.  I thought about her meeting Felix and Felix meeting her.  Did I want to introduce such a sexy student to my boyfriend?  I hesitated, but told myself I was being ridiculous.  “Sure,” I said.  “We’ll meet at my place tonight.”

      

                  “Okay, Phoebe,” she said with a smile.  “See you then.”

      

                  We parted ways after class, but I could tell we would quickly become friends.  She was already texting me jokes throughout her next lecture, distracting me from my next class.  I welcomed the distraction, and I felt a strange pull toward her.  I liked her instantly and that rarely happened with other people.

      

                  Despite my immediate attraction to her, I was nervous about her coming over to my place.  When I returned to the apartment after class, I was relieved to see that Felix had left early to go to his seven o’clock class.  I cleaned up the place a little bit and prepared for Gemma’s arrival.  If I was lucky, maybe she would leave before Felix returned.

      

                  A little while later there was a knock on the door.  I went to answer it to find Gemma standing there in tight black leggings and a fitted t-shirt.  Her hair was down and she was smiling wide.  I realized then just how breathtaking she was, and was grateful again that Felix wasn’t home.

      

                  “Come in,” I said, showing Gemma to the living room.

      

                  “Nice place,” she said.  Her gaze moved around the space, taking in the sight of everything.  It landed on the men’s shoes by the door.  “You live with someone?”

      

                  “Uh, yeah,” I said.  “My boyfriend, Felix.”

      

                  “Cool,” she said.  “How long have you guys been together?”

      

                  “Oh,” I said with a laugh. “ Since high school.”

      

                  “High school sweethearts?”

      

                  “Yeah, I guess so.  We didn’t start dating until the end of senior year, though.”  I sat on the sofa and Gemma sat beside me.  Her eyes were wide with interest, but I didn’t want to keep talking about Felix.

      

                  “Not to pry,” she started, not realize she’d already pried too much, “but was he your first?”

      

                  I cleared my throat and pulled out my textbook.  “Yeah, why?”

      

                  “So…you haven’t been with anyone else?” she asked.  I shook my head and stared at her through the tops of my eyes as I kept my head lowered over the textbook.  “That’s wild.”

      

                  I lifted my face to hers.  “Is it?”

      

                  “I just can’t imagine only knowing what one person is like in bed.  What about him?  Are you the only person he’s been with?”

      

                  “Yes,” I said.  “Of course.”

      

                  She laughed.  “Of course?  Boys are so often more sexually active.  I just assumed he would’ve been with someone before you or…”

      

                  “Or what?  During?  You think he cheated on me?”

      

                  She held up her hands in defense. “No, no.  I didn’t say that.  But some people…you know…have open relationships.  Things like that.”

      

                  “Well we don’t,” I snapped.  I felt a wave of guilt come over me.  “Sorry,” I added.  “We should just get to the paper.”

      

                  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I didn’t mean to upset you.  I’m just very curious about your situation, that’s all.”

      

                  “Have you been with a lot of people?” I asked her.  I felt my own curiosity growing.  I couldn’t help but picture her fucking another man and letting him take her hard and rough.  My legs quivered and my pussy tingled.  Why am I so interested in that? I wondered.

      

                  “A few,” she said.  “Not a ton or anything.”

      

                  “Have you ever been in an open relationship?” I asked her.

      

                  “Not me, personally,” she said.  “I mean, I’ve been with someone who was.”

      

                  “Really?”  I felt school slipping farther and farther away.  I only wanted to talk about Gemma and her sexual exploits.  “Like…how?  What is it like?”

      

                  Her eyes fixed on mine and she smiled.  “You know.  The same as anything else.  But he went home to his girlfriend afterward.”

      

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat and felt that familiar pull toward Gemma.  “Did you see him more than once?”

      

                  She nodded.  “A few times.  But his girlfriend got off to the idea of knowing I was with him.  One time she even watched.”

      

                  My body tensed.  My eyes felt wide as saucers.  “She watched?”

      

                  Gemma nodded and smiled.  “Some girls like that.  It can be exciting for them. Tell me, Phoebe.  Do you have any strange sexual fantasies?”

      

                  “Me?  No,” I said, not sure if it was completely true.  The truth was that I’d never asked myself.  I’d never explored anything other than missionary.

      

                  “Come on,” said Gemma.  “I’m sure there’s something.”

      

                  But I didn’t have an answer for her, and thankfully she dropped the subject.  But fate was not on our side.  The second we opened our textbooks up to begin studying, Felix walked into the apartment.

      

                  Shit, I thought as I saw his handsome, rugged body strut into the living room.  He was wearing faded jeans and a matching denim jacket.  I hated how good he looked in a time like this, when I had Gemma over.  “Good news,” he said.  “Class was canceled.  The professor didn’t show.”  His eyes met Gemma’s and he smiled.  “Who’s this?”

      

                  “That’s Gemma,” I told him.  “She’s my partner for this project we have to do.”

      

                  “Good to meet you, Gemma,” he said, extending his thick hand.  “My name is Felix.”

      

                  “The boyfriend,” she said as she took his hand.  Something about the way she said that made my gut twist.

      

                  “Yeah,” said Felix.  “The boyfriend.  Well, I’ll let you two get to your project.  Don’t mind me.”  But he didn’t leave.  He only walked around to the kitchen to grab a beer.  Then he leaned back against the counter and took a sip, but the three of us had a clear view of each other.  And Gemma hadn’t stopped staring at him since he’d walked in.

      

                  I started making small talk with Gemma about the project, but she seemed vacant.  Eventually, she turned to me and pretended to be interested, but I could tell her mind was still on my boyfriend.

      

                  “You know,” she said suddenly, “you should really consider opening up your relationship.  It can be really freeing.”

      

                  My shocked expression met Felix’s.  He had heard her.  “Open it how?” he asked her.

      

                  “You know, to other lovers.  To experiment.  Phoebe here says you guys were high school sweethearts.  Don’t you think it would be good for you guys to play the field a little more?  Know what it’s like to fuck another person?”

      

                  “She told you that?” Felix asked her while taking another sip of his beer.

      

                  “Well, yeah.”

      

                  “Well, did she also tell you that I’m not interested in fucking anyone else?” he asked.

      

                  “How do you know?” she asked.  “What if you liked it better?”

      

                  I fell silent during all of this.  I should’ve been insulted or enraged, but I wasn’t.  I was strangely turned on.  I wanted to see where this went.  I wanted to see them bicker about how and who to fuck until they were at each other’s throats, daring the other to cross a line.

      

                  I didn’t know what was wrong with me, but the idea of it made me hot and tingly.

      

                  “You know, maybe Gemma has a point,” I said, barely recognizing the confidence in my own voice.  Felix stared at me with a raised brow.  “I mean…maybe it would be a good idea to…try on other people.”

      

                  He crossed his arms over his chest and walked into the living room.  “Are you saying you want to fuck someone else, Phoebe?  Did you have some new guy in mind, or something?”

      

                  I felt panicky.  This isn’t how I had planned the night to go at all.  “No,” I said.  “Not at all.  But I mean, Gemma is experienced with this sort of thing, right?”  Gemma turned her head to me and nodded.  “So maybe,” I added, “maybe you could…”

      

                  “Sleep with Gemma?” Felix asked.  Hearing it out loud made it sound utterly ridiculous.  But I couldn’t move past the way my body responded to the suggestion.

      

                  “Just to you know…get it out of your system,” I told him.

      

                  Felix stared at Gemma and he swallowed.  For the first time tonight, he seemed like he was considering it.  I wondered what he’d have been like if we’d never had this conversation.  Would he be secretly scoping her out and thinking about her while he fucked me later?  Maybe this really was the best solution.  I could give him what he wants without the secrecy.  Maybe it could even bring us closer.

      

                  “Gemma,” I said, “are you interested in Felix?”

      

                  Gemma smiled, her eyes dirty with lust.  “You have a very attractive boyfriend,” she said.  “I was interested since he first walked in the room.”

      

                  “Phoebe,” Felix started, “this is crazy.”

      

                  “Maybe it’s necessary,” I told him.  I set down my books and stood from the sofa.  Gemma stood up after me.

      

                  Gemma walked to Felix and placed a hand on his chest.  “I’ll be in the bedroom,” she whispered as if we’d hired her for the night.  She walked down the hall and stepped inside the bedroom.

      

                  Felix turned to me with a worried expression.  “Is this really what you want?” he asked, taking my hands in his.

      

                  I glanced down at his groin and noticed how hard he was.  Knowing he wanted this was all the confirmation I needed.  I didn’t want him going to bed wondering what it would’ve been like to fuck Gemma.  I wanted him to know.  And I wanted to know with certainty that he was still mine in the aftermath.

      

                  “Yes,” I said.  “This is what I want.”

      

                  “What are you going to do?” he asked.  “Just wait out here?”

      

                  “I’ll keep myself busy,” I said.  “I have this paper to work on.”

      

                  “This feels so wrong,” he said, glancing toward the bedroom.  But his bulge was only growing and his lustful gaze was already lost to me.

      

                  “Maybe that’s what makes it so exciting,” I told him.

      

                  Felix looked at me one last time before dropping my hands and disappearing toward the bedroom.  As the distance grew between us, I felt my chest aching at the thought of him fucking another woman.  But once he was out of my view, my hand was already between my legs trying to satisfy some of the aching that had been building there.  I braced myself against the wall and exhaled long and deep.  But the idea of it wasn’t enough.  I wanted to see it for myself.

      

                  I tiptoed down the dark hallway and smiled when I approached the bedroom door.  It was cracked just enough that I could see the two of them.  They were in the dark, illuminated only by moonlight through the window.

      

                  ---

      

                  I saw them kiss for the first time and it sent a jolt of painful pleasure through me.  Felix’s hands were already roaming Gemma’s body.  They slipped underneath her shirt and cupped her breasts, making her moan in his grasp.  My body was burning hot as I watched them.  My fingers trailed up and down my inner thigh as I waited for them to go further.

      

                  Felix removed Gemma’s top and lowered the cups of her bra below her tits.  He leaned forward and sucked on her nipples.  She held his head to her breast as she arched her back.  Every moan that escaped her made me ache to hear more.  She unfastened his jeans and pulled his cock free.  She stroked it while he sucked on her tits.

      

                  I knew it was wrong to give my boyfriend away like this.  It felt dirty and filthy, but it also felt good.  I wondered if he would smell like her afterward.  I wondered if he’d taste different.  Part of me was hesitant, but another part of me was eager to find out.

      

                  Gemma got on her knees with her tits out and her mouth open wide.  Felix stood tall above her, his long, thick cock gliding along her tongue until it made her gag.  She looked so beautiful with her tits out gagging on his cock.

      

                   Felix had one hand on the back of her head, pressing her further down and another hand on one of her tits, squeezing and slapping it to make her jump.  He groaned as he rocked his hips against her face, making her choke a little.

      

                   He pulled back and a string of saliva kept the two of them connected.  My mouth watered at the sight and my clit tingled, begging to be touched again.  I slapped my clit through my dress to distract myself from the pleasure, but that only aroused me more.

      

                   He entered her mouth again.  I loved the way he looked at her.  Like he owned her and loved her.  He loved the way she choked down his cock, and I wanted him to look at me that way.  My belly twisted with envy and yet my pussy ached with pleasure. I wanted to keep watching and also could hardly stomach what I saw.

      

                   Felix gripped Gemma’s head in his hands and thrust his cock deep down her throat until he couldn’t fit anymore.  He let out a loud moan and pulled back just in time to shoot his load all over her face.  I licked my lips.  I wanted to lick his cum from her tear-stained cheeks.  I wanted to see how wet her pussy was from taking his cock.

      

                   Felix removed his shirt before picking Gemma up and tossing her onto the bed.  His shirtless torso bulged with thick, corded muscles.  He kicked his jeans off his ankles and climbed over Gemma.  He removed her leggings and slid her panties to the side.

      

                   She willingly spread her legs wide for him.  His mouth devoured her juicy looking pussy, and a new pang envy hit me.  I wanted to taste her.

      

                   My clit was aching.  I let my fingers glide up to my soaked panties and press into the fabric.  A shudder spread through me as I circled my clit.  I bit my lip to keep from moaning.

      

                   Fuck my boyfriend was hot.  And so was she.  I loved watching her thighs quiver around his head as his tongue lapped at her pussy.  I loved how she rocked her hips against him.  How she dug her fingers into his dark, brown hair and gripped the strands. How she arched her back when she was on the verge of coming.

      

                   And when she let go and screamed his name, I loved the pained expression on her face.  I loved the way Felix didn’t let up until her orgasm had completely subsided.

      

                   And I loved it when he leaned up and positioned his cockhead at the entrance of her slit.  He rubbed his cock against the folds of her pussy, massaging her clit with his bulbous head.  Then his head dipped in and he pushed it in deep until Gemma moaned again.

      

                   He leaned forward and sucked her nipple in.  He flashed his teeth, biting down on her tender skin.  My legs quivered at the sight.  His hips thrust in and out, pounding her pussy while he teased her nipples.

      

                   She wrapped her arms around his shoulders for support, but she was spent.  She shifted up and down on the bed with each thrust of Felix’s hips until she looked more and more like his fuck doll than anything.

      

                   Watching another woman turn into jelly from Felix’s hard cock was something I never thought I’d see.  And now that I’d seen it, I knew it would be an image that would replay in my mind night after night as I touched my tender clit.  As I fingered myself until I was sore.

      

                   Felix pushed himself in hard and held himself there, eliciting a squeal from Gemma that sent a shiver down my spine.  I wanted to kiss her as she moaned.  I wanted to be there with her while he fucked her hard.

      

                   He pulled out of her pussy and straddled her stomach.  Gemma pushed her tits together like a good girl and let him slide his cock between them.  She opened her mouth and licked his head each time it pushed through.  He fucked her tits with his wet cock until he moaned again.

      

                   His cock twitched and his abs flexed.  His cum shot over her tits in delicious little spurts.  I wanted his cum to land on my tongue.  I wanted to swallow his seed in one tasty gulp.  I wanted to suck Gemma’s juicy pussy off of his delicious cock.

      

                   Felix glanced over his shoulder.  His eyes went wide as they connected with mine.  He climbed off of the bed and met me in the doorway.  I stepped backward, embarrassed that I’d been watching them, but he grabbed my arm and pulled me inside, closing the door behind him.

      

                   “How did you like the show?” He asked.  “Did you finally get what you wanted?  Because now, I want something in return.”

      

                   Felix pressed me to the wall and his lips crashed into mine.  His tongue probed the inside of my mouth and I moaned against his body.  His cock dug into my stomach as his hands inched my dress up around my hips.  He let his cock slip between my legs and I grinded my pussy against its length.

      

                   Fuck he felt good pressed against me.  But it felt strange as hell to have Gemma watching us.  I peeked over Felix’s massive shoulder and saw Gemma’s back pressed to the headboard, her hand between her legs playing with herself.  I loved that I could taste the hint of Gemma’s cunt on his tongue.

      

                   Felix’s hands tore the front of my dress down underneath my breasts.  My bra was soon to follow.  Felix kissed my neck and collarbone, sending warm chills through my limbs.  He slowly kissed to my breasts until he reached my left nipple.  I watched Gemma’s fingers slide into her shaved pussy while my boyfriend sucked on my tit.

      

                   Fuck it felt good, but I couldn’t brush off the feeling that I should stop this.  Gemma’s eyes were fixed on us, her cute little mouth pouting as she got herself off.  I couldn’t help myself.  I ran my fingers into his hair and moaned.

      

                   Felix moved to my other breast and bit down on my right nipple.  I squealed and Gemma’s body twitched at the sound.  Her fingers worked her wet pussy faster and faster.

      

                   She looked delicious as Felix slid a hand inside my panties and gently circled my clit.  My knees weakened and I hunched over. Felix helped me lower to the floor where I was pinned between his massive cock and the wall.

      

                   He gripped my hair in his fist and held my head in place.  He pressed his thumb to my lips and pried my jaw open, quickly shoving his cock in when there was enough room.

      

                   I choked and sputtered – just like Gemma had – and I loved it.  I gagged and felt my clit spark at each thrust of his hips.  “Fuck,” moaned Gemma from the bed.  “That’s it, Phoebe.  Take his huge cock.  Swallow him down.  Just like that.”

      

                   Her encouragement only made my passion grow.  I gripped Felix’s hips and choked him down as much as I could. He pulled back and I gasped for air.  “Tell Gemma how much you like my cock,” he said.  “Now that you’ve seen another woman taking it.”

      

                   Gemma moaned when I told her I liked it.  I really liked it.  I knew I shouldn’t, but I fucking did.

      

                   “I want her to taste me,” Gemma moaned, making my body tremble with delight.  “I want her to taste you inside me.”

      

                   Felix whipped his cock out and helped me toward the bed.  “On your back,” he ordered, and I did as I was told.  He gripped my hips and angled them over the edge of the bed while Gemma straddled my face.  Her scent was divine as she lowered her dripping wet pussy to my mouth.

      

                   I stretched out my tongue and lapped at her glistening slit.  She rocked her hips over me and moaned.  I wanted to make her come – to satisfy her like she was satisfying me.

      

                   Just then, I felt my Felix pry my legs open. He slid three fingers in my pussy at once, and I moaned against Gemma’s slit.  Fuck, he was fast and rough.  He rubbed my clit with the pad of his thumb while he thrust his fingers in and out of me.

      

                   Then he pulled them out and replaced them with the head of his cock.  It was thick as it inched its way inside.  I winced with pain as it stretched me open.  He was harder than usual.  Harder for Gemma than he’d ever been for me.  It finally pushed all the way in and he buried the length inside of me.  I gripped Gemma’s rocking hips for support as I moaned against her pussy.  Soon I fell into a euphoric daze as the scent of her drowned out my thoughts.  Felix thrust his hips harder and faster, pounding me like I was his to use.

      

                   Gemma leaned forward to kiss Felix as he fucked me.  He gripped my tits to hold me in place while his tongue darted around Gemma’s.  Gemma moaned and her body quivered above me until she came against my tongue.  She fell to the side of the bed to catch her breath and I caught mine.

      

                   Felix’s thumb pressed to my clit again.  My eyes shot wide open as intense heat spread through me.  I was lost to the pleasure as Felix pounded my ass harder.

      

                   “Fuck!” Felix cried and I felt his hot, sticky come fill me.  His cock swelled and twitched as it shot load after load deeper into my ass.  He collapsed above me and we caught our breath together.

      

                   “That’s a good girl,” said Gemma who was stroking my hair.  “We’re going to have to have more study sessions like these.  I’ll teach you how to please your man just right.”

      

                   I nodded and she kissed my cheek.  I would never think of studying in the same way again.
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                  I walked into our apartment to find Nolan on the sofa watching television.  I moved toward him with an excited step and straddled his lap.

      

                  “You’re home early, Scarlet,” he said with a sparkle in his eye.

      

                  “The boss gave us the afternoon off,” I said.  “And I want to go out tonight.  I want to get drinks or something.”

      

                  Nolan pulled me in closer.  “Sure thing,” he said.  “But first I want to celebrate you being home early.”  He leaned up to kiss me.  His lips were soft and warm.  He smelled like dense forests.  His arms wrapped tightly around me, forcing me against his hot, heavy chest.  My hands slid up to his neck.  My fingers slid up into his thick brown hair.

      

                  He kissed me again, his tongue slipping in between my lips.  I rocked my hips gently above his as we kissed.  His cock hardened underneath me, threatening to spring free.  I slid one hand between our hot bodies and caressed the outline of his long, thick shaft.  I climbed slowly off of him, unfastened his jeans and licked my lips.  I slid them down with his briefs, admiring the cock that had satisfied me so many times.

      

                  I wrapped my small hand around his girth.  I wrapped my lips around his tip, glancing at him through the tops of my eyes.  He smiled, but his eyes were full of fire.  One hand brushed the loose hair from my face, gently grazing my cheek.  A shiver ran down my spine and collected between my legs.  I ached for him.  I sucked my cheeks in, drawing him back toward my throat until I nearly gagged.  I often went a step too far in my excitement to take him whole.

      

                  “Careful,” he said in a low, seductive tone.  I pulled him back and sucked him back in, trying to remain careful.  I felt his cock expand in my mouth, along my tongue and down my throat.  He quivered and groaned.  My body ached for him to bend me over and take me.

      

                  His cum slid down the back of my throat and I gulped it down.  I felt it travel down the back of my throat and into my stomach, filling me with his warmth.  I pulled back and moaned at the delightful pleasure of him filling me, one way or another.

      

                  He sat up, grabbed my hips and pulled me close to him.  He gently laid me on my back and slid his hands up my navy work skirt.  I felt his hot fingertips graze my thighs, nearing my now soaking wet panties.  I bit my knuckles and smiled, tingling from the anticipation.

      

                  He slid my skirt up to my hips, tugging it so it bunched and wrinkled.  It was tightly fitted and fought against him, but he was ready to devour me, to do whatever it took.  He tugged my panties down, licking his lips as he watched a long wet string connect my slit to the silk fabric.  It finally broke and he tossed my panties to the floor.  His head slid between my legs and his hot breath rolled over my slick mound.

      

                  I felt his tongue first, gently exploring every crevice and fold.  I swirled my hips under him.  I wanted to get away and get closer at the same time.  Hot electricity shot through the warm waves.  His tongue circled my clit and his lips encased my mound.  He flattened his tongue and I rocked against him.  The tip slid inside, gently parting and preparing me to open.  I rolled my hips forward, eager to open for him.  He slid his tongue in further and I gasped through a laugh.

      

                  Ecstasy flowed through me.  He had the most sensual mouth; a strong tongue and a desire to please.  Teasing me was a skill he knew well to the point it was almost torturous.  I writhed on the sofa.  He held me in place with his hips.  I couldn’t hold back any longer.  The waves came crashing around the two of us.

      

                  I held my hands up to my eyes and let out a scream so loud I knew the neighbors would hear.  I didn’t care.  Nolan’s mouth on me was pure euphoria.  I felt it rolling over and over again while his tongue swirled inside of me.

      

                  He climbed over me and lifted my shirt.  I smiled as he grabbed my breasts, tugging the cups of my bra down underneath them.

      

                  One of his hands stroked his cock while the other rolled my nipples between his fingers.  He leaned down and took one in his teeth, gently biting.  The hot, electric sensation returned, awakening my pussy again and bundling the nerves just behind my clit.

      

                  “Fuck me hard,” I told him, unable to resist a second more.  He couldn’t resist teasing me when I was begging for it.  He couldn’t hold back.  He pressed the tip of his cock to my wet slit and pushed in.  I felt his heated shaft bury inside me.  I groaned as my eyes rolled back.  I felt him between my legs and in my belly.  He rocked back and forth, sliding in and out.

      

                  I gripped the back and the side of the sofa as he started to pound me.  I told him I wanted it hard and he gave it to me.  My breasts swayed on my chest.  Nolan’s hands grabbed my hips as he thrust.  We groaned in unison.  Nolan’s finger moved to my clit and circled it gently.  He knew how sensitive I was the second time.  A little too sensitive, but I loved the ache it caused.

      

                  His cock stretched inside of me, tightening every muscle in my body.  He let out a guttural moan while I screamed.  Our bodies came together.  It was like making music; our screams were in harmony.

      

                  He fell over me, gasping as I panted.  I stroked his soft, dark hair and inhaled his woodsy scent.  He pulled his cock out of me and I felt some of his come drip down toward my ass.  I smiled and wondered how I had been lucky enough to find such an amazing guy.

      

                  “Alright,” he said, lifting his head.  “Get your cute ass dressed and we’ll go out.”
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                  I took a quick shower before putting on my sexiest black dress and heels.  Nolan wore a white button up and dark pants.  He looked so fucking sexy in button ups.  So much so, that I was wary of taking him out in public.  As it turns out, I had good reason to be.

      

                  We went to our favorite club and grabbed a few drinks at the bar.  While sitting there, I could feel a little bit of his cum leaking out of me still.  “I’m going to make a quick trip to the ladies’ room,” I told him.

      

                  “Really?  But we just got here.”

      

                  “I’ll be quick,” I said, smiling as I shuffled along to the bathroom.  I entered a stall and wiped myself clean of his cum.  Then I flushed my dirty secret away.

      

                  I studied my reflection in the mirror as I washed my hands.  My makeup was flawless.  It was my best job yet.  I tousled my brown hair and turned from side to side to make sure my dress looked alright.  I almost felt like it was a shame I wasn’t single with how good I looked.  But I knew I wouldn’t give up Nolan for anything.

      

                  I returned to the bar to see Nolan holding a napkin in his fingers, studying it.  “What’s that?” I asked him.

      

                  “You won’t believe it,” he said.  “Some girl just gave me her number.”

      

                  “While I was gone?” I asked, looking around the club for the mystery girl.

      

                  “Yeah,” he said.  “I told her I was taken, but that didn’t stop her.”

      

                  “Really?” I asked.  “She still gave you her number?  Which one is she, anyway?”

      

                  He turned to face the rest of the club.  “There,” he said, pointing to the middle of the dance floor.  “The blonde in the blue dress.  She said her name’s Ruth.”

      

                  She was gorgeous.  A perfect figure.  Perfect, naturally blonde locks that swayed around her shoulders as she danced.  She was petite, but not lacking in any curves.  My body felt electric just looking at her.

      

                  “And you didn’t try and dance with her?” I asked him.

      

                  “What? No way.”

      

                  “Because she’s really hot,” I said.

      

                  He laughed.  “Did you want me to dance with her or something?”

      

                  I thought about it for a moment.  I pictured his hands on her hips and her ass backing up against his cock.  I wouldn’t have expected it, but the thought of it made me wet.  “Yes,” I said without thinking.  “Maybe you should.”

      

                  “What’s gotten into you?” asked Nolan.

      

                  “I don’t know,” I said.  I turned to face him, breaking the hypnotic spell that Ruth had me under.  “Do you want to dance with her?”

      

                  His eyes were serious and he swallowed hard.  “Is this a trick question?” he asked.

      

                  “No,” I told him.  “Maybe you should go over there.  I think it could be kind of hot.”

      

                  He pressed his hand to my forehead.  “Are you sick or something?”

      

                  “I’m fine,” I insisted.  “Isn’t she really beautiful, though?”

      

                  He turned his head in her direction and the two of us watched her dance.  “Yeah,” he said.  “She is.”

      

                  “Then go get her,” I told him, feeling a strange twist in my gut at my own words.  But it didn’t stop me.  I was too curious to let my inhibitions get in the way.  “Dance with her,” I added.

      

                  Nolan set down his drink and stood up.  “If you’re sure,” he said.

      

                  “I am.”

      

                  He walked slowly to the middle of the dance floor where Ruth was.  He hesitated to let her know he was there.  He looked back at me several times before realizing how serious I was.  My body was on fire just seeing the two of them near each other.  Nolan finally stepped up behind Ruth and tapped her on the shoulder.  She spun to face him with wide, surprised eyes that shifted when she recognized him.  She smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck.  He instinctively placed his hands on her waist.  The two of them swayed, their bodies close together.  And then her eyes met mine while I watched from the bar.

      

                  She leaned up and whispered something into Nolan’s ear.  He turned his head back toward me and nodded.  She smiled and twisted her body so that her ass was against his cock.  She reached up behind her and kept her hands on his neck.  Nolan was tense and I wondered if his cock was hard, pressing up against her ass.  I hoped it was.  I hoped she could feel how big he was.

      

                  Their bodies turned so that she could stare at me while she danced with my husband.  She placed her hands on his hands and guided them up the sides of her body.  Then she guided them down over the tops of her thighs.  His eyes flashed up to meet mine as if he was looking for reassurance.  I didn’t give him any, but I didn’t put a stop to it either.  I wanted to see him do this on his own.

      

                  I watched as he willingly moved one hand between her thighs, pressing into her dress and making her gasp quietly.  Her eyes were transfixed on mine as my husband caressed her perfect body.  I shifted in my seat at the bar.  My pussy tingled and my legs felt like jelly.  It wasn’t enough that he danced with her.  I wanted to see more.

      

                  I slid off my seat and moved toward them.  Ruth’s eyes widened, full of fear that I had changed my mind.  She was afraid I’d come over to retaliate.  My husband removed his hands from her curves quickly and held them up as if I was pointing a gun at the two of them.

      

                  “Relax,” I told them.  “I want to take this somewhere else.  Somewhere more private.”

      

                  “You do?” asked Nolan.

      

                  “Where did you have in mind?” said Ruth.

      

                  The thought of bringing her home was a little too much, but my only other option was to pay for a hotel.  I debated between the two.  Inviting her into the personal feeling of home and my life with Nolan would be a big first step.  It would change how I viewed home forever.  After all, this was something I’d never forget.  This was something I’d see in every corner of the house.

      

                  “I’ll get us a room,” I told them as I withdrew my phone from my purse.  I looked up a local hotel and booked a reservation.  “Alright.  It’s all set.”

      

                  Nolan’s lower lip quivered as if he wanted to speak to me.  I knew what he wanted, though.  He wanted Ruth without disappointing me.  If only he could see the intentions in my heart and soul, he’d know that this is what I wanted too.  I wasn’t sure why, but the why’s didn’t matter anymore.  My body was buzzing to life at the thought of watching Nolan with a woman like Ruth.  And I didn’t care how it looked or how wrong it was supposed to be.

      

                  Ruth followed Nolan and I back to our car and we drove to the hotel.  Ruth and Nolan were silent and awkward now.  I didn’t like it.  It felt like I was taking them hostage or something.  “You guys don’t have to be so quiet,” I said, looking back and forth between the driver’s seat and the back seat of the car.  “It’s not a big deal.”

      

                  “It’s not that,” said Ruth, leaning forward from the backseat.  “It’s that I don’t feel like we’ve been properly introduced.”  Her eyes softened and her lips relaxed.  I instinctively leaned forward, wondering if she wanted to kiss me.  As it turned out, I was right.  Our lips met.  Her lips were warm and full.  Her tongue slipped out and danced on my lips before slithering inside my mouth.  Our tongues massaged each other, saliva swapping from mouth to mouth.  She smelled like roses and sunshine.  I hated it when she broke our kiss.

      

                  “We’re here,” said Nolan who had parked and watched us kiss.  His breath was quick and shallow.  I imagined he was already rock hard sitting in the driver’s seat.

      

                  The three of us exited the car and headed for the lobby of the hotel.  “You two keep back,” I told them, afraid that the woman behind the desk would raise her brow to a married couple with another woman.  I checked us in and then grabbed Nolan and Ruth.  We headed to the nearest elevator and rode in silence to the top floor.

      

                  When we finally we reached our room, my nerves started to fray.  A million doubts ran through my mind.  Should we be doing this?  Is there time to turn back? Will this ruin my marriage forever?  But despite them, I unlocked the door and pushed it open to reveal a dark room.  I found the light switch and let the bedside lamps illuminate the suite.

      

                  “Nice,” Ruth said behind me, and it made me jump.  Her hands found my shoulders and gripped them as if to ground me.  “I feel like a dirty girl,” she whispered in my ear.  “I’m going to take a shower first.”

      

                  I nodded silently, unable to speak.  I walked to the center of the room and then turned to face Ruth and Nolan.  Ruth looked over her shoulder at Nolan and said, “Would you unzip my dress?”  And then once his hands were on her zipper, she stared at me.

      

                  He slowly unzipped her dress and I watched it fall from her shoulders and hips, bunching around her feet.  She was in black lace lingerie that fit her curves like a glove.  She reached behind her and unfastened her bra, letting it drop to the floor.  Her tits were full and perfectly shaped.  My mouth watered for her nipples which were hard as bullets.

      

                  Her fingers found her panties and slowly slid them down her thighs and calves.  She stepped out of them and gave me the perfect view of her naked body.  Her pussy was shaved and the perfect shade of pink.  She turned toward Nolan, whose eyes widened in response.  But my gaze was fixed on her perfectly shaped ass.  Ruth had been gifted the hottest body I’d ever seen, and she didn’t let it go to waste.  Every muscle was toned, but just soft enough.  I wanted to dig my fingers into her tendons and sink my teeth into her skin.

      

                  “I’ll be out in five,” she said as she slipped into the bathroom and started the shower.

      

                  Nolan and I stared at each other for a long moment in silence.  And then, as if someone else was speaking through me, I said, “Well?  Go in after her.”

      

                  “You want me to…right now?”

      

                  I nodded, despite my body feeling shaky and nervous.  “Yes,” I said.  “She’s naked and ready for you.”

      

                  Nolan glanced toward the bathroom door as he removed his shirt.  His perfectly sculpted torso was exposed.  Electricity shot through my body at the idea of giving his perfect body to her perfect body.  And I could already imagine how perfect they’d look together.

      

                  Nolan removed his pants and briefs.  His cock was hard and erect, ready to slip into the first pussy it came across.  I intended that first pussy to be Ruth’s.  He glanced at me one more time, giving me one last chance to change my mind, but I didn’t.

      

                  Nolan pushed on the bathroom door and slipped inside.  I tiptoed near it, listening closely and watching their reflections in the mirror.

      

                  “Well, hello there,” said Ruth when she realized my husband had stepped in.  “Want to join me?”

      

                  “Uh, sure,” said Nolan who slowly stepped into the shower behind her, leaving the curtains pulled back.  I watched as the water rolled over their naked bodies.  I bit my lower lip as I slipped my hand between my thighs.  My pussy was puffy and wet.  My clit sparked as my finger graze it.

      

                  Fuck, I thought as I dared to slip a finger inside my pussy.  Every inch of my body tingled and warmed.  Every inch was more alive than it had ever been.

      

                  “Clean me?” asked Ruth as she handed Nolan the bar of soap.  He took it and began to rub it over every curve.  And then, he took his soapy fingers and massaged her pussy.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and began to moan.  I could see her legs quiver as she learned the magic of my husband’s touch.

      

                  She turned her head and her eyes met mine in the reflection of the mirror.  She knew I was watching.  A mischievous grin came over her as she twisted her body, turning her back toward Nolan and pressing her ass up against him.

      

                  He rubbed his soapy fingers around her asshole while holding his hard cock in his free hand.

      

                  Ruth reached behind her for his cock and angled it toward her ass.  My mouth fell open as I exhaled a soft whimper.  Ruth leaned against the wall of the shower for support as she guided my husband’s cock inside of her.

      

                  She gasped and moaned as he slowly inched forward, filling her up.  I leaned against the doorway, my fingers moving in wild circled over my clit.  I curled them and slipped two inside me, pushing against the sensitive spot that I knew would make me cum soon.

      

                  I watched Nolan’s cock disappear inside her.  Inside another woman’s body.  I had completely surrendered to it, and there was no going back now.  He gripped her hips and rocked back and forth, pumping his cock in and out of her tight ass as she moaned.

      

                  Her tits were pressed up against the shower wall.  Her beautiful blond locks were soaked around her shoulders.  And as the water dripped over the two of them, I heard the slick sounds of his cock fucking another girl’s ass.

      

                  My knees began to buckle and I dropped to the floor.  My fingers were doing their magic.  I was a shaking, quivering mess as my orgasm broke over me.  Ruth noticed and beckoned me inside.

      

                  “Come here, my little spy,” she said between soft grunts.  Nolan paused his fucking, keeping his cock buried deep inside of her.

      

                  I stepped into the bathroom and slipped out of my clothes.  “Here, on your knees,” Ruth said, pointing to the shower floor beneath her.

      

                  I slipped into the shower, feeling the warm water spray my skin.  Then I moved in front of Ruth and dropped to my knees.  I was face to pussy with the most perfect woman I’d ever seen.  And between her legs, I could see my husband’s balls dangling as he stayed buried inside her.

      

                  On instinct, I tugged up on her mound, exposing her sensitive clit.  Then I wrapped my lips around her mound, sucking and flicking my tongue across it.  She cried out and begged my husband to fuck her hard.  He listened and did exactly as he was told.

      

                  I sucked on her pussy and slipped a finger inside her.  I felt her pussy walls tightening around me.  I could feel the pressure of my husband’s cock as he fucked her ass good and hard.  I could feel it sliding in and out on the other side of her thin barrier.  I curled my fingers, searching for her own sensitive spot while I sucked on her clit.  And when I knew my husband was about to cum, I massaged deep inside her.

      

                  “Fuck,” she breathed as I searched for her orgasm.  Nolan was fucking her harder than he’d ever fucked me.  He was exasperated as he pounded her ass like he had to have it.  Like he couldn’t get enough.

      

                  And then I heard his trademark groan.  The one he always did when he was coming.  I sucked harder and flicked my tongue faster, while shoving my fingers deep inside Ruth’s beautiful pussy.  Her legs quivered.  Her knees began to buckle, but my husband was holding her up by her hips.  She let out a beautiful siren moan as she came.  It overtook me.  It made me dizzy with lust.

      

                  I knew in that moment I wouldn’t be able to live without Ruth in my life.  The trouble was knowing if she would feel the same.

      

                  My husband withdrew from her ass and his cum spilled down her thigh.  The water dragged most of it away, but what remained, I licked clean.  Nolan stepped out of the shower to give us more room, and I stood to meet Ruth face to face as a new woman.

      

                  She sensed the change in me.  She smiled.  And then she leaned forward to kiss me.  Her hands roamed over my breasts as our tongues danced.  Her hand slipped between my thighs and played with my pussy.

      

                  “I know you already came,” she whispered.  “But I wanted to make you cum myself.”

      

                  I nodded, out of breath, unsure exactly what she meant.  She lowered to her knees and propped one of my legs up on the side of the tub.  She exposed my pussy, rubbing her thumb through my trimmed hair.  She tugged up on my fleshy mound, exposing my clit.  She dragged her tongue up and down along my slit, circling my clit when she reached it.

      

                  My hips rocked back and forth.  I couldn’t help but moan as her soft, warm tongue danced over my flesh.  As the warm water drenched us and dripped over my hardened nipples.  I stared at Nolan who was standing beside us, stroking his cock to the sight of me with another woman.  And I realized I’d never felt happier in my whole life.

      

                  I looked down at Ruth’s blond head as she went down on me.  I ran my fingers into her wet hair.  It was then that I knew it was real.  All of this was real and exciting.  I arched my back and moaned as electricity buzzed through me.

      

                  “Fuck,” I groaned as I stared at Ruth in disbelief.  She stared up at me as I came, smiling as her tongue still danced along my flesh.

      

                  When I came down, my whole body was exhausted.  Ruth stood up and turned off the shower.  Nolan handed both of us towels which we used to pat ourselves dry.  But none of us were interested in covering up.

      

                  We dropped the towels to the floor and the three of us entered the main room.  We crawled into the single king bed together, Ruth lying between me and my husband.

      

                  But I wouldn’t want it any other way.
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                  “It’s my first time,” I told him as he lay me back on the bed.  Jim and I had only been together for a few weeks, but I was more than ready to share everything with him.  He climbed over me and stared into my eyes with a smile spread wide between his cheeks.

      

                  “Don’t worry,” he said.  “I’ll be gentle.”

      

                  Jim was sexy from head to toe.  Dark hair and dark eyes.  Thick muscles in his chest, arms, and thighs.  He was strong as he loomed over me like a boulder.  And I was about to break like crashing waves on the shore.

      

                  “I want you,” I whispered as he kissed my neck.  His lips moved lower, just along the collar of my t-shirt.  I still hadn’t figured out how I’d stolen the attention of a man like Jim.  I was as plain-jane as they come.  I wore t-shirts with loose jeans.  Half of the time, I threw my messy blond locks up in a ponytail.  But Jim saw me.  He really saw me.  And my heart melted every time he flashed a smile my way.

      

                  His hands gripped my waist, his thumbs slipping just underneath my shirt.  Cold fingers pressed firmly into my warm torso.  My hips were already rocking underneath him, begging subtly for more.  My body was trying to communicate all of the words my lips didn’t dare utter.  In times like these, I wished I was more like my best friend, Tara.  Brave and Seductive.  But I was just a meek mouse with bear paws gripping me with force.

      

                  My body shivered when Jim slid his thigh between mine, pressing it firmly against my mound.  I let out a soft moan, my lips resting against his ear.  He slid a hand behind my ass and pulled me into him, helping my hips to grind against him.

      

                  It was too much.  I felt like I could come already, especially when he moved a hand over my breast, palm against my hardened nipple.  His forehead pressed to mine as I panted each shallow breath.  My heart raced.  My head was dizzy.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and moaned as quietly as possible to hide the building orgasm.

      

                  My eyes closed tightly and I arched my back.  My climax spread through every limb of my body.  My pussy fluttered and Jim’s thigh pressed wet panties deeper between my lips.  It felt dirty to have succumbed to this quivering mess.

      

                  Jim smiled crookedly as he gazed into my eyes.  “Alison…did you come?” he asked.

      

                  “What?  No.  Don’t be ridiculous.”

      

                  He unfastened my jeans and slipped his fingers inside my panties.  His cold fingers found my soaking wet slit and pushed themselves inside.  He held them there for a moment, and in his eyes I could see him processing something.  But I wasn’t sure what.

      

                  “You dirty little liar,” he said with another smile.  “I can feel you throbbing and pulsing around me.  You definitely came.”

      

                  “What?  I’m not lying,” I said, wondering how in the hell he could tell that I had.

      

                  “Don’t worry,” he said, pulling his fingers free from my pussy and licking them clean.  “The next ones will be even more intense.”

      

                  “What do you mean the next ones?”

      

                  “You didn’t think you were done, did you?” he asked.  He lifted his shirt up over his head and I gazed at his rippling muscles.  He pulled my arms up so that I was sitting.  He kissed me as he rolled my shirt up to my chest.  He broke our kiss to remove it completely.  I began to shake, knowing that a man was seeing this much of me for the first time.

      

                  He reached behind me and unclasped my bra before tossing it to the side.  He kissed me again while his bare hands cupped my breasts.  His tongue slipped into my mouth and I already felt the renewed need to feel him caressing me.  To feel him take me for the first time.

      

                  He leaned me back and kissed along my chest and slowly down my torso.  When he reached the exposed waistband of my panties, he looked up at me.  He had a dirty smile on his face as he slipped his fingers into my panties and jeans.  He tugged them down slowly over my hips, but I kept my thighs pressed tightly together.  I’d never shown a man my pussy before, and I was nervous that he wouldn’t like it.  But that all changed when he slipped his hands between my thighs and slowly parted them.  The way he looked at my pussy with hungry eyes told me that he more than liked it.  He craved it.

      

                  He lowered his head, his warm breath billowing out across my skin.  I couldn’t help but shift my hips.  I was aroused and I didn’t know what to do about it.  Jim smiled again and stretched out his tongue.  I watched with eager eyes as it met my folds and then parted them.  A shiver spread through my body as he licked up and down, pausing to circle my clit.

      

                  “Oh,” I moaned softly, hoping my dorm mate wouldn’t walk in on us anytime soon.

      

                  Jim gripped my hips and held them in place as his tongue swept up and down, massaging my pussy with its warm strength.  He slipped a finger inside while sucking on my clit.  He worked it in gently and slowly.  But I craved more.  I bucked my hips against him and I could feel him grin against my skin.  Fuck, I wanted him more than I’d ever wanted anyone.

      

                  He pulled back and unfastened his jeans.  He slipped them off with his boxers and I gasped at the sight of his cock.  He was huge.  Long and thick.  But it was beautiful.  The tip of his cock was a perfect, smooth mushroom shape.  I licked my lips, curious about what it tasted like.  But I didn’t get my chance.

      

                  Jim was already on top of me again, pressing the tip of his cock to my dripping wet pussy.  He leaned over me on one elbow.  He kissed me sweetly as the mushroom head of his cock parted my puffy lips.  And then I felt an intense pressure as it pushed its way inside me.

      

                  I whimpered and moaned as he claimed me for the first time.  I felt his thick cock carefully stretch me open.  The pressure kept building until he was completely inside.  He held his dick there while he studied my face.  “You feel amazing,” he said.

      

                  “So do you,” I told him, trying to stifle my grunt.  He did feel amazing, but he also felt as big as he looked.  I would be lying if I said I wasn’t worried he’d break me in two.

      

                  He kissed me long and hard as he withdrew his cock and slowly pushed it back in.  He picked up a rhythm, slow and steady.  He fucked me like he loved me.  Like he needed me.  And I had the biggest smile on my face when I heard him grunting and groaning – his body begging for a release.

      

                  As he rocked into me, his pelvis brushed against my clit, sparking an electric chain through my body.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and buried my face into his shoulder as I felt another climax tear through me.  I cried out, and as my body felt wave after wave of pleasure, Jim began to thrust harder and faster.  I was too delirious to care about the small amount of pain that accompanied his thrusts.

      

                  He groaned one last time in my ear and I felt his warm cum fill me.  “Fuck,” he breathed as he collapsed against me, trying to catch his breath.

      

                  In that moment, strangely enough, all I could think about was telling my best friend Tara that I’d finally lost my virginity.
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                  “No you didn’t,” she said, shaking her head.  Her green eyes were wide and her thick, dark hair danced along her shoulders.  “Innocent Alison finally lost her V-card?”

      

                  I nodded with a stupid grin on my face.  “And it was really nice.  Jim was perfect.”

      

                  “So like…how big was he?” she asked, leaning into me as we sat on my dorm room bed.  Tara didn’t go to my school, but she frequently made the hour drive up to campus to pay me a visit.  And when I went home on weekends, I’d see her too.

      

                  I couldn’t help but giggle as I thought about Jim’s fat cock.  “He’s big,” I said.

      

                  “Okay, but like how big?”  She held up her hands indicating length.  I shook my head and she widened the gap. I shook my head again and she widened more.  Finally, I took her hands and spread them far enough apart that it looked like Jim’s length could fit between her palms.  “No fucking way,” she said.

      

                  “I thought it might split me in half,” I admitted.

      

                  She exhaled.  “Well, I’ve got to see that for myself.”

      

                  I laughed.  “How exactly are you going to do that?” I asked her.  “Sneak into his dorm when he’s asleep?”

      

                  “Hey,” she said, her eyes widening.  “That’s not a bad idea.”

      

                  “I was kidding,” I told her.  “Besides, you don’t have a key.”

      

                  “But you do, don’t you?”

      

                  My mouth went dry.  I swallowed the lump in my throat.  In my excitement to tell her the news, I’d forgotten that Tara was like this.  Tara was a big flirt.  In fact, she’d flirted with Jim when she first met him.  Jim hadn’t flirted back, but I did catch him looking at her ass when she walked away that night.  Now, Tara had some crazy idea in her head and I was worried she’d actually go through with it.

      

                  “I’m not letting you into my boyfriend’s dorm to spy on him,” I told her.

      

                  “Come on,” she said.  “I just want a peek.  Does he sleep in the nude or will I have to remove his boxers first?”

      

                  “Tara!” I shoved her playfully, but my heart was racing.  The idea of her touching Jim’s boxers both turned my stomach and excited me.  But it shouldn’t have excited me, right?

      

                  “You think I’m kidding, but I’m not,” she said, her eyes dark and serious.  “You’ll let me in, won’t you?”

      

                  I hesitated to answer.  But my body was strangely curious to see my best friend sneaking into my boyfriend’s dorm room and peeking at his cock.  “What about his roommate?” I asked her.

      

                  “Shit,” she said.  “I didn’t think about that.  Does he ever go anywhere?  Surely you spend time in Jim’s dorm, right?  You would know when leaves or when he stays?”

      

                  “He goes home on weekends,” I said, unsure of why I was admitting all of this.

      

                  “Perfect,” she said.  “So we’ll stay up here this weekend and on Friday night, I’ll sneak in.”

      

                  “What’s wrong with me that I’m going to let you do this?” I asked her.

      

                  “Nothing,” she said, grinning.  “You just love me the most.”

      

                  “I guess I do,” I said, but this time I felt the affection flutter between my legs.
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                  Friday night was here and my roommate wasn’t too happy about Tara sharing our small dorm with us.  I shrugged it off.  It was only one night and then I’d be taking Tara home in the morning.

      

                  We were snuggled together in our pajamas, her warm body pressed tightly to mine, when she finally whispered, “I think it’s late enough.”

      

                  “Okay,” I said.  But as her body slipped out of bed, I missed its warmth.  I almost missed it as much as I missed Jim’s cock inside me.

      

                  We kept our pajamas on but slipped on our outdoor coats.  We tip-toed down the dorm hallway and walked through campus toward Jim’s building.  Once we were outside in the cool air, alone, Tara started laughing.  “You are so much cooler than I ever thought,” she told me.

      

                  “Really?  I don’t feel cool,” I said.

      

                  She turned to me and grabbed both my shoulders.  “Trust me.  Only someone cool would let their best friend peek at their boyfriend’s cock.  I actually think it’s kind of hot,” she said.

      

                  “You do?”

      

                  “Oh yeah,” she said.  “If you only knew how wet I was right now.”

      

                  My eyes went wide and my body trembled.  I wanted to know how wet she was.  I wanted to touch her there and feel the warmth between her legs.  “Yeah, well…me too,” I admitted.

      

                  “Wait, really?” she asked.

      

                  “Yeah,” I said.  “I mean, kind of.  I guess it’s kind of hot.”  I couldn’t help but smile.  My body was buzzing to life at the idea of sneaking into Jim’s dorm in the middle of the night.

      

                  “I don’t believe you,” she said, stepping into me.  “Let me feel.”

      

                  “What?”

      

                  Her fingers were inside my jacket, resting on the waist of my pants.  “Come on,” she said.  “I want to see how wet you are.  I want to know you’re not lying.”

      

                  “I’m not lying,” I said.

      

                  Her gaze held mine as her fingers slipped inside my panties.  My knees buckled when she touched my pussy.  Her cool fingers were slick with my juices as they traveled up to my clit and pressed against it.  A shudder ran through me and I choked down a moan.

      

                  “You weren’t kidding,” she said, pulling her fingers free and then sliding them into her mouth.  She sucked them clean and smiled.  “You taste good, too,” she said.

      

                  She turned and started walking away, but I was frozen in place.  My best friend had just put her hands on my pussy and tasted my arousal.  My body was hot and tingly all over.  I suddenly wished we were going back to my bed to touch each other some more.

      

                  “Come on,” she called, waving her arm.  I finally found my footing and raced after her.

      

                  We reached Jim’s building and entered the front doors.  We tip-toed quietly down the hall until we reached his bedroom door.  I withdrew my key and slowly turned the lock.  His room was dark and he was snoring.

      

                  “Wish me luck,” Tara whispered as she slipped inside the room.  I didn’t want to get caught standing in the hallway, so I slipped inside after her.  I pressed my back against the darkest corner of the room and watched as Tara slowly moved toward Jim’s bed.

      

                  She pulled back the covers and Jim stirred in his sleep.  “Hurry up,” I whispered.  But she didn’t get her chance.

      

                  Jim’s hand immediately gripped her wrist and he began to mumble.  “Alison?” he asked in a tired voice.

      

                  “Yeah,” she said.  “It’s me, your girlfriend.”

      

                  My heart began to race.  Certainly he didn’t believe her.  Certainly he knew the difference between me and Tara.

      

                  “What a nice surprise,” he whispered.  “Why don’t you climb into bed with me?”  He pulled off the covers and to our surprise, he was sleeping naked.  Tara gazed at the full length of his cock and gasped.  She turned her head over her shoulder and I could see how wide her eyes were as she mouthed oh my god.

      

                  Jim pulled her into him and then sat up to look at her.  “Tara?” he asked when his eyes adjusted to her shadow.  “What are you doing here?”  As far as I knew, he still hadn’t seen me lurking in the shadows.

      

                  “Well Alison was bragging about how huge your cock was so I came to see for myself.”

      

                  Jim quickly pulled the sheets back over his body.  “Is that so?” he asked.

      

                  Her hands reached under the sheets and began to move wildly.  I could only imagine she was stroking him as he started to groan.  “Yeah,” she said.  “Don’t worry.  I took Alison’s key, but she doesn’t know I’m here.  I won’t tell if you don’t.”

      

                  Tara removed the sheets and lowered herself down Jim’s body.  “She doesn’t?” asked Jim as he stared down at my best friend who was holding his cock inches from her mouth.

      

                  “No, and she won’t know about me doing this,” she said as she parted her lips, wrapping them around his perfect mushroom head.

      

                  I was breathless as I watched Tara devour my boyfriend.  My hand slipped inside my panties while I watched Jim succumb to his desires.  Tara was sucking his cock, and even if he knew it was wrong, he didn’t want it to stop.  And neither did I.

      

                  Jim’s fingers slid into Tara’s hair.  He held her head forcefully against his cock as he thrust himself down her throat.  She choked and gagged, and for a minute I considered stepping in, afraid he was hurting her.  But she pulled back with a filthy smile on her face and I knew that she liked it.

      

                  My fingers slipped inside my pussy while another hand cupped my breasts.  I shouldn’t have let Tara in here, but now that she was in bed with my boyfriend I couldn’t bring myself to stop it.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  It was especially hot when he pulled her up by her shoulders and flipped her onto her stomach.

      

                  He pressed his body against her back, whispering in her ear.  “I’m going to fuck you so hard it’ll make your head spin.  I know how girls like you want it, Tara,” he said as his hands slipped under her t-shirt and cupped her bare breasts.

      

                  I bit my lip to keep from moaning.  He lifted her shirt just enough to expose her breasts and I could see them sandwiched between her body and the bed.

      

                  “That’s right,” Tara said.  “I bet you couldn’t fuck Alison hard.  She’s such a delicate little flower.  You’re going to have to take your filthy desires out on me so you won’t taint her innocence.  God knows you might not want her anymore if she wasn’t the perfect girl to bring home to meet the parents.  No, you need a girl like me to be really dirty with.”

      

                  My gut wrenched at her words, but my body was on fire.  My fingers teased and played with my clit as Jim tore her pajama pants and panties down her legs.  He lifted her hips up to expose her puffy wet pussy.  He buried his face against it and licked her while she bucked against him.

      

                  I felt like I shouldn’t be there, watching in the darkness.  But I was so close to coming, I couldn’t stop it.  And if I left now, Jim would know I was there, watching the whole thing.  So I kept my back pressed to the wall, fingering my pussy as I watched Jim eat my best friend’s pussy.

      

                  I could just make out the soft slit of her pussy as Jim pulled his face away.  He leaned back and angled his thick cockhead toward it.  I chewed on my lower lip while tugging at one of my nipples through my t-shirt.  I couldn’t believe I’d just lost my virginity to him and now I was going to watch him fuck my best friend.

      

                  Tara’s puffy lips parted around his cockhead as he slowly slipped inside her.  I felt my stomach lurch at the sight, but my clit sparked regardless.  I circled my clit with a wet finger and almost let a whimper slip between my lips.  But I held back, somehow I held back and kept quiet.

      

                  Jim pushed his cock in deep as he gripped Tara’s ass.  He groaned and grunted as he thrust his hips back and forth, slamming against her.  He leaned forward and gripped her hair in one hand, tugging her head back and exposing her breasts.  With his free hand, he cupped her bare breast and twisted her nipple until she cried out in agony.

      

                  “Is this what you wanted, Tara?” he asked as he slammed into her.  “A good, hard fucking?”

      

                  “Yes!” she cried out, immobile from the way he was holding her.  “This is what your sweet girl can’t give you.”

      

                  My knees buckled again and I nearly hit the floor, but somehow I braced myself against the wall.  My head was whoozy as I silently came to the wet, thrusting sounds of Jim slamming into Tara over and over again.

      

                  Tara was teasing her clit and began to moan as Jim fucked her almost like he hated her.  Almost like he was punishing her.  I’d never seen that kind of fury in Jim, but Tara seemed to enjoy it.  I wondered if it was better to be fucked like that.  If it felt better than the way he fucked me.

      

                  The two of them cried out together as they came.  I knew that now was my chance.  As Jim closed his eyes and yelled passionately, I quietly snuck out through the dorm door and back into the hallway.  I looked both ways, grateful that no students or resident assistants were stalking the hall.

      

                  Their screams subsided and I wondered what Tara was going to do next.  I was surprised when a few minutes later, she reappeared.

      

                  “Come on, let’s go,” she said, slipping her jacket back on.

      

                  I followed her out in the cool air.  “That’s it? You’re not staying the night?”

      

                  She turned back with a smile.  “He loves you, Alison.  You’re the one that gets to stay the night.  I was just a hot fuck for him.”

      

                  “If he loves me then why did he fuck you?” I asked her.

      

                  She smirked.  “Because he’s a man.  He couldn’t help himself.  Besides, at least if he was going to fuck another girl it was your best friend.  So?  Did you enjoy the show?”

      

                  I felt my cheeks burn hot.

      

                  “That’s a yes,” she said, grinning.  She took my hand and pulled me in the direction of my own building.  “Come on. I need you to do me a favor.”

      

                  Once inside my dorm’s building, Tara took off to the community showers.  “What are we doing in here?” I asked as Tara began to strip.  She slipped into a shower stall and pulled me in with her.

      

                  “He came inside me,” she said.  “Without a condom.  I need to get his semen out of me.”

      

                  “How are you going to do that?” I asked.

      

                  “That’s where you come in,” she said.  “Would you…clean me?  I don’t want to get pregnant.”  She placed a hand between her legs and spread her pussy lips until some of Jim’s cum spilled out.

      

                  “Tara, I don’t think that’s how this works,” I said.

      

                  “Well, we have to try,” she begged.  “Please, just clean me as best as you can.  Use your tongue.  Don’t worry.  I won’t tell anyone what we did.  Not after you shared your boyfriend with me like that.  I promise.”

      

                  I looked around the showers before dropping to my knees.  My heart was racing.  Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I pressed my nose to Tara’s shaved mound and stretched out my tongue.  She smelled like sweetened coconut.  I dragged my tongue along her slit, tasting the mixture of her sweet nectar with Jim’s semen.  I became light headed and lost myself in the sensation of licking up and down her pussy.  I slid my tongue inside, swirling it around her walls, eager for every delicious drop.  But I couldn’t get deep enough.

      

                  I slipped two fingers inside her and tried to drag some of the cum outside.  Then I licked my fingers and her outer pussy lips until it was clean.  But when I looked up at Tara and saw the way she was moaning, I couldn’t stop.  I pumped my fingers in and out of her while sucking on her clit.  She tugged at her nipples and moaned.  Her hand found the back of my head and held me to her pussy.  She didn’t need to hold me in place, though.  I had no intention of leaving.

      

                  “Fuck,” she breathed as I pumped harder and faster – just the way Jim had.  I sucked and flicked her clit with my tongue.  I could feel her pussy walls contract around my fingers.  And then she came.  She let out a whimper and hunched forward, her whole body shaking.

      

                  When she was finished, I finally felt what Jim had felt when I first came.  I could feel the throbbing and pulsing of Tara’s pussy post-climax.  This was how he knew I had come, I thought.

      

                  I stood up and licked my fingers clean.  Tara cupped my head in her hands and leaned in to kiss me.  I didn’t pull away.  I didn’t want to.

      

                  “Don’t worry, Alison.  All of this will be our little secret.  I won’t even tell Jim that you watched us fuck tonight.  It’ll be like old times,” she said.  “Just a secret between friends.”

      

                  I nodded and kissed her again.  I didn’t tell her that I was hoping we could form more secrets together.  But something told me it was inevitable.  Because that was just the kind of girl Tara was, and that was just the kind of relationship we had.
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                  “So?  How was the honeymoon?” asked Helen, my best friend in the entire world.  But I knew she wasn’t asking about the vacation or the food.  She wasn’t asking if Barry, my new husband, was especially romantic.  She was asking about the sex.  Wondering if it was good and more specifically, if he was good.

      

                  Now, if I had been most women, she’d already have that information.  But I had been saving myself until marriage.  My honeymoon with Barry was my first time.  So naturally, Helen was especially curious.

      

                  I twirled my hair around my finger and avoided eye contact.  Helen and I were sitting on my living room sofa and my honeymoon felt like a million years away even though we’d just come back home the day before.  I thought back to how it felt lying in bed as Barry climbed over me.  How his thick muscles flexed as he prepared to take me.  How his coal eyes seared his mark into my skin.  How his dark hair smelled as he kissed his way down my body.  I thought back to how nervous I was and how gentle he was.  But no matter how gentle he’d been, it was bound to still hurt a little.  After all, he was huge, and it was something I didn’t know about him until that night.

      

                  But I still couldn’t keep from smiling when I thought about the flashes of heat that filled my body as he covered my naked body in his kisses.  I couldn’t keep from blushing as I remembered the electric feeling of Barry sucking on my perky nipples as his fingers slid in and out of me, preparing me to take his cock for the first time.  I hadn’t said a word about it yet to Helen, but she was already smiling along with me.  She knew me all too well.

      

                  “He must’ve been something,” she said, placing her hand on my knee and grinning.  “Natalie, you know I’m going to need all of the sexy details.”

      

                  Now that I was no longer a virgin, Helen’s gentle touch on my knee stirred something inside me.  I felt a little like a sex addict, wishing her hand would slide up further on my thigh and brush just under my skirt.  But I knew that was wrong.  I wasn’t gay and she was my best friend.  Helen and I practically grew up together.

      

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

      

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

      

                  “That’s it?” she said, with a laugh, pulling her hand away and leaving me with an emptiness I didn’t understand.  Why did I crave her touch so much, especially now after having given myself to Barry all week long?  “You can do better than that,” she added.

      

                  “I don’t know what to say,” I replied, tucking a strand of my dark hair behind my ear to pull it out of my face.  “I can’t describe it.”

      

                  “He must’ve been magical then,” she teased, her green eyes sparkling.

      

                  I saw Helen differently now.  I’d always known she was beautiful with long, flowing blond locks and the perfect figure.  But now I noticed how desirable she was.  She must’ve been every man’s dream – and possibly every woman’s too.  I couldn’t help but notice her full breasts in her tight white v-neck shirt.  I couldn’t help but notice how soft and smooth her skin looked, or how it rouged just slightly when she was hot or embarrassed.  I couldn’t stop noticing her full lips and wondering how they’d feel wrapped tightly around my nipples.  I felt myself getting wet the longer I sat beside her.

      

                  “Well,” I said, trying to distract myself from my dark, forbidden thoughts.  “He’s big, you know?  And it hurt like hell.”

      

                  “Until it didn’t?” she asked.

      

                  I nodded and blushed.  “Exactly,” I said.

      

                  “Was he gentle or rough?”

      

                  “Gentle,” I said.  “Until he wasn’t.”

      

                  We both laughed and I realized I’d never felt closer to Helen than I did right now.

      

                  Helen moved a hand to my side and it made me jump.  She brushed her thumb along my ribs and asked, “Did he play with your nipples?  While he fucked you?”

      

                  Chills crawled over my skin and I swallowed, trying to make room for the words to escape.  But my breath was shallow and the words didn’t want to leave my lungs.  Eventually, I mumbled a yes and Helen smiled.  She dropped her hand and placed it on my upper thigh, above my skirt.  “Did you ride him or let him fuck you from behind?”

      

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

      

                  “Don’t worry,” she said. “You will.”

      

                  “I hope so,” I told her.  “I know Barry would like it.”

      

                  “What guy wouldn’t?” she asked, flipping her hair back behind her shoulder.  “Every guy likes to fuck his woman from behind.”  She leaned in closer until her breath rolled gently against my cheek.  “To thrust his cock in nice and deep.”

      

                  My eyes locked onto hers and for a moment I dared myself to kiss her.  But I knew that wasn’t what this was about.  I knew I’d be risking my friendships with her forever.  But my body felt like it was on fire, from her words and her touch.  I was only just now realizing how sensual of a girl Helen really was.  And then, with her next words, she made my blood run cold.

      

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

      

                  I studied her face.  She was smiling, but her eyes were serious, and this was the one thing I knew to be true about Helen.  It was something I’d forgotten about when I agreed to marry Barry.  Helen was always single, always playing the field.  But her preferred choice of man was a married one.  She’d been that way since she was eighteen years old.  I suddenly felt so stupid for not realizing that I wouldn’t be any different to her.  That Barry wouldn’t be any more off limits.  In fact, it probably made her want him even more.

      

                  “Good luck,” I teased her, hoping to sway her away from the idea.  “After this weekend, he’s absolutely smitten with me.”

      

                  “I don’t doubt that,” she said, smiling with one corner of her mouth.  “But that doesn’t mean I can’t get him to lose his head for an hour or two.”

      

                  My body trembled at the thought, both because it was terrifying and exciting to imagine her with Barry.  “I don’t know,” I said, teasing her further.  “I don’t think anything would sway him.”

      

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

      

                  “What?  Don’t be ridiculous,” I said.  But my adrenaline was buzzing through my veins.  Would she really take it up as a challenge to go after my new husband?  I wouldn’t put it past her.  I’d seen her with countless married men before.  It seemed they preferred her as much as she preferred them.  There was something alluring about Helen as a homewrecker.  Even I felt it.

      

                  “I guess you’ll never know.  Will you?” she said.  “Maybe I’ll go after him and maybe I won’t.  But you’ll have to spend every day wondering if I ever did.”

      

                  My eyes were wide as saucers as my knees pressed together.  The excitement and the terror were all too much.  It was beginning to feel like some twisted rite of passage to share Barry with my best friend.  As if now I had really joined the married world by having a man that Helen wanted to go after.

      

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

      

                  “The scent?”

      

                  “My scent,” she said.  “You’ll know when you kiss him.  Or when you suck his cock.  You’ll faintly smell that maybe I’d been there first.  You won’t be able to look at him the same way again.  So maybe, in a way, you’d know.”

      

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

      

                  That was only the beginning of my upcoming torture.  For weeks I started scrutinizing Barry’s scent every night that I came home from work.  Barry was unfortunately off work by three every afternoon whereas I worked until seven.  There was plenty of time for Helen to make a visit.  There was more than enough time for her to seduce him.

      

                  Barry began to notice.  One night, when he embraced me in his arms, he caught me smelling his neck and his shirt.  “Is everything okay?” he asked.  “Do I need to take a shower or something?”

      

                  “Everything’s fine,” I lied.  But the truth was that Helen’s remarks had been driving me crazy.  I came home every night wondering if she’d been with him.  If I’d know just from smelling him.  But I was starting to lose my mind, and Barry was witnessing the unraveling.  I decided I need to give it up.  To trust the both of them, even if it meant feeling a tinge of disappointment.  Some fucked up part of me wanted to know he’d succumbed to his desires and screwed my best friend.  Some dark, twisted, thrill-seeking part of me wanted to even catch them in the act.

      

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

      

                  The next time I spoke to Helen, I confessed her effect on me.  She’d called me one afternoon when I’d ended work early.  “Want to meet up?” she asked.  “I’m on the way to your house right now.  You better hope Barry isn’t there.”

      

                  I suddenly burst into a fit of laughter.  “I hope he is,” I joked.  “Do you know, our conversation has been slowly driving me insane? I’ve come home every night to sniff my husband.”

      

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

      

                  “Of course not,” I lied.  “I was just making sure you hadn’t.”

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

                  “See you soon, Natalie,” she said with a deep, sultry voice.  And then the phone clicked to silence.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
                  My fingers clutched the steering wheel.  I could hear my heart beating in my ears.  I was numb and electric at the same time as I turned the last corner before reaching home.  There was Helen’s red sedan in the driveway at three in the afternoon.  A gentle thrumming moved through my veins.  I parked on the street and quietly snuck into the backyard, carefully peeking through the windows.

      

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

      

                  She’d bent down to remove her black heels.  She walked with bare feet toward my new husband and twirled before him.  I wondered what their conversation had been about.  What had required her to remove her shoes and do a little twirl?  But I knew it didn’t matter.  All that mattered was the way their eyes lit up at each other as her body neared his.  There was a palpable energy between them.

      

                  Barry’s jaw clenched as he stared at my friend’s delicious curves.  Even I was licking my lips as I stared in at her.  She came within inches of him, flicking her gaze up into his.  She slowly leaned up on her tip-toes, her lips coming closer, but Barry turned his head.

      

                  Good, I thought, but at the same time I felt cold disappointment.  I wanted to see them kiss.  I wanted to see him cheat.  Most of all, I wanted to see her win like she always did.

      

                  But my desires were quickly realized and my fears ignited.  Barry turned back to her, cupped her face in his hands, and pressed his lips to hers.  My gut twisted with regret all while my panties became wetter.  It was incredibly hot to watch him claim her and to know that her seduction techniques had worked.  It had turned Barry into the simplest of men, filled with a primal need to own and dominate.  But I was smiling at the realization that it was Helen who was in control.  It was always her pulling the strings.

      

                  Barry’s hands gripped Helen’s waist and slowly slid up her back.  His thick fingers pulled at tied straps of her halter top.  He untied it and then pulled his head back, keeping his forehead pressed to hers.  He swallowed and clenched his jaw.  I could feel his hesitance.  I could feel his desire but his fear to fulfill it.  He knew he’d be cheating on me.  He knew he couldn’t take it back.  And perhaps it made it that much more powerful, knowing that he wasn’t mindless in his decision.  He was weighing his options and his cock had won.

      

                  Helen cupped his face, assuring him – I guessed – that it would be their secret and that I would never know.  Helen must’ve been one damn good liar, because his eyes softened and soon his fingers released the top of her dress.  I watched it fall around her waist, revealing her naked breasts.  Full and proudly on display.  Her nipples were hard and he ran his knuckles across them.

      

                  Helen arched her back, pressing her stomach into his.  I could tell by the way she looked at him that she’d felt the full length of him pressing against her abdomen.  He was huge, and she was about to find out for herself just how big he was.

      

                  That is, if I let it continue.  But I couldn’t find my will to end it.  In fact, I found myself ducking just under the window out of breath.  With my back pressed to the outer wall and my ass on the ground, I spread my legs and slipped my fingers under my work skirt until they pressed against my wet panties.  I traced my slit through the cotton and turned my head to watch the two of them continue.

      

                  Barry picked Helen up by the waist and propped her onto the kitchen island.  I imagined what that cold marble must’ve felt like against her ass as I felt the dirty ground touch mine.  Barry lifted her dress up to her waist and pulled her black thong down her legs.  He dropped to his knees and spread her thighs apart.

      

                  I gasped as I saw his tongue glide up and down her perfect wet slit.  She was perfectly shaved, and even from the window I could see how wet she was.  Barry devoured her pussy like his life depended on it.  Helen ran her fingers through his hair and rocked her hips against him.  I felt a hint of envy.  I wanted to be the one to taste her.

      

                  And then I began to wonder if this was another scent that would linger.  Would I taste her on his tongue next time Barry kissed me?  Would his cock feel different inside me after it’d been inside her?  The thought of it excited me, even though I knew it would mean sex with Barry would never be the same again.  Still, nothing was more invigorating than knowing my best friend would always be there – in scent if nothing else – when Barry fucked me.

      

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

      

                  Helen unfastened his pants and slid off the counter, dropping to her knees on the floor.  Barry removed his suit jacket and unbuttoned his shirt.  By the time he’d finished, Helen already had his cock out and her lips parted.

      

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

      

                  Helen wrapped her lips around the head of Barry’s cock and sucked her cheeks in.  Barry groaned as his cock slipped further in, no doubt hitting the back of her throat.  Even in all of our days of fucking, I hadn’t gone down on him yet.  He hadn’t asked me to and I wasn’t sure how.  Though after this brilliant display by Helen, something told me I’d have the confidence to know how in the future.

      

                  She sucked, gagged, and choked on his cock, and I started to realize how different he was with her.  He was forceful. Rough.  Animalistic.  Needy.  He craved her body as much as he hated himself for it.  As much as he hated his cock for feeling so damn good inside her mouth.  I knew by his expression that he was wondering how much better it would feel somewhere else…deep inside her body.

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

                  She tossed it to the side and stood up, hoisting herself back up to the kitchen island.  She spread her legs and slipped her fingers between them, and Barry was practically drooling at the sight of her pussy.  However, it turned out he wanted something completely different from Helen.

      

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

      

                  I had three fingers shoved deep inside me as I waited for his next move.  That’s when Helen turned her head to the side and saw me peeking through the corner of the window.  She smiled and winked in my direction, but I felt like a rabbit in the headlights.  Frozen with the fear of being caught watching.

      

                  That didn’t stop my fingers though. The worked in and out of my pussy desperately seeking out the orgasm I knew I was on the brink of.  My body began to shake, but my climax was stubborn.  My body seemed to be waiting for something more before it would unleash its pleasure.

      

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

      

                  Helen’s face twisted with pleasure and pain as he pushed himself in further.  Her fingers were between her legs, playing with her clit as Barry’s cock disappeared inside her ass.  I couldn’t begin to imagine what it felt like, and I was more jealous than I thought at the sight of them.  So I licked my index finger of my free hand and circled my asshole with it while I played with my clit.

      

                  My body came alive in ways I didn’t know were possible.  I slipped my finger inside my asshole as Barry pushed the full length of his cock inside Helen’s.  He gripped her hips, pulled back and slammed into her.  I worked my fingers in and out of my ass and pussy to the same rhythm of Barry fucking Helen.  And before I knew it, I was pressing my forehead to the outer wall and cursing under my breath as my body erupted into white, hot ecstasy.

      

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

      

                  It was just as I was coming down that their orgasms were starting.  Barry fucked Helen like he both hated her and loved her.  And Helen came as if she was queen of the world, knowing that both Barry and I would now be wrapped around her little finger.

      

                  Barry pulled free from her and I could see his cum spill from her ass and down her thigh.  He tossed her another towel and dressed himself.  He walked away, running his hand through his hair, conflicted about what he’d done.  But I was smiling.  If only he knew I was smiling so fucking wide.

      

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

      

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

      

                  I clung tightly to him, inhaling the mixed scent of both of them.

      

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

      

                  “You two are going out?” asked Barry.

      

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

      

                  “What kind of bet?” he asked.

      

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

      

                  He raised his brow but he didn’t argue.  Helen followed me back out to my car and slipped into the passenger seat.  “You little perv,” she teased.  “I saw you watching us.”

      

                  “What can I say?  I was curious.”

      

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

      

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

      

                  Helen reached across my lap and took my hand in hers.  “Just you wait,” she said.  “This is only the beginning.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Selena Hart’s Newsletter

        

      

    
    
      
        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      
                    

      

      
         Click here to join my newsletter!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 5 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection.

      Check below for a list of titles included:

      Full Service

      Locked Out

      Double Trouble

      Party Girls

      The Visit

      Billionaire Boss

      Sitter Exposed

      Whatever It Takes

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 5 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection.

      Check below for a list of titles included:

      Hired Help

      Stealing Him

      Adventure

      Escort

      Making the Squad

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection.

      Check below for a list of titles included:

      Birthday Gift

      Spare Room

      Trying New Things

      Honeymoon

      Tattoo Artist

      Training

      Nude Beach

      Adventure

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection. A total value of $24.00, for only $4.99.

      

      Check below for a list of titles included:

      

      Physical Therapy

      Groupie

      Sharing Him Baby-sitter

      Cowboy

      Maid of Honor

      Couple's Therapy

      Lockdown

      Double Booked

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection. 35,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $4.99.

      

      Check below for a list of titles included:

      

      Show Me the Ropes

      Holiday Party

      The Photo

      Ex-Wife

      Just One Night

      Sweet Dreams

      Her Gift to Him

      Woman Next Door

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling first time bisexual FFM stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection. 36,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $4.99.

      

      Check below for a list of titles included:

      

      Peer Pressure

      Man Next Door

      Beach House

      Graduation

      Door to Door

      Doctor

      Vacation

      Best Friends

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 40,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $5.99.

      Check the list of titles included:

      

      New Babysitter

      Stranger

      Hostel

      Best Friend’s Sister

      The Trap

      The Breakup

      Classmates

      The Dare

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 40,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $6.99.

      Check the list of titles included:

      

      FFM Gamer Girl

      Teacher's Pet

      Reunion

      New Neighbor

      Cheer-leader

      Lake House

      Roommate

      Spring Break

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 10 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 44,000 words, with a total value of $30.00, for only $7.99.

      

      Check the list of titles included:

      

      M.I.L.F. Next Door

      Music Festival

      Sitting for the Fosters

      Sharing My Husband with the Home Designer

      Beauty Queen

      Sharing Him with His Professor

      Model

      Exchange Student

      Masquerade

      Sharing Him with His Student

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing stories in one exclusive bundle. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection! 41,000 words, with a total value of $24.00, for only $7.99.

      

      Check the list of titles included:

      

      FFM Camping Trip

      FFM Best Friend's M.I.L.F.

      FFM Nanny

      FFM Interview

      FFM Bachelor Party

      FFM Surrogate

      FFM Maid

      FFM Babysitter

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Get 8 of Selena Hart's best-selling FFM husband sharing 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.

      

      Check the list of titles included:

      

      FFM Housemaid

      Sharing My Boyfriend: Boat Trip

      Sharing My Husband with My Sorority Sister

      Sharing My Husband with My Best Friend

      Sharing My Husband at the Beach

      FFM with His Girlfriend

      FFM First Time

      My Boss and His Wife

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    
    
      
        Selena Hart is an author of menage FFM short stories.  Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, romantic awakenings, and adventures with other women.  Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

        

        To read more by this Selena Hart click here.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Thanks for Reading!

        

      

    
    
      
        Thanks so much for reading!

      

    

  

cover.jpeg
8 BOOKS SELENA HART

!
v Y -
)
& { -
{
» /
~ ¥,
.

i

WATCHING THEM

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00007.jpeg
[ 3
% z (

FFV GOUPLES
FIRST TIME BUNDLE

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00010.jpeg
™ Y/

’ 770
- A §
" A

- X

" : l ;
) . 4
" -t P L 1

FEM BUNDLE
SHARING HIM WITH HER

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION






images/00011.jpeg
FM JJ UL
nnsr TIME SHARING

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION






images/00006.jpeg
LFl J J\/J ENAGE
FIRST TIVE BUNDLE

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00005.jpeg
BISEXUAL WIFE

FIRST TIME FFM

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00008.jpeg
BISEXUAL FFM
F|RST TIME BUNDLE

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00009.jpeg
-
ULE

JJJ

|
HUSBAND SHARING

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00012.jpeg
|‘ f J r) J J
SHARING HUSBANDS

CUCKQUEAN ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00004.jpeg
;c ,/q

BISEXUAL FUN
FIRST TIME FFM

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00003.jpeg
A 7 A \\ \ —

i 7 N
£ Vi

'/ =\

a \ 3
) |
s
\ |J X /

H SBI\ J

FFM BUNDLE

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





images/00002.jpeg
8 BUUKS SELENA HIQT

FIRST TIME FFM

FFM ANTHOLOGY COLLECTION





