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* * *

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

      

      
                    This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.
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      My husband Zach and I had just bought our first RV.  Our jobs weren’t the highest paying so it took a few years of saving to finally afford it.  We were so excited to take it on our very first camping trip in our local state park.  We’d always loved the outdoors and camped frequently.  This would be our first time bringing modern conveniences along with us.

                        It wasn’t the biggest machine, but we liked it that way.  There was a bedroom off in the back that was separated by a small curtain, but otherwise the unit was on the smaller side.  We didn’t want to have to worry about turns and parking as much, so shorter was best.

                        We packed everything for the weekend trip and headed out.  I tried not to look as Zach drove it through the winding gravel road, because it looked as if he’d hit everything in sight.  I knew I just hadn’t gotten used to it yet.

                        “We’re going to be fine, Jess,” he said with a laugh.

                        “This thing is so big even for being so small.”  He laughed as if I’d just said a dirty joke.  I rolled my eyes but smiled at him.  I secretly loved his dirty mind.  I didn’t want to tell him that though and lead him to being dirty all of the time.  He probably would if I let him.

                        We finally parked at the campsite and looked at the view from the windshield.  We were pulled up to a large pond surrounded by campers and trees.  I reached my hand over and squeezed Zach’s.  I was proud of what we had accomplished.

                        Nothing felt more freeing than to have a home on the road.  I stepped out of the vehicle and inhaled the fresh morning air.  Most of the campsites were still full.  Only a few people left shortly after we’d arrived.

                        There was an empty campsite beside us that Zach and I secretly hoped wouldn’t fill up. It would make our space feel that much larger and give us a little more privacy.  Zach of course made jokes about screwing me under the stars, since that site was mostly shielded by a trees and bushes.  The only open spot around it was the area facing our RV.

                        Our hopes of more space were dashed quickly, though, as a group of young college aged kids pulled up.  There was a small car full of them and they’d only brought two tents.  As I looked over the group exiting their car, one in particular caught my eye.

                        She was lean and blond with wavy beach hair.  It already looked like she’d gone swimming in the pond.  She only wore a bikini top on her chest and a flowing skirt from her hips.  I imagined the matching bikini bottoms were underneath.  I heard one of her friends call her by her name, Fiona.

                        Fiona’s lips were full and painted with a purple gloss.  There was something adventurous about her, despite a lack of edgy piercings or tattoos.  It was her confident and aloof stance, and the way her eyes lit up when she caught me staring at her.

                        She waved at us and ran over.  “Looks like we’re neighbors for a bit,” she said.  “My name is Fiona.”  I smiled and blushed, but it was Zach who responded.

                        “Nice to meet you.  We’ll be here through the weekend.  What about you guys?”

                        “We don’t really know yet,” she said, brushing her hand through her long hair.  “We like to fly by the seat of our pants.”  She looked at me as she said this and smiled.  Her eyes wandered curiously across my face, as if she was trying to read my thoughts.  I was glad in that moment that she couldn’t, because they weren’t really clean.

                        “Nice meeting you guys!” she said, quickly running back toward her group.  She was brave in a way that was unfamiliar to me.  When I had been her age, I never would’ve run up to a neighboring couple and introduced myself like that.

                        I quickly tugged at the strands of my short brown hair.  A small wave of insecurity washed over me, but it passed when Zach wrapped his arms around me.

                        “Remember what it was like to be their age?” he asked me.

                        “We’re not that old,” I teased.  He kissed my neck and grabbed my ass.  I quickly looked over my shoulder to see if the college kids could see.  None of them were looking except for Fiona, who was sneaking a peak over her shoulder.  Our eyes met for a moment and then we quickly broke our gaze.

                        “Why don’t you show me your youthful spirit,” said Zach.  He grabbed my hand and tugged me back inside the RV.  He closed the curtains in the windows and then walked back over to me.  He pressed his lips to mine and wrapped an arm around my waist.

                        He slid his tongue into my mouth and started to lift my shirt up, revealing my abdomen.  His knuckles grazed the skin and sent chills down my spine.  I loved feeling his skin against mine.  I loved having his lips pushed into me, but I kept thinking about the sexy girl outside.  I wondered if she knew what we were doing in here.

                        He lifted my shirt further until it was stripped from my body.  He reached around to my bra clasp and unhooked it.  With a bare chest, I ripped his shirt off his thick muscles and pressed my breasts against him.  My nipples hardened and I let out a moan, trying to be loud enough for Fiona to hear.

                        I heard the kids outside talking and knew the walls of the RV were thin enough to let sound travel.  I wasn’t sure how loud I needed to be, but I wanted Fiona to know that we were at least a little wild.

                        Zach spun me around and tore my shorts down my ass.   He moved my panties to the side and got on his knees.  He started to lick my wet pussy as I leaned up against the wall of the RV.

                        “Ohhh!” I cried, making sure to place my mouth near the crack in the door.  I closed my eyes and pictured Fiona’s sexy body.  I pretended that she was the one eating me out instead of my husband.

                        Zach stood up and rested the tip of his cock against my wet slit.  He quickly slid it in and pressed his body up against me.  He interlocked his fingers in mine and moaned against my ear.

                        “Moan louder,” I whispered.  He seemed confused but he followed my order.  He started to thrust his hips against me while growling.  I reached my fingers down to my clit and teased it while he fucked me.  I closed my eyes and imagined Fiona just outside, listening to us fuck.

                        With her body in my mind, it took no time at all for me to come.  I screamed as loud as I could while my pussy contracted against my husband’s thick cock.  I felt his dick throb and soon he followed my orgasm with one of his own.  He growled like a wild animal and pounded my body against the door.

                        He pulled his cock out of me and I felt his come spill out of my pussy.  It dripped down my leg and I imagined Fiona licking it up.

                        I’d hoped that picturing her while we fucked would get something out of my system, but I became more obsessed with her than ever.  When Zach suggested we eat, I begged to eat outdoors just so I could be closer to her.

                        We made a campfire and sat around it with the burgers Zach had made inside the RV kitchen.  The spot next to us was empty except for one guy who looked as if he was overly amused by the stars.

                        “What did you want to sit out here for?” he asked, slapping away a mosquito.

                        “No reason,” I said.  I was admittedly distracted as I looked everywhere for a sign of the other campers.  Then I heard giggling in the distance and my eyes landed on a pile of clothes just outside the pond.  “Are they skinny dipping?”

                        “Who?”

                        “Our neighboring campers.”

                        “Why?  You got a crush on one of them or something?”  I laughed awkwardly and he smiled.  “You fucking do!  Which one?”

                        “Nevermind,” I said, stuffing the burger into my mouth.  I could feel my cheeks blushing and I tried to avoid eye contact.

                        “Is it the athletic brunette?” he asked, quick to jump to the conclusion that my crush was on a boy.  I shook my head.  He went through each guy until it clicked.  “Holy shit!  You like the girl?”

                        My eyes widened in horror as he found out, but he was only amused.  He started laughing wildly and throwing his head back.  “I mean.  That’s really hot.  She’s pretty hot.”

                        “You noticed then?” I said, trying to tease him back.  He shrugged and then nodded with a smile.

                        “Maybe we should join them skinny dipping,” he said.  But before I could even playfully consider it, the campers were heading back toward us.  They grabbed their clothes and wrapped towels around them.  When Fiona saw us sitting by our warm fire, she quickly invited herself over.

                        “Do you guys mind if I sit here and dry off?”

                        “Of course not,” said Zach.  I couldn’t have responded if I wanted to.  I was too taken aback by the naked woman sitting next to me.

                        “Thanks,” she said, looking at me with small but curious eyes.  She reached her hands out toward the fire and her towel dropped for a moment before she caught it.  It allowed me a shameful peak of her cute perky breasts.  “Sorry,” she said.

                        “No problem,” said Zach.  “You’re welcome to remove the whole thing if you want.”  I quickly punched his shoulder for being so forward and rude.

                        “You’ll have to excuse my husband,” I told her.

                        “Oh, I don’t mind.  I was half tempted to ask if I could remove it,” she said with a laugh.  My heart started to race.  I looked around and noticed her camping friends had gone inside their tents.  No one would see if she was naked right here.

                        I shook the idea from my head.  I didn’t want to suggest it, but I didn’t have to.  She reached her hands out again toward the fire and the towel dropped.  This time, she didn’t rush to pick it up.

                        I tried not to look at her fabulous breasts which were just hanging there in the wooded night.  My pussy was soaked and I was afraid I’d leak out through the bottoms of my shorts.  I quickly excused myself and ran inside the RV to catch my breath.

                        It’s just another woman.  You can do this.  Nothing is going to happen anyway.  I turned to look out of the little window above the kitchen sink.  She had scooted in closer to Zach with her breasts still hanging out.  He was talking to her but only seemed to notice her chest.  I saw a smile curl into her cheeks when she realized what he was staring at.

                        I could just barely make out their conversation.  “You can touch them if you want,” she said.  “Unless your wife would mind.”

                        He looked her in the eyes suspiciously but shrugged his shoulders.  “I really don’t think she would, actually.  She has a bit of a crush on you.  Though maybe she’d like to be the one to touch them.”

                        I saw her glance toward the window I was peeking out of and I quickly jumped back.  I wanted to explore more of Fiona’s wild side, but the thought of seeing my husband touch her breasts nearly made me come.  Now, more than before, I wanted to see them together.  The curiosity was eating at me.

                        I had an idea.  I rushed out and told Zach that I wasn’t feeling well and I wanted to lay down.  That way I could peer out of the bedroom window at them while I laid in bed and they would be none the wiser.  I wondered if Zach would actually go through with anything without my permission, but I hoped he would.

                        “Okay, babe.  Feel better,” he said while curling his lips down into a frown.

                        “Yeah.  It’s a shame we won’t get to hang out more,” said Fiona.

                        “Maybe tomorrow,” I said.  She nodded and smiled.  “Don’t you two get into any trouble now,” I teased at the last moment.  They both laughed awkwardly as I walked inside.

                        I quickly rushed to the bedroom and lay on my stomach.  I reached slowly for the blinds and shifted them to the side so I could see between them and the wall.  The two of them started to talk again for a few minutes, but then the unexpected happened.

                        Fiona wrapped her arms around my husband’s neck and made the first move.  She leaned in and kissed him passionately.  As she scooted in closer, her towel fell more from her body until she was completely naked next to him.

                        Even in the near dark, I could make out the erection building in his pants.  He wanted her, and I wanted to watch him take her.
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      Zach reached his hand out and cupped her small, bare breast.  His other hand ran down her naked back, stopping at the base of her spine.  He pulled her in close and slid his tongue into her mouth.  The two of them moaned quietly as they kissed.

                        I couldn’t believe I was watching them, much less enjoying it.  The suspense of them being caught added to the tension I felt building between my legs.  I watched Fiona’s hands run along my husband’s chest and down to his waist.  She pulled his shirt up and caressed his muscles.

                        She pulled back with a look of surprise as she lifted his shirt.  My husband took care of his physique and looked quite a deal more built than the young boys she showed up with.  Zach finished removing his shirt and Fiona returned to caressing his body.

                        They kissed again, this time Zach’s hand sliding down the middle of Fiona’s chest.  He moved his fingers slowly over her tight, thin abdomen until they rested between her legs.  I could see from her expression that he had slid a finger inside of her.  She leaned her forehead on his shoulder and kept her arms wrapped around his neck.

                        His hand pumped in and out of her, flicking at the wrist.  She twisted next to him and moaned.  My own pussy was soaking wet from the show, and I couldn’t believe how quickly it’d progressed.  A part of me was worried, but I was mostly intrigued.  This girl was the most exciting person I’d met in a long time.

                        She unfastened his pants and pulled out his hard cock.  Her eyes widened again with surprise at how big he was.  I smiled because he was big, and she was going to feel completely filled if she let him fuck her.

                        He continued fingering her little pussy while stroking her back.  She leaned down and took his cock into her mouth.  She sucked in her cheeks and looked so beautiful with my husband’s throbbing dick down her throat.

                        I reached down and fingered my pussy as I watched.  I had to stop myself several times so that I didn’t come early.  I wanted to come when she came and not a second too soon.

                        She swallowed as much of his dick as she could take.  I saw his muscles tense and he quickly grabbed her head to hold it down. I knew he was about to come down her throat.  I bit my lower lip and watched him spill his come inside of her.

                        She gagged a little but managed to swallow every drop.  “Good girl,” I whispered to myself as I circled my clit.  She lifted her head slowly and wiped her mouth clean.  Then Zach leaned in for a kiss.

                        I wondered what it tasted like to kiss her.  I wanted my tongue to swirl in my husband’s come while inside another woman’s mouth.  I almost came again so I pulled my fingers away from my pussy.

                        Zach continued to finger our little slut until she was moaning through their kiss.  Then he leaned her back on the bench and lowered his head between her legs.  I watched him lick at her pussy as her hips rocked back and forth against his face.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

                        He reached up and played with her small tits as he tongue fucked her.  She rested her legs on his shoulders and moaned as quietly as she could.  Her back arched and she grabbed her long, blond hair in her hands.

                        I reached back down for my cunt and slid a finger inside while I watched.  I wondered what it would be like to slide my tongue inside of her.  I wondered what her nipples would feel like pinched in my fingers.  I closed my eyes for half a second to imagine it.  I sat between her legs eating her pussy.  I felt my pussy clench around my fingers.

                        When I opened my eyes they were moving again.  Zach stood up and Fiona pulled his pants to the ground.  He laid down on the ground and she climbed on top of him.  She straddled his lap with her long, slender legs and placed the head of his cock at her entrance.  She slid down slowly until my husband’s cock was completely inside of her.

                        I couldn’t believe I was watching my husband fuck another woman.  I couldn’t believe that I wanted to watch it; that I had hoped for this.  I rubbed my clit again as she rocked her hips above him.  She grabbed her hair and lifted her chest out.  My husband eagerly reached up to play with her tits again.

                        Then she leaned her hands down on his chest for support.  She picked her tiny hips up and slammed them back down against him.  She did this over and over until he was about to come, and then she hopped off to tease him.  She lowered her pussy over his mouth again and sat on his face.  She rotated her ass above him.

                        Then she looked in my direction.  I could’ve sworn she saw me looking.  She continued to grind while keeping her eyes focused on the window I was peering out of.  I didn’t want to be caught, but I couldn’t look away either.

                        She moved her pussy back to his cock.  The campfire outlined every curve of their bodies.  I slid a finger into my mouth and bit it.  I wanted to nibble at her neck and hold her hair while she fucked my husband.

                        She was so good at moving her body.  It was as if fucking was an art form for her; a dance.  She was seductive and tempting.  Part of me wondered if my husband would only want her afterward.

                        She ground her pelvis into his and started to moan.  She was about to come.  He grabbed her hips and gripped tightly as her pussy clenched around his cock.  I slid my fingers deep inside me as I watched.  I was determined to come when she came.

                        She looked back toward the window and I let go.  I came while our eyes made contact. I was sure she had seen me.  Maybe she even liked that I was watching.  I felt my cum spill over my hand and my pussy contracted.  Waves of pleasure rolled through me.

                        She arched her back as she came down, her hair falling around her face.  Zach wasn’t finished, yet.  He pulled her off and bent her over the bench so that she was on her knees.  He lowered himself behind her and slid his hard cock into her tight pussy.

                        This was the first really good view I had of how tight she was.  She looked completely stretched around his long, thick member.  I gasped as I watched him slam into her, pushing her against the bench.  He grabbed her hips and pounded her.  The two of them were both moaning so loudly that I imagined the whole campsite could hear.

                        She’s so fucking ballsy, I thought.  I liked that about her.  It was part of why I was insanely attracted to her.  She was ferocious and brave enough to take my husband’s cock in her cunt.

                        I brought my come soaked fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean.  Minutes later, my husband screamed with pleasure as he filled up our little slut with his come.  As he pulled himself out of her, the come dripped onto the dirt below.  He had filled her up completely.

                        They both stood up after and looked awkwardly at each other.  Fiona leaned up and kissed my husband again quickly.  He wrapped his arms around her and inhaled her scent one last time.  She wrapped herself in her towel and returned to her side of camp.

                        My husband came in shortly after and exhaled.  “Fuck,” I heard him say.

                        I came out of the bedroom and he looked worried.  I ran up to him and wrapped my arms around him.  “I fucking love you,” I told him.

                        “What?  Are you feeling better?”

                        I kissed him over and over again.  “I was never sick,” I said between pecks.  “I lied.  I’m sorry.”

                        “What do you mean, you lied?”

                        “I saw the whole thing.  I saw you fuck that little girl.  It was so hot, baby.  You don’t even know.  I came to the image of you fucking her and her fucking you.”

                        I was rambling incessantly between kisses.  He pulled me off of him while he tried to get his bearings.  “You saw everything?  And…you’re not mad?”

                        “Not at all.  I don’t know why, but I’m not.  This opens up a whole new world for us, baby.”

                        “Did you say you came while watching us?”

                        I nodded.  “Yes.  And I want to do it again.  I want to watch you fuck a million other hot little sluts.  I watched your come drip from her pussy.  I wanted to lick her clean.  Oh fuck it was so hot.”

                        He smiled like he had just realized something.  “Is that why she kept looking toward the back of the RV?”

                        “I think she may have seen me watching,” I admitted.  “I hope that isn’t weird.”

                        “This is all very weird, but who am I to complain?”

                        I took his hand in mine and kissed his cheek.  I felt the happiest I’d felt in a long time.  I was excited for the new adventures our RV would bring us.  The night had been long, however, and we were exhausted.  Zach and I curled up in each other’s arms in bed.  I lay on his chest and closed my eyes.  All I could see was the image of Fiona rotating her hips over my husband’s cock and his cock stretching out her tight little pussy.

                        I smiled as I drifted off into a deep sleep.  I couldn’t wait to see what the morning would bring between me and Fiona.
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      I’d known Mrs. Stevens for nearly a decade.  I grew up with her daughter Karen, my best friend, and I’d had numerous sleepovers at her house.  Mrs. Stevens was divorced, but she was still amicable toward Karen’s dad.  I always wondered how she went so many years without feeling lonely.  I knew it was probably none of my business.

                    She was always the mother I never had since I was raised by a single dad.  When I went to college, dad found a job a few towns away and Mrs. Stevens agreed to look out for me.  I had fond memories of her brushing my hair as a child and teaching me how to use makeup.  She was a lovely, caring, beautiful woman.  Her beauty became more and more exhilarating the older I got.  I always told myself if I was a guy I’d have a huge crush on her.  Deep down, I kind of did anyway.

                    She was the kind of woman I wanted to be.  She was strong and independent with curves that would make anyone drool.  She was sophisticated and was always surrounded by an air of mystery.  I could sit in her house all afternoon and be happy.  My love ran deeper for her than she ever knew.

                    It was no surprise to me when my new boyfriend, Josh, first saw her.  His eyes lit up and his lips hung open.  I could’ve punched him and he probably wouldn’t have felt it.  I wasn’t really jealous, though.  I remember feeling proud to have such a sexy stand-in mother.  I did tease him about it later on, though.

                    “I saw you drooling back there,” I told him on our way back up to the dorms.  We had gone down to visit Karen who was going to the local community college.  Even though I was at a university, it wasn’t more than 30 minutes from Karen’s house so I got to see her and Mrs. Stevens often.  I tried to get back at least every weekend.

                    “What?  I wasn’t…no,” he said, failing miserably at defending himself.  I laughed at him and saw that he started to relax.  “Okay, okay.  She’s really hot for a mom.”

                    “I know she is.  I don’t mind if you look at her,” I told him.

                    “You don’t?  That’s kind of odd, isn’t it?”

                    “I mean, it’s Mrs. Stevens.  It’s not like you have a chance in hell with her anyway,” I joked.

                    “Oh nice.  I got you, you know.”

                    “True,” I said puffing up my chest and lifting my nose to the sky.  We both laughed once more and then changed the subject, but when I went to sleep that night, my mind wandered to Mrs. Stevens.

                    She had worn a light purple V neck t shirt that showed the smallest hint of her cleavage.  She had full breasts and a trim waist for a mom.  She had the most adorable silver bird necklace hanging right between her breasts.  I loved when she wore necklaces because it gave me an excuse to look at her voluptuous figure.  She had short dirty blonde hair that was pulled back into the kind of ponytail that bounced when she walked.

                    Her legs were covered only by the tiniest pair of jean shorts she could get away with.  I closed my eyes and trailed the image of her soft, long stems.  Without realizing it, I started licking my lips.  I opened my eyes and peered into the darkness toward my dorm mate.  She was sound asleep and I was grateful she was such a heavy snorer.

                    I reached my hand inside of my panties and lightly teased my clit.  I closed my eyes and pictured myself next to her.

                    She leans in to kiss me and she wraps her arms around my waist.  Her tongue slides into my mouth, swirling it around mine.  She moans and I moan back, our breasts pushed against each other.  My nipples harden as she runs a hand up and down my spine.  She slides her hand underneath my shirt and unfastens my bra, loosening its grip on my small breasts.

                    Her hands wander to my chest and tweak my nipples.  Then she slides a hand into my pants and plays with my soaking wet pussy.  I reach for her shirt and lift it up enough to expose her bare breasts.  I’m pleased to see she’s not wearing a bra.  I lower my head to her breasts and suck on her nipples, flicking my tongue across them.  She pets my head whispering, “Good girl,” and I keep going until she lays me down on her bed.

                    I slid my finger into my pussy while the scene unfolded.  I bit my lip to keep from moaning aloud and waking my roommate.  Occasionally I peeked over at her to make sure she was still sleeping, even though I could still hear her snoring.  I brought another hand up and cupped my breasts.  I played with my nipples the way I had imagined Mrs. Stevens would.

                    Laying on her bed, she strips me of my clothes and spreads my legs.  She looks at me like the loving mother she’d always been.  Then she lowers her head in toward my cunt.  She extends her tongue and licks it up and down my wet slit.  She circles my hard, aroused clit.  She sticks a finger inside me while she licks me.  I rock my hips against her face, pulling at my nipples as she pleases me.  My pseudo mother knows exactly how to take care of me and how to please me.

                    I quickly brought myself to a quiet orgasm and then I rolled onto my side.  I fell asleep thinking about Mrs. Stevens.  Karen was so lucky to be her daughter.  Though perhaps I was luckier because I doubt Karen ever got to think about Mrs. Stevens the way that I did.

                    The next day Mrs. Stevens called me to invite us back for dinner the following weekend.  I thought it was strange that she said Karen wouldn’t be in town, but I agreed.  I was as close to Mrs. Stevens as I was to Karen, and she invited Josh over too.  Of course, when I told Josh, he said yes immediately.

                    The following week couldn’t pass quickly enough.  I wanted to see my favorite mother.  I couldn’t help but question, though, why she wanted me and Josh there alone…without Karen.
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      “Hello, Abigail!” said Mrs. Stevens at the door.  Josh and I had just arrived for our dinner date from out of town and I couldn’t be more excited to see her.  She was wearing a red blouse and a surprisingly tight-fitting black skirt.  It hugged her hips perfectly.  I couldn’t help but think about my little fantasy as I stared at her, but I knew nothing like that could ever happen between me and Karen’s mother.

                    “And Josh.  Nice to see you again,” she added.  She opened her door and invited us into the dining room.  She had a wonderful home-cooked meal prepared and sitting in the center.

                    “This looks amazing,” I told her.  Josh nodded and I caught him drooling.  Though I think he may have been drooling more so because of how hot Mrs. Stevens looked.

                    “Thank you, Mrs. Stevens,” he said, pulling a seat out for himself.

                    “Oh please.  Call me Cindy,” she added.  “I’m just a friend tonight.  Try not to think of me as Karen’s mother.”

                    I smiled.  Cindy was the greatest.  The entire feast was delicious.  We talked about school, Karen, and our plans for the future.  After we’d finished eating, the conversation turned toward Cindy’s happiness.  It was Josh who brought it up accidentally.  He was a little more impulsive than me and lacked my same tact.  I shrugged it off, however, because I’d always been curious whether or not Cindy was lonely.

                    “It’s hard sometimes, but I still find ways to fulfill myself.”  Josh and I listened intently with wide eyes.  “Sometimes, I find a random guy or a couple who wants to have a good time.  I don’t mind being alone the rest of the day.”

                    “Couples too?” Josh asked with a sheepish grin.

                    “Oh of course.  I hope that doesn’t weird you guys out,” she said with the slightest hint of concern.

                    “Not at all,” I said, reassuringly.

                    “Oh good.  I didn’t want you to get the wrong impression.  Especially since I invited the two of you here tonight with Karen being around.  Now if you wanted something more to happen, I would be open to it of course.  Now that you’re 18, Ms. Abigail.”  She winked at me but I couldn’t decide if she was joking or not.

                    Josh turned to me quickly with his mouth gaping open.  “Abby, could I talk to you outside for a sec?” he asked.  I nodded with a confused look.  He grabbed my hand and tugged me toward the front door.  “We’ll be just a minute!” he cried back toward Cindy.

                    Once we were safely outside he leaned in toward me and whispered, “Did she just come onto us?”

                    I shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It’s kind of weird, isn’t it?”  I knew that was the right thing to say, but the truth was that I didn’t think it was weird at all.  I didn’t believe anything would happen but there’s no way I’d turn down seeing a hot mom like Cindy naked at least once in my life.

                    “What do we do?” asked Josh.

                    “Nothing,” I said, shrugging my shoulders and smiling.  “Just act normal.”  I breezed past him and pushed open the front door.

                    “Sorry about that,” I told Cindy.  She was sitting in the living room while she waited for us to return.

                    “Don’t mention it,” she said.  “I thought maybe you guys would want to take a dip in the hot tub.”

                    “Oh.  I didn’t bring my suit,” I told her.  I watched a smile curl up into her cheekbones.

                    “Ever been skinny dipping?”  My heart raced at her suggestion.  I could feel the same adrenaline pouring from Josh’s skin as he stood next to me.  I wanted to reach out and grab him since my knees felt weak, but I didn’t want my nervousness to be obvious.  I shook my head slowly as the saliva dried up in my mouth.

                    “Want to try it?” she asked, standing from the sofa.  “I’ll start if you guys are nervous.”

                    I watched her pull her clinging top from her body.  She wore a black lace bra underneath.  My feet were frozen to the floor.  Was this really happening?  Was she really stripping in front of me and Josh?  I turned my head toward my boyfriend but his eyes were glued to Mrs. Steven’s perfect figure.

                    I looked back at her and watched her unclasp her bra and slide it to the floor.  Oh my god.  Those are the most perfect breasts I’ve ever seen…  They fell from her chest into a curved point at the nipple.  I felt a small pool of wetness form between my legs and worried that it would spill down my bare thigh.

                    “Come on, Abigail.  Don’t be shy.”  I wanted to strip for her but I couldn’t move.  I felt like my joints were locked into place.  Mrs. Stevens walked her half naked body over to me and grabbed my t-shirt.  I looked at Josh whose jaw hung wide open.

                    He watched as Mrs. Stevens stripped me of my shirt.  I had a bralette on underneath since my breasts were on the smaller side.  Cindy reached around to the back of me to unhook it and I felt her full tits push against mine.  I can’t believe this is happening.  What if Karen finds out?  She’s like a sister to me and Mrs. Stevens is like a…

                    I couldn’t think about it.  I couldn’t think about how much I wanted Mrs. Stevens even if she did feel like my own mother.  I wanted to give her everything she desired, which is why I let her continue to remove my clothes, piece by piece.

                    I was the first one naked.  I was pretty sure Cindy had noticed how wet my pussy was when she removed my panties.  She had licked her lips as she pulled them down and I wondered if she wanted me that way.

                    “Josh, would you mind helping me out of my skirt?” she asked.  She didn’t even ask my permission.  She just assumed I’d let my boyfriend get near her hot body.  She had assumed right because as wrong as I knew it was, I wanted to see them together.

                    He looked at me for confirmation.  I nodded lightly but felt partly jealous that she had asked him to help her instead of me.  He leaned over and found the zipper to her skirt and tugged it down her hips. I saw him bite his lip as he caught sight of her matching black panties.  Then I noticed his pants getting a little tighter.  Oh my god!  He’s already hard!

                    Mrs. Stevens slid out of her panties once her skirt was off and joined me in the naked club.  Josh was the only one who was clothed and Mrs. Stevens didn’t like that one bit.  She reached out toward my head and stroked my hair.  “Abby, darling.  Would you help me undress your boyfriend?”

                    I nodded and we moved in together.  I removed his shorts while she removed his shirt.  His cock sprang out and he blushed a little.  The three of us were naked now and Mrs. Stevens motioned for us to follow her to the deck outside.  I followed behind Josh who turned his head over his shoulder to mouth the words: Holy Shit.  I smiled even though my adrenaline was racing.

                    I loved everything about Mrs. Stevens but I’d never been sexual with her, no matter how many forbidden fantasies I’d had.  I kept getting worried that Karen would come home any moment and find us there.  I tried to remind myself she wasn’t my real mother, but I felt so close to her regardless.

                    The three of us slowly climbed into the hot tub and let the warm water surround us.  It felt so good to be wrapped in warmth.  I felt so free being naked outdoors.

                    “This is nice, isn’t it?” asked Mrs. Stevens.

                    “Yes,” I said.  “It’s beautiful.”

                    “Yes, thank you, Mrs. Stevens,” said Josh.  She gave him a side glance and he quickly corrected himself, “I mean Cindy.”

                    “You guys are welcome to come use this thing any time you want, by the way,” she said.  She winked at me and I felt my cheeks flush a bit.  “So...do you guys have sex?”

                    My mouth fell open.  I didn’t know how to respond, but fortunately I didn’t have to.  Josh jumped in before me with a resounding, “Hell yes!”  I rolled my eyes at his eagerness to present himself as a sexual being.

                    “And how is it?” she asked us.  “Satisfying?”  I looked at Josh with a worried expression but we both nodded.  “That’s good,” she said.  “Sometimes it can get boring.  Do you guys vary up your positions and everything?”

                    I looked at Josh and we both shook our heads.  “It’s mostly missionary,” said Josh.  “Not that I mind,” he said, trying to spare my feelings.

                    “Oh.  That’s a shame,” said Cindy.  “Abby, I would’ve expected you to be more adventurous than that.”

                    “I just don’t really know what else there is,” I admitted shamefully.

                    “May I make a suggestion?” she asked, scooting closer to my boyfriend.  I nodded.  “I could show you guys a few things?”

                    My heart pounded in my chest.  I could hear the blood thudding in my ears.  I swallowed hard and looked at Josh.  He was obviously interested.  “Okay,” I said, unsure what exactly I was agreeing to.

                    “Such a good girl,” said Mrs. Stevens.  She slid in closer to Josh and wrapped her arm around his shoulders.  She leaned in to his ear and sucked on the lobe, flicking her tongue across it.  I watched her other hand reach under the water, to where I assumed his throbbing, hard cock was.

                    I couldn’t believe I was allowing this much less watching.  She gave him a small hickey on his neck while she stroked his cock.  That hickey is going to be there for days.  I’ll see it every time I see Josh.  It was as if she had branded him with her touch and he was no longer just mine.

                    My pussy was soaking wet.  I could tell because the texture was different than the hot tub water.  It was slick and sticky.  I shifted my legs and felt a little rub up against my clit.

                    Josh turned his head and slid his tongue into my pseudo mother’s mouth.  I couldn’t believe I was watching him make-out with an older woman.  He was going to have the experience of his life with her.  I started to worry that he wouldn’t like having sex with me after, and that he’d only want someone as experienced as her.

                    I’ll just have to learn from her, I thought.  I need to watch every move so I don’t miss anything.  She was already doing more than I’d had.  I’d never actually stroked his cock before.  It was just something that found its way inside of me when we did it.  I felt like such a virgin while I watched the two of them.

                    Mrs. Stevens pushed her hips up and climbed over Josh’s lap, straddling him.  I couldn’t see much, but I knew when she lowered herself onto his cock because he groaned the entire time.  Each inch she took in made him groan louder.  I brought a hand to my pussy and slid a finger inside.  No one would have to know.  They can’t see anything anyway.

                    I watched Mrs. Stevens lift up and down over my boyfriend’s lap.  I pictured his pulsing cock sliding deeper and deeper inside of her.  I pushed my fingers in deeper to simulate it.  Then suddenly, Mrs. Stevens turned around with Josh’s cock still inside of her.  Now she was facing me while she rocked her hips over him.

                    He grabbed a hold of her tiny waist as she fucked him.  She leaned down, closer to me and curled her finger toward her.  “Come here and kiss me while I ride your boyfriend’s cock.”  My gulp was almost audible.  I slid my fingers out of my pussy carefully and leaned into to Mrs. Steven’s face.

                    Our lips pressed together sending a jolt of electricity through every vein.  I felt my pussy walls contracting as we kissed.  Our kiss was broken and reunited over and over as she rode my boyfriend’s cock.

                    My heart raced and my nipples stood to attention.  Mrs. Stevens rested her hands on my collar bone, slowly lowering them to my small tits.  Seconds later, her palms cupped my breasts gently, stimulating my nipples fully.

                    “Ohhh!” I moaned through our kiss.  Having her soft hands on my breasts felt heavenly.  She smiled and slid her tongue into my mouth.  Her saliva tasted like cherries.

                    I couldn’t get enough of her but I didn’t want to seem weird.  It felt as if she was taking advantage of us and our youth, but I couldn’t see anything wrong with it.  We were all consenting adults having a threesome, but my mind kept wandering to the thought of Karen coming home and catching us.

                    She pulled away from my lips to ask if Josh had ever had anal sex before.  I felt insecure that there was so much I’d never given him.  I knew this was an opportunity though.  This was a chance to learn how to please him.

                    Cindy lifted herself off of his cock and leaned over the side of the hot tub.  Her ass and plump pussy faced me and Josh.  I licked my lips hungrily.  “You look like you could use some dessert,” she teased when she caught me staring.  “Why don’t you bring that sexy mouth over here and lick my pussy.”

                    I looked at Josh who was stroking himself helplessly.  I scooted in closer to Mrs. Stevens and stuck out my tongue.  “Show your boyfriend how to eat out a woman,” she told me.  I thought about how I liked to be pleased and then I mimicked that on her pussy.  I licked her clit and slid a finger deep inside of her.

                    “Mmm, just like that,” she cooed.  “Now Josh.  Bring that big cock over here and slide it into my ass while she licks me.”

                    “Do you need lube or anything?” he asked.

                    “Just spit.  It’ll be fine. It’s not my first time having anal.”

                    Josh moved up slowly and looked down at me while I licked my best friend’s mother’s pussy.  I had a finger inside my own cunt since it was hidden once again.  I watched him hang his cock over her ass and spit on her hole.  He rubbed it in softly.

                    He looked incredibly nervous so I gave him a smile.  I wanted him to know that it was alright.  I wanted him to know that I wanted this.  He smiled back and pressed the head of his cock at Mrs. Steven’s anal entrance.  My eyes lay just underneath, eager to watch him stretch her hole.

                    He pushed in and she arched her back with a moan.  I kept sliding my fingers in and out of her pussy and mine.  Josh’s balls were inches from my face as he buried his cock inside of her.  I couldn’t believe the way the night had turned out, but I was more than eager to see the climax.

                    He groaned as he pulled out and pushed back in.  His balls were swollen and his shaft throbbed.  I kept licking her clit and fingering her wet pussy.  Josh grabbed her hips and started to thrust in and out of her faster.

                    There was something beautiful about the next few minutes.  I saw and felt Mrs. Steven’s pussy contract and her legs shake.  She screamed as she came with my boyfriend’s cock deep inside of her.  I felt a sense of unity among the three of us and my love ran deeper for Mrs. Stevens than it ever had before.

                    When I saw Josh start to come, I couldn’t hold back any longer.  My legs quivered as he groaned and released his hot load inside her ass.  I continued licking her cunt, eager to catch any drop of his come that might spill out.  Any come that had been inside Mrs. Stevens was come I wanted inside me too.

                    My pussy walls rolled in waves as I came.  Josh’s come spilled over my face.  After a few seconds, he collapsed against Cindy, trying to catch his breath.  I continued to lick her cunt clean as I pulled my fingers away from my pussy.

                    My heart was full of joy.  Mrs. Stevens was the best mother anyone could ever ask for.  She really cared about me on every level, and I cared for her.  The three of us split up and rested on the seats of the hot tub.

                    “So,” she said after a few minutes of pleasant silence, “did you learn a few things?”  She looked back and forth to both of us, hoping we’d both received helpful lessons that evening.  I nodded and looked at Josh who then quickly nodded.

                    “I’m glad to hear it,” she said.  “If you ever want to learn anything else, don’t be afraid to ask.”  She winked and then slid her hand over my thigh to give it a squeeze.  Josh couldn’t see what she was doing and I loved having her to myself for a moment.

                    “Thanks, Cindy,” I said.  “I’m sure we’ll be coming to you again in the future.”  Josh smiled as I said this and we all leaned back to relax.

                    We decided to sleep over that night at Mrs. Steven’s so that we wouldn’t have to rush back to the dorms.  I slept the hardest I had in a while.
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      “That’s the third babysitter to cancel on us this month,” I said with a sigh of frustration.  My husband, Blake, didn’t really understand how difficult it was to find a good sitter.  He thought they were all living in the neighborhood and were drooling over $5 an hour.

                        “We really need a career person.  Like a nanny,” I told him.

                        “Shelby, you’ve been pushing this nanny business for a year.  I don’t want our little girl growing up confused about who her parents are.”

                        “She won’t be confused.  It’s not any different than a babysitter.”

                        “Except that she’ll live with us and be an alternate parent for our girl.”  He leaned back against the dining room table.  My eyes stretched along the grains of wood as I remembered when Blake and I first purchased it.  That was before Bonny.  Our sweet, little Bonny had put a tiny kink into our marriage.  We tried to keep some excitement by having regular date nights, but every time a sitter cancelled, I because more and more frustrated.

                        “A nanny will also help keep the house clean.  That gives me more time to…you know,” I said in a seductive tone.  I winked at him and stepped closer to his trim body.  He wore a bold, blue button up and slacks.  He looked even better than the day I first met him.  His eyes widened as I came near him, stretching my hand out toward his thighs.

                        I ran my fingers along his slacks, feeling him tense up as I touched him.  Then he exhaled slowly, his eyes burning with lust.  He reached his hands out for my waist and pulled me in close to him.  His lips rested by my ear and I could feel his breath travel down the length of my neck.

                        He eyed the top of my low-cut black dress hungrily.  He could see the top half of my breasts in that dress, and it drove him wild.  I wore it on our first date.  I remembered how much he loved it and how wild that night was in bed.

                        We had been friends for years before we started dating, but I still felt like a little slut giving it up to him on our first date.  I couldn’t resist him any longer, and he couldn’t resist me.

                        I found myself wishing we were back in those simple times, when first time sex was the most exciting thing in the world.  Now, we were clinging to our romance like our lives depended on it.  Each time a sitter cancelled, I felt myself losing a little more of that lust.

                        I looked deep into Blake’s eyes with a pleading expression.  “I’ll make it worth your while,” I told him as my hands cupped his semi-hard cock.  He looked at me questioningly as if daring me to prove myself.  So I lowered myself slowly to the floor.  He watched with pleasure as my face came closer to his cock.  I looked up at him while I unfastened his slacks, sliding them down with his boxers to his knees.

                        His cock hardened as soon as it was visible.  I ran my hand up the underside of his shaft and licked my lips.  Then I brought it down toward my mouth.  I opened wide and wrapped my full lips around the tip of him.  He leaned back against the table and rolled his head backward, exposing the apple of his neck.

                        I massaged his balls in one hand as I moved my mouth back and forth along his hard cock.  I felt it throbbing in my mouth.  Each vein pulsed against the tiny bumps of my tongue.  I’d sucked him off plenty of times before, but I rarely swallowed.  Tonight, I was willing to do anything to get him to hire me a nanny.

                        I moved my head faster until the bulbous tip of his cock pushed against the back of my throat.  When I started to gag, he brought his head back to starting position so that he could watch me.  He stroked the side of my face with his hand and looked down at me lovingly.

                        He moved one hand to the back of my head and shoved himself deeper inside me.  Fuck.  I don’t know if I can take any more of him.  Then he started to pull out, most likely because he was about to come and he knew I didn’t like to swallow.

                        I grabbed his hips to hold him in place as I slid my mouth up and down his long shaft.  His eyes widened in disbelief and he whispered a warning, “I’m about to come.”

                        I gripped his hips tighter and pulled him into me.  I felt his cock swell in my mouth and his veins throb faster.  Seconds later, his thick, white come shot toward the back of my tongue and slid down my throat.  I swallowed every single drop to show my devotion.

                        I kept my mouth on him until I was sure he was finished.  Then I slid it off slowly, wiped my lips, and stood up.  He pulled his pants and boxers up as I leaned forward.  “There’ll be more where that came from if you get me a nanny.”

                        “Fuck,” he exhaled.  “Alright.  Let’s call around.”

                        I threw my arms around him like an excited child.  “Thank you!  I promise, you’ll love it!”  Just then, Bonny started to cry.  “I guess we’re staying in tonight,” I shrugged.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

      

    
    
      Blake called around and searched listings for me.  I told him that he could have total control over who is picked since he was the one that still needed some convincing.  Of course, deep down, I knew I’d stand up to him if I needed.  The right person needed to be watching our daughter, after all.

                        He set up a few interviews that I asked to be a part of.  The first few interviews went well, but we didn’t feel a strong connection to the applicants.  Since the woman we’d hire would be living with us, we wanted someone that we could see becoming family.

                        That was before I met Georgia.  Georgia was a hip, attractive mid-twenties brunette who walked and talked with utter confidence.  From the moment she stepped through our door, I knew she was the one.  She didn’t seem like the type to take shit from anyone, but also was responsible and observant.  Her hair was pulled halfway back into a small bun, leaving the bottom strands to curl around her shoulders.  Her blouse puckered down the middle due to her large breasts, and her skirt hugged her curves perfectly.  I couldn’t help but gaze at her long, smooth legs, jutting out from under the black fabric.

                        I caught myself and looked up at her quickly to see if she’d noticed.  She was looking away but her lips curled into a smile that she was trying to bite back.  Had she seen me staring?  Did she enjoy it?

                        I loved her instantly, and waited eagerly to hear Blake’s reaction.  “What do you think?” I asked him after Georgia’s interview.

                        “What do you think?” he asked.  I knew instantly that he was deflecting because he found her attractive.  I trusted Blake, though, and I loved Georgia too much to not hire her because she won the genetic lottery.

                        “I love her,” I admitted finally.  Blake’s eyes widened in surprise but he smiled.

                        “Me too,” he said.

                        We had decided so quickly, Georgia hadn’t even pulled out of the driveway yet.  I rushed out through the front door and waved at her.  She rolled her window down and peered over the glass at me.  Her eyes were brown but they sparkled like crystal waters.  I leaned down toward her to tell her the good news.

                        “That is good news,” she said.  She reached for the handle of her door so I took a step backward.  She hopped out and wrapped her arms around me in a gentle, cradling hug.  My heart fluttered as her breasts pushed up against mine, and I found myself wanting to grab her firm ass.

                        What the hell is wrong with me? I wondered.  I’m not pervert.  I tried to restrain my thoughts until our hug was finished.  “You won’t regret hiring me.  I’ll take good care of your home and your family.”

                        “Thank you,” I said, looking into her deep, brown eyes.  “That means so much to me.”

                        “When do I move in?” she asked.

                        “As soon as you like,” I told her with a smile.

                        “Let me go grab my things.  I could be ready by tomorrow,” she said.  I nodded in approval and then she climbed back in her car.  I watched her pull out of the driveway and we waved goodbye to each other.

                        I was more excited than I should be to have her live with us.  I couldn’t help but wonder why I had any sexual feelings for her at all.  I tried to chalk it up to nerves and then I met up with Blake inside.

                        “So?”  Blake was already sitting on the sofa, ready to call it a night.

                        “She said yes!”

                        “That’s great,” he said, leaning back.  “Why don’t we celebrate by having dinner tomorrow?”

                        “You mean it?”

                        “Of course,” he said.  “Come over here.”  I slid in beside him on the sofa and he wrapped his arms around me.  “I’m glad we have the same taste in nannies,” he said.

                        You have no idea, I thought to myself.
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      The next morning, I made myself as beautiful as I could for Georgia’s arrival.  I couldn’t explain my desire to dress up for her, but I fulfilled it without question.  I put on my best pink lipstick and my favorite blue blouse.  Then I sipped a cup of coffee until I saw her car pull up in our driveway.  I watched her step up to our door, wearing a less professional outfit than the day before.  She had on a pair of leggings and a purple t-shirt.  The edge of the shirt was gathered together into a small knot, revealing how tiny her waist was.

                        My whole body tensed as I opened the door.  Her hair was pulled back in the same way, and her eyes glistened at me.  I stood to the side to let her in and she rolled a suitcase behind her.  She had a backpack and a duffle bag also.

                        “Is this everything?” I asked.  “Or do you need some help?”

                        “This is it,” she said, setting it down in the foyer.  I called Blake in to carry her things to her new room.

                        “Thank you,” she said, making sure to touch his arm as she said it.  I felt a tinge of jealousy as she touched him and part of me thought that was too forward for a nanny.  Part of me was jealous that she wasn’t touching me like that.  Blake smiled a goofy, boyish smile and took her things upstairs.

                        “Where’s Bonny?” she asked.  I pointed her in the direction of the playpen in the living room. She walked over and leaned down, giving me a perfect view of her tight, round ass.  “Oh!  She’s so adorable!”

                        She picked her up and bounced Bonny in her arms.  She turned over her shoulder to smile at me.  I watched as Bonny looked up at Georgia, amazed by the new face.  I hope I made the right decision, I thought.  I was concerned that my eyes couldn’t keep from checking out the new nanny’s body.

                        Blake returned only to say he was off to work.  I looked at my phone and realized I needed to head out too.  I walked up to Bonny and kissed her goodbye.  “Call me if you need anything,” I told Georgia.  She nodded and assured me there wouldn’t be any issues.

                        “Enjoy your first day out of daycare!” I shouted to Bonny as I slipped into the garage.  When I was finally alone again, I pressed my back to the door to catch my breath.  Living with Georgia was going to be tough if I didn’t get my attraction to her under control.

                        ---

                        I came home from work an hour after my husband and a small wave of panic rolled through me.  He was inside, possibly chatting it up with the very hot nanny we just hired and I was walking home late like a moron.  I told myself that I only suspected something because I was attracted to her.  I knew Blake was loyal, even if the nanny was the hottest piece of ass either of us had ever seen.

                        I hopped out of my car and walked up to the door that connected the garage to the kitchen.  As I reached for the knob, I heard mumbling.  I pressed my ear to the door and listened closely.

                        I couldn’t make out the words, but the tone was undeniably flirty and sexual.  I could take not knowing any longer.  I pushed the door open and walked into the hallway.

                        I found Georgia sitting on the sofa with Bonny in her lap, and Blake sitting in the chair opposite them.  My racing heart struggled to calm.  Were they really not up to anything sexual?  Was it all in my mind?

                        “Hey, honey,” said Blake.  My eyes traveled up and down his body.  He was wearing black slacks and a white button up.  “You’re home a little later than I expected.”

                        “Shit.  Our date.”

                        “Oops!” said Georgia mockingly.  I brushed it off and raced to the bedroom to change.  That’s when I noticed how wet my panties were.  Did it turn me on to think they were together?  I shook the thought from my head and quickly changed for dinner.  I put on Blake’s second favorite dress of mine.  It was a red strapless one with a miniskirt.  It was glamorous enough for dinner but revealing enough to be sexy at a club.

                        I stepped out of the bedroom and Georgia and Blake hadn’t moved even a centimeter closer to each other.  It must’ve all been in my head, I thought.

                        “Wow,” said Georgia.  I felt her sparkly gaze transform into a fire that traveled along my body.  I could feel the heat of her lust burning into me.  My second pair of panties was now wet and I decided to give up on having dry panties for the evening.

                        I blushed and shrugged my shoulders.  “Thanks. You’re too sweet.”

                        “Georgia is right,” said Blake.  “Wow.”  He stood up and walked toward me.  He wrapped his big bear-like arms around me and kissed my neck.  My eyes watched Georgia whose gaze never left my body, despite the intimate moment Blake and I were having.  Georgia didn’t seem uncomfortable watching us, though.  In fact, she almost looked as if she willed it to happen.

                        “Let’s get out of here before I tear you out of that dress,” joked Blake.  I watched Georgia smile as if she were telling herself a joke.  I wondered desperately what thoughts were running through her mind.

                        “Have fun,” she said as Blake pulled me toward his truck.  I had waited for a proper date for months, and now that I had it all I wanted to do was stay home with Georgia.
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      We returned from our date and Bonny was asleep.  Georgia was lying on the sofa with a blanket wrapped around her.  She threw the blanket off when we returned to welcome us.  She wore thin pajama shorts and an equally thin, white t-shirt. Even in the dark I could make out her hard nipples through the cotton.

                        “How was your evening?” she asked, wrapping her arms around me.  I was shocked by her constant physical affection, but my body craved it.  I felt her hand stroke my hair lovingly.  Blake immediately rushed to the bedroom to change and that’s when I did the unthinkable.

                        I leaned my lips into Georgia’s and kissed her hard.  What surprised me was that she didn’t pull away.  Instead, she parted her lips and slid her tongue into my mouth.  I grabbed her waist and pulled her close to me before pushing her away altogether.

                        “Oh my god.  I’m so sorry.  Please forgive me,” I said in a whisper, hoping Blake didn’t hear or see anything.  My panties were soaked compared to earlier and my head was spinning.

                        “It’s okay,” she said with a smile, licking her lips.

                        I looked her in the eyes deeply.  “Please.  You cannot tell Blake,” I begged her.

                        “Don’t worry,” she said.  “It’ll be our little secret.”  She winked and then extended her hand out for a shake.  I grabbed her hand in mine and felt the electricity shoot through my arm.  I wanted to pull her in close again and kiss her longer.

                        “But you have to give me something in return,” she said, tightening her grip on my hand.

                        “What do you want?”  A wave of panic swept through me.  What would I be willing to give up to keep my secret safe?

                        “I want your husband,” she said.

                        My jaw dropped and I ripped my hand away from her.  I turned my back to her as I thought of what I could possibly respond with.  “Does he…does he want you?”

                        She walked up behind me and rested her hand on my shoulder.  “You know he does,” she whispered.  “Don’t worry.  I’m not a home wrecker.  I just want to rub my pussy all over him.  So that you know who he’s been with and you’ll always think of me when you’re with him.”

                        The way she worded having an affair with my husband was strange but sexy.  The idea of me never being able to forget her turned me on.  I bit my knuckles as I thought, but I knew I didn’t have much time.

                        I turned around quickly and nodded, her face inches from mine.  “Okay.”

                        She placed her hands on my head and leaned in for another kiss.  This time, it tasted bittersweet as I thought of what I might be giving up to have her.  Georgia, sensing that I wasn’t relaxed, slid a hand between my thighs and up underneath my dress.

                        “Oh,” I moaned into her mouth as her fingers grazed the wet fabric of my panties.

                        “Seems like you like the idea of sharing your husband,” she teased.

                        I blushed, ashamed, as she removed her hand and her lips.  Moments later, Blake called my name.  “Shelby!  Come here.  I have a surprise.”

                        “Should you send him your surprise?” asked Georgia.  My heart pounded in my chest as I nodded, giving her permission to seduce my husband.

                        She turned away quickly and skipped to the bedroom door. Then she pushed it open and giggled.

                        “Shit! Georgia!  What are you doing here?”

                        “Don’t worry,” she said, stepping into the room further.  “Your wife sent me.”

                        I walked closer to the door, careful not to be seen by Blake.  I peaked in through the crack and saw him lying naked on the bed.  “What do you mean?”

                        Georgia moved up toward the bed.  “She wants me to fuck you.  She practically begged for it.”  I could see Blake’s cock stiffening before our nanny’s eyes.  I slid my hand between my thighs and bit my lower lip as I watched Georgia crawl slowly over my husband.

                        He sat up on his elbows with a terrified look on his face.  Yet, he wasn’t pushing her off or telling her no.  His eyes ran up her body hungrily, and I knew that he wanted her.

                        Georgia straddled his naked body while lifting her thin shirt above her head.  Her bare breasts fell down and out.  Her nipples were hard little nubs that my husband reached out instantly for.  I watched his hands grip her breasts.  Georgia’s head rolled back as he caressed her and she let out a cute little moan.

                        Fuck, I wish I was the one touching her right now.  I lifted the skirt of my dress up around my hips and slid my fingers into my panties.  I circled my clit and dipped a finger into my wet cunt while I watched our new nanny get fondled by my husband.

                        Georgia reached down for Blake’s cock and started stroking it while she rocked her hips above it.  I could see in Blake’s eyes that he had given up fighting her any longer.  He wanted her and he couldn’t deny it.  He sat up completely so that he could kiss her.  He cupped her face in one hand and I watched Georgia stick her tongue down his throat.

                        He groaned through their kiss as she stroked him.  His hands moved from her face and breast down to her waist.  He gripped her hips tightly as she swayed over him.  Then I watched as she parted one of the leg holes in her shorts and slid her panties to the side.  She slid my husband’s cock up her shorts until it disappeared inside her pussy.

                        “Fuck!” he cried.  I knew from his moan that she must’ve felt better than me.  Maybe her pussy is tighter and wetter than mine.  Maybe she knows how to ride it just right.

                        “Mmm,” she moaned as she moved her hips up and down on it.  “I bet your wife can’t take you all in like this.”

                        I watched in horror as he shook his head.  “No.  She can’t,” he said with a furrowed brow and a slightly pained expression.  He was already fighting back his orgasm.  She was that good.

                        Despite feeling utterly humiliated, I was more turned on than ever.  I fingered my pussy as I watched the nanny ride my husband’s cock.  I can’t believe I’m allowing this.  I can’t believe I’m watching this!  I can’t believe I’m fingering myself to it.

                        But the more ridiculous it sounded, the closer to orgasm it brought me.  I bit back a moan as she rode him.  He clenched his jaw to keep from screaming in pleasure.  But I saw his abs tense, and I knew he was going to explode inside of her, unprotected, at any moment.

                        Then he screamed.  “Oh! Fuck!”  She held onto his shoulders while he quivered underneath her.  She leaned her head back and sighed with pleasure as he filled her tight pussy with his come.  Oh my god.  He’s really coming inside of her.  I couldn’t believe I was watching the whole thing happen.

                        He panted as he came down, still delirious from the pleasure.  I watched her lean her head by his ear and whisper something.  He laid down on his back and she climbed off of him.  She stood on the bed, one leg still on either side of my husband, and she pulled her shorts and panties down.  She stepped out of them slowly and tossed them to the side.

                        I saw her bare ass for the first time.  It was perfectly toned and round with long, toned legs stretching underneath it.  On the inside of her left thigh was the trickle of my husband’s come, dripping from her wet pussy.

                        I couldn’t hold back any longer.  I felt my body seize and tighten.  Wave after wave rolled through me.  I was hot and cold simultaneously.  I felt guilty and freed.  When I unclenched my eyes, I saw the nanny straddling my husband’s face.

                        His hands gripped her ass as she rocked above him.  He was licking his own come clean out of her pussy.  I dropped to my knees, unable to handle standing any longer, and continued to watch through the crack in the door.

                        As she dominated Blake’s face, I knew she had been right.  I’d never be able to kiss him again without thinking about her.  I wondered if I’d always be able to taste her on his tongue or his cock.  She had marked him as if he was some sort of territory, and he was no longer just mine.

                        I felt conflicted, but more than anything I felt like I was falling in love.  It was strange and I didn’t quite understand it, but I wanted to keep Georgia around for a long time.  I wanted her to have her way with Blake and I wanted to please her however I could.  I felt like I could take all the humiliation in the world just to see her happy at the end of it.

                        Georgia leaned her head back and started to moan.  She was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.  Her toned ass clenched and released over my husband’s mouth and her hair dangled down her back.  Her tits bounced with every movement and her nipples were rock hard.  I wanted to wrap my lips around them and flick my tongue against them.

                        Soon enough, maybe.  I hope.  I no longer cared how weird it sounded.  I no longer worried what was right or what was wrong.  All I knew was that I wanted to see Georgia come.  She released herself above my husband’s face and moaned like a sex goddess.

                        I watched in awe.  Everything about her was flawless and perfect.  Her face scrunched in the cutest way as she gasped over and over.  I wanted desperately to give her that same pleasure.  I was satisfied enough for now to know that I had given her my husband.

                        When she had finished coming, she climbed off of his face, leaned down, and kissed him.  “I don’t understand,” he said when she pulled away.

                        “It’s not important.  All you need to know is that your wife would do anything for me.”  I watched Blake shrug it off as he watched Georgia dress herself.  She pranced toward the door and caught me kneeling by the open crack.

                        “Oh.  Look who was spying on us the whole time,” she said, turning to Blake and pulling the door open wide.

                        I waved to him with an awkward smile and said, “Hi, honey.”

                        He waved back just as awkwardly.  “Hi.”

                        Georgia kneeled down and pressed her lips to mine.  I could taste Blake’s cock on her tongue as she shoved inside me.  “Have a good night, you two,” she said when she stood back up.  “See you guys for breakfast.”

                        She giggled and then pranced up the stairs while humming.

                        “What the hell just happened?” asked Blake, still naked and delirious.

                        “I think we just found out how to give our nanny a little bonus,” I said.  Blake laughed and then patted the bed beside him.  I crawled up to him quickly and he wrapped me in his arms.

                        “You’re fucking amazing, you know that?”

                        I blushed, curled up against his side and fell asleep with a smile on my face.
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      I walked into the interview a nervous wreck.  I’d interviewed for jobs before, but this one was important.  Not only would I start with a higher title than any previous job, it was at a prestigious company with a strong reputation.  I would be set for the rest of my life if I succeeded.

                      The woman sitting at the desk looked stern, but curious.  She said more with her eyes than her lips.  Her hair was dark and pulled back into a tight bun.  Her outfit was as dark as her hair.  She wore a black blazer and a black pencil skirt.  She didn’t seem to want to risk wearing anything creative, except for the light pink ruffled blouse that peaked out between her lapels.  It dipped into a skinny V-shape, and even from across the office I could see a hint of her cleavage.

                      Her tits must’ve been large because her jacket pushed out far from her waist.  She sat cross-legged with her legs to the side of her glass desk.  She had a wall of windows behind her showcasing the city landscape.  The afternoon sun poured in through the glass and angelically outlined her curvy figure.

                      I could no longer tell if I was nervous about the interview or nervous to be in the same room as someone that beautiful.  I gulped, tugged down on my blue skirt, and trudged toward her desk.

                      “Emily,” I said, extending my slender, pale hand across her desk.  She looked up at me, and in one second her eyes seemed to consider a million thoughts.  She was sizing me up, but she hadn’t decided on anything yet.

                      “Nice to meet you, Emily,” she finally said.  She took my hand in hers and a jolt of electricity shot through me.  I almost didn’t want to let her go.  “Go ahead and sit down.”

                      I turned awkwardly to the chairs behind me and picked the one opposite her legs so I wouldn’t keep staring at them.  “I’m Bianca,” she said, “but of course, I told you that over the phone.”

                      I giggled awkwardly.  “Yeah, um…yes.”  Her eyes scanned my body again and I felt the temperature rising underneath my skin.

                      “So, Emily.  Tell me why you think you’d be a good fit for our company.”

                      I zoned out as I spoke.  I had rehearsed my answers so many times that I didn’t really have to be present to give them.  I told her about my experience, education, and hard work ethic.  She only seemed to be half listening.  Her eyes continued to scan my body intermittently.

                      I shifted awkwardly in my seat.  I was surprised to feel my panties get a little wet as she watched me.  I was just grateful I wore a dark skirt so that there wouldn’t be any obvious stains on the back of it when I stood up.

                      “Excellent speech,” she said, nodding.  “You sound well-rehearsed.”

                      “I like to prepare thoroughly,” I told her.

                      “I need someone who can think quickly on her feet.  Can you do that?”

                      I nodded.

                      “I need someone who can keep an open mind and adapt quickly to the situation around her.  Can you do that?”

                      I nodded, though I felt more and more nervous with every question.

                      “Good.  I’ll need you to prove it to me before I hire you.  A sort of initiation, if you will.”  I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but I really wanted the job.

                       So when she asked what I’d be willing to do for it, I told her, “Anything.”

                      “What if I was a man and I asked to sleep with you,” she said, raising an eyebrow.  Is this some sort of test?  I should say no, right?  But she wasn’t a man and my body wanted her, even if my brain was ashamed of it.

                      “This isn’t a trick question,” she assured me.  “Would you do anything for this job to the point of sleeping with the interviewer?”

                      Now that the question was rephrased, my body screamed yes! I’ll sleep with you!  I was confused by my sudden desire to be with a woman, but there was something so seductive about Bianca that it made my legs quiver just looking at her.

                      “I-I suppose I would,” I said, waiting for the backlash.  That had to have been the wrong answer, right?

                      “Tell me, Emily…have you ever been with a woman?”

                      I shook my head and hung it down low.  I hadn’t been with a woman, but I would do anything Bianca asked of me.  Little did I realize, she was about to ask me for the one thing I wanted to give her.

                      “Would you be open to it?”

                      My head was still hung sheepishly low, but I looked out through the tops of my eyes at her.  Then I nodded.  She swung her legs under her desk and spread them slightly.  She never took her eyes off of my face while she moved.  Her hands reached for thighs and she slowly rolled up the edge of her skirt.  Within minutes, I could see a wet stain on her white silk panties.

                      I looked up at her and she didn’t have to say a word.  I dropped to my knees and crawled under her desk.  It was like she had some spell over me.  I didn’t know the first thing about licking pussy, but here I was pushing myself between the interviewer’s legs.

                      When I looked up, I could see her face through the glass desk.  I slid my hands along the insides of her thighs until I reached her panties.  She leaned her head back and moaned.  I brushed my fingers against the wet stain, pushing in where her slit was.  Her cunt was puffy and soaking.  I reached up under her skirt for the top of her panties and pulled them down.

                      I loved watching the silk slide down her smooth legs.  I kissed her skin as I tugged the fabric down.  She shifted her legs to one side of me to help me remove them.  They glided past her ankles and over her long, black heels.  I set them on the floor beside me and watched as Bianca’s legs straddled my body again.  As they opened up, the pleasant aroma of her pussy wafted toward me.  I looked up through the glass and saw that Bianca’s head was still rolled back as if she was enjoying every moment.

                      I brought my head in closer to her pussy and started salivating, to my surprise.  I ran my thumb along her wet slit, watching the folds shift and fall away from me.  I circled her clit, teasingly, and heard Bianca moan for the first time.  I felt my legs shake at the soft sound of her voice.

                      As if I couldn’t hold back any longer, I stretched out my tongue and pushed my head in.  I licked along her wet slit, tasting her soft pussy for the first time.  It was unlike anything I’d ever tasted before, clean and warm.  I was hooked on her.

                      I sucked on her clit and slid my tongue in and out of her hole.  I felt her pussy walls contract around me and her moans became louder and more frequent.  I slid a finger inside her cunt while I teased her clit and her legs began to shake.

                      “Tease my ass,” she told me between pants.  With two fingers still in her pussy, I brought my other hand just under her hips.  I slid my finger toward her asshole and circled it while I sucked on her pussy.

                      “Fuck!” she cried as I played with her.  She started rocking her hips against me.  She reached down with one hand and held my face against her.  I didn’t mind.  I didn’t want to leave her beautiful pussy anyway.

                      “Shit!” she moaned again, her hips moving faster and her legs shaking wildly.  I felt her pussy throb against my fingers as I slid them in and out of her.  Then, everything clenched down at once as she screamed.

                      She came against my mouth and hands and I felt like I had been baptized in her gorgeous cunt.  I kept licking, lapping up every drop of her wet pool that I could.

                      When she had finally come down, she pushed her chair away from me to unhook me from her pussy.  I stared in awe, as if waking from a strange dream.  I grabbed her panties and handed them to her.

                      My mind started to race.  What did I just do?  Will this hurt my chances of getting the job?  Will this help?  All I knew for certain was that I could hardly regret the experience no matter what came of it.

                      I watched as Bianca slid her panties back up her soft legs and under her skirt.  She straightened her clothes and smoothed her hair and then gestured for me to stand up.  I slid under her desk and stood on the other side of it, watching her roll back underneath it.

                      “Thank you, Emily,” she said in a formal tone.  “I would love to offer you the position.”

                      “Really?”

                      “Yes.  You seem qualified and open minded.  I think you’ll be a great fit here.”

                      “Thank you so much, Bianca!”  I reached forward to shake her hand, but she just looked at me with a raised eyebrow.  Finally, she exhaled and took my hand in hers.

                      I picked up my things and headed for the door.  My head was still spinning from the strange sequence of events, but I was ecstatic to have landed the job.  When my hand reached the doorknob, I heard Bianca call back.

                      “Emily?”

                      I turned around and stared at her from across the room.  “Yes?”

                      “Why don’t we celebrate?  My place?  Tonight?  Bring your husband.”

                      “How did you know-“

                      “I know everything about my applicants,” she said with a sly smile.  “Jacob, correct?”  I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest.  “7 o’clock.  I’ll text you my address.”

                      I pulled the door open and walked down the long hallway.  The world around me looked different than before.  I had my first sexual encounter with a woman and now she wanted to meet my husband.  I felt like I would do anything for Bianca, but I couldn’t help feeling like she had an agenda that had to do with Jacob.

                      I just couldn’t figure out what she wanted…
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      “I’m so proud of you,” said Jacob as we walked up to Bianca’s door.  “But isn’t it kind of strange to have dinner at your new boss’s house before you’ve even started?”

                      “Bianca is…different,” I told him while fondly thinking of her pussy’s aroma.  I hadn’t decided yet whether or not to tell him about the details of the interview.  I wasn’t completely sure what to make of it myself yet, either.

                      I straightened the straps on my red dress and tugged on the skirt.  I looked at Jacob and fixed the collar to his blue button up.  I ran my hand through his thick, dark hair to smooth it out and he quickly brushed me away.  “Why do I need to make a good impression?” he teased.

                      “This job is really important to me,” I told him.  “I’d do anything to keep it.”

                      “Ok, hun.  I’m sorry.”  He leaned down and kissed my cheek, wrapping his arms around my waist.  That’s when the door swung open and Bianca stared at my husband embracing me.

                      I quickly pushed him off as if I was worried she’d be jealous.  Jacob looked at me funny, but otherwise shrugged off my strange behavior.  My eyes clung to Bianca’s body.  She wore a tight black strapless dress that pushed her large tits up and forward.  Her hips stretched wide as she put all of her weight on one leg.  Her hair was no longer pulled back, but fell in soft curls around her bare shoulders.

                      “Welcome, Emily.  Jacob,” she said, nodding as she spoke each of our names.  “Come in.”

                      I stepped in first with Jacob behind me.  Her house was huge and decorated in earth tones.  She had an entire wall in her living room made of stones and another wall full of windows just like her office.  The glass wall faced a large, wooded area and the living room was dimly lit with recessed lighting and soft candles.

                      “Should we start with drinks?” she asked, ushering us to her long, mid-century style sofa.  It was a grey-blue color and almost matched the stones more than it would a blue sky.  I sat down in the middle and Jacob sat beside me.  We told her our drinks and I watched her body sway as he moved to get them from the kitchen.

                      The living room opened up into her large, white kitchen.  She had a bar off to one wall where she kept the liquor.  Suddenly, I felt Jacob’s lips by my ears.  “That’s your boss?” he whispered.

                      I nodded and turned to him.  “Why do you say it like that?  Do you think she’s hot or something?”

                      “Well, objectively speaking.  Yeah.  But not as hot as you,” he added for security.  I wasn’t sure what had come over me, but hearing him say she was attractive turned me on.  Normally I was the jealous type, but Bianca was different.  My body felt warm after hearing that he found her just as sexy as I did.

                      Bianca returned with our drinks and set them on her light wood coffee table.  I had expected her to sit in the loveseat that ran perpendicular to the sofa, but she sat on the other side of Jacob, instead.  My heart was pounding as I felt his attention evenly split between us.

                      She leaned forward for her drink and pulled it up to her lips.  Then she rested a hand on his thigh while looking at me intensely.  Her eyes never left me as she spoke to him.  “So, Jacob.  What do you do for a living?”

                      “I’m a contractor,” he said.  He looked at me with a confused expression.  I knew he couldn’t understand why she was touching him like that.  But Bianca was different….unique.  Bianca took what she wanted and made people grateful to give it to her.

                      “Interesting,” she said, sliding her hand up his thigh a little more.  Her eyes narrowed in on me as she caressed my husband’s leg.

                      Jacob gulped and my eyes traveled down his groin.  He wanted to hide his affection for her, but he couldn’t.  I saw his erection growing in his slacks.  His eyes were now focused on Bianca, despite her gaze lingering on me.

                      Finally, she turned to him and leaned her head in close.  “I don’t know if Emily told you, but I run things a little differently than most.”

                      He exhaled.  “I can see that.”

                      “Emily said she was willing to do anything for this job, and I’ve asked her to prove it to me.”  He nodded as sweat rolled down his forehead.  Her hand inched closer until it was cupping his hard cock.

                      Jacob had fallen under the same spell I had.  He didn’t even try to push her away even though I was sitting right next to him, watching everything.  Bianca’s eyes turned back to me and she smiled.  “Isn’t that right, Emily?”

                      I nodded, my pussy getting wetter by the minute.  She turned her head back to Jacob whose eyes were closed now as she lightly caressed his cock.  She inched her lips closer to his until they were touching and she was officially kissing my husband.

                      A wave of emotions swept through me.  I wanted to stop her and yet, I wanted to give her everything she asked for.  It was surreal to watch my husband kiss another woman.  It was more surreal how much my body seemed to enjoy it.

                      My eyes traveled down to her hand which was massaging and stroking Jacob’s erection through his slacks.  I reached for Jacob’s hand and squeezed it to let him know it was okay.  He seemed to have got the message because suddenly his hands grabbed Bianca’s tiny waist.

                      I slid to the edge of the couch to give them a little space.  Bianca lifted herself from the couch until she was straddling Jacob.  Because her dress was so tightly fitted, the more she spread her legs, the more it inched up toward her hips, revealing her soft, bare skin.

                      Jacob’s hands roamed her soft thighs and he started growling passionately.  I folded my hands in my lap and tapped my foot nervously on the floor while I watched.  My pussy was aching to be touched, but I wasn’t sure what Bianca wanted from me.  So I stayed put as my legs quivered.

                      Her tongue groped Jacob’s mouth and I watched their tongues dance against each other.  Jacob’s hands were on Bianca’s ass, lifting her dress up to her waist.  I saw a bright red thong peak out of the top of her bare ass cheeks.  He squeezed and I watched her legs clench around him.  She started to rock her hips over him, massaging his cock with her thong covered cunt.

                      One of Jacob’s hands slid to her waist and then up to her breast, massaging it firmly.  She leaned her head back and moaned as he caressed her tits.  He reached with both hands for the top of her strapless dress and tugged down.  Her tits bounced out and Jacob entered a trance.  I was no longer there to him.  It was just him and Bianca.

                      I shifted nervously as I watched my husband lose himself in my new boss.  He pressed his lips to her nipple and sucked it in.  She stroked his head and rocked her hips as he played with her.  He huffed through his sucking and she moaned.

                      Occasionally, Bianca would look over at me and smile.  It was as if she was proud to be stealing my husband from me.  What she didn’t realize was how proud I felt to give him to her.  I didn’t understand it, but that was the way I felt.

                      She pulled her breasts away from him and climbed down to the floor.  She sat on her knees between Jacob’s legs and rubbed her hand over his hard cock.  She unfastened his slacks and he helped her pull them down with his boxers.  I watched his long, hard cock throb inches away from Bianca’s face.

                      My pussy ached and my legs shook.  I was nearly out of breath as I watched Bianca’s hand glide over my husband’s dick.  She licked her lips and lowered herself to his head.  Before she took him in her mouth, she turned to me and said, “I’m going to please your husband so much that he’ll only be able to think of me when he’s with you.”

                      I was taken aback and yet, turned on more.  She wrapped her lips around his head and swallowed him in one gulp.  My jaw dropped and his body shook.  She stroked his shaft as she lifted her head up and then slammed her head back down on him.

                      I couldn’t see what she was doing with her tongue, but I could see her jaw shift and her cheeks suck in and out as she maneuvered her mouth over him.  He seemed like he could blow at any moment, and Bianca wasn’t giving up until he did.  She reached for his balls and massaged them in her fingers while she sucked.

                      She moved up and down quickly, turning her head from side to side, doing things to him I’d never even thought to do.  I watched him hunch forward and knew that he was about to come.

                      Jacob let out a low growl as he ejaculated into Bianca’s throat.  She seemed to swallow most of it, but when she pulled off, she kept her lips closed as if there was some still inside.

                      As Jacob caught his breath, she moved toward me and straddled my lap.  Her bare tits hung in my face, but I remained unmoved until further instruction.

                      She lowered her lips to me and kissed me, pushing my lips open with hers.  That’s when I tasted my husband’s come spill from underneath her tongue into my mouth.  I eagerly licked up every drop and swallowed. She stroked my head and whispered, “Good girl.”

                      I looked at Jacob who was watching in shock.  He’d never watched me kiss another woman, much less a woman that had just finished sucking his cock.

                      She kissed me again, inhaled deeply, then returned to my husband.  She stood before him and slid her panties down her thighs.  As she bent over, her ass came closer and closer to my face, and I caught a peak at her pussy from between her slender legs.

                      When her panties lay on the floor, she straddled Jacob’s lap again. This time, she slid his semi-hard cock into her tight pussy.  Moments later, he was fully hard again as she rocked her hips above him.

                      He massaged her tits and I watched his bare, unprotected cock slide in and out of the pussy I licked that morning.  It was all very surreal, and yet I wanted it to last forever.

                      Her tits bounced each time she lifted off of him only to slam back down.  His hands rested on her hips and his jaw hung open.  He’d never given me those expressions when we made love.  Bianca really was something special.  She knew exactly what he wanted and she was drop dead gorgeous.  I knew that she was right.  There would never be a time Jacob didn’t think of her when I made love to him.

                      She pushed his cock in harder and faster until she was quivering like she had that morning.  He tensed again, hunching forward for the second time, and I knew he was exploding into her pussy.

                      I pressed my hands between my legs tightly.  I felt like the adrenaline that rushed through my body would split me apart at any second.  When they finished coming, Bianca gestured for me to lay down on the floor.

                      I moved quickly and eagerly, awaiting my next instruction.  She straddled my face and lowered her come filled pussy over it.  I opened my mouth and caught every drop of my husband’s come that fell out of her.  She never lowered it completely.  Instead, she just squeezed her pussy walls together to clean herself of his come.

                      When the last drop fell, she moved her hips over mine.  Then she leaned over and kissed me.  “This is your reward,” she said as she slid her hand between my legs and under my dress.

                      My mouth fell open and I arched my back.  Her fingers grazed the outside of my wet panties.  She turned to Jacob and told him, “Your wife is soaking wet from watching us.  I think she enjoyed the show.”

                      Then she moved my panties to the side and slid her fingers inside me.  I felt her curl them up to hit my g-spot and her thumb circled my clit.  Her other hand moved to my breasts and massaged them as she fingered me.

                      “Come for me, Emily,” she commanded as she slid her fingers in and out.  After watching her with Jacob, I was more than ready to come.  When she gave me permission, I let loose completely.

                      My eyelids fell closed and my mouth fell open as I moaned and shook beneath her.  “Good girl,” she said as my pussy contracted around her fingers.  Wave after wave of ecstasy swept over me and I felt like I had transcended realms.  By the time I had come down completely, it was as if I was completely reborn.

                      She pulled her fingers from my cunt and slid them into my mouth for me to clean.  I sucked them dry and she smiled down at me.

                      She stood up, straightened her dress and slid her panties up.  Jacob pulled up his pants, still in shock.  I sat up on the floor, and both Jacob and I waited for Bianca’s next instruction.

                      “I’m famished,” she said, finally.  “Let’s eat some of this food I fixed earlier.”  She headed to the kitchen and I looked back at Jacob.  He shrugged with a look of confusion and I shrugged back at him.

                      Bianca walked to the dining room and called us in.  Jacob and I stood up and he took my hand in his.  “Emily, baby.  I’m so sorry.  I don’t what came over me,” he whispered.

                      I squeezed his hand tightly.  “It’s okay.  Please, don’t worry about it.”  He hugged me tightly before we entered the dining room.

                      Jacob and I sat down and waited for Bianca to bring in the plates.  When she re-entered, she said, “If you guys aren’t too full afterward, maybe we can have some dessert.”  But when she said the word dessert, she winked at me.

                      If dessert was what I thought it was, then I was going to be saving room for sure.  I wasn’t done with Bianca yet, and I was hoping she wasn’t done with me.
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      Camilla leaned across the iron patio table so that her blond hair glistened in the sunlight.  Despite her tight and controlling expression, she looked like an angel.  Each blond strand looked as if it had been woven from gold by the heavens, and her cherry red lips fit in perfectly.

                  “I can’t believe you’re getting married next week,” she said with a raised eyebrow.

                  “I know it’s a bit rushed,” I said, careful to avoid her domineering gaze.

                  “You’re sure you love him?”

                  My eyes darted quickly to hers and, without missing a beat, I replied, “I do.”  She seemed satisfied with my response and leaned back in her seat.  Her white blouse was thin enough that I could make out a white, lace bra underneath.  Her full breasts pushed out far enough that the buttons puckered along the line of her cleavage.

                  I shifted my legs in my seat and tugged on my navy blue skirt, as if my thighs could reveal my attraction to Camilla.  I had always chalked it up to innocent curiosity.  There isn’t a straight woman on this earth who wouldn’t at least think about kissing my best friend.  She was like a modern Marilyn Monroe.  I knew if she had ever asked me to do anything sexual, I’d have a hard time saying no.

                  “As long as he loves you back, Brenna.”  I nodded as if she was my mother.

                  “I believe he does.  I couldn’t go through with it if I didn’t trust him.”

                  “That’s good, at least.  You know there will be a bachelor party,” she warned.  I nodded.  The wedding was on short notice, but Jake had a lot of friends who were always throwing huge parties.  I was the introvert and I often wondered why Jake didn’t look for a party girl.

                  “You know there’re strippers at those parties, usually.”  Camilla took a sip of her espresso and looked around the café patio.  She liked to people watch.  Her expression looked harsh and judgmental, but she was the most open minded person I knew.  It almost seemed as if she watched people to see what they were missing in their lives.  She was perceptive enough to pick up on the emptiness others felt and what caused it.

                  I always wondered if she had picked up anything from me.  “I’m not worried about Jake,” I told her, “even if there was a stripper.”

                  “Really?”  She seemed more curious than surprised.  “You don’t mind some strange girl dancing in your fiancé’s lap while she takes her clothes off?”

                  I tried not to think about it for too long before responding.  “No.  I don’t see what the big deal is.”

                  “Interesting…” she said, turning her thoughts over in her mind.  Her eyes danced back and forth as she considered something wild and possibly dangerous.

                  “What?”

                  “Well…I think it’s great you have so much trust in Jake.  But wouldn’t you rather know for certain that he wouldn’t let things go too far?”

                  “I mean, sure, but how could I possibly do that?  It’s not like I’m invited to the bachelor party or anything.”

                  Camilla leaned forward on the table again, allowing her golden strands of hair to glisten in the afternoon sun.  “No, but I was.”

                  I was shocked.  Bachelor parties are for boys.  Why would she be there?  “I don’t understand…”

                  “They’re having it at Jake’s place, right?”  I nodded.  “And they wanted a good bartender.”

                  “So they asked you,” I said as it came together.  Camilla was known for her drinks.  She bartended a few years back and she’d never lost her skills.  She could make a drink that tasted like candy and knock you off your feet.  “It seems weird they’d invite my best friend to their party.”

                  “Well, I wouldn’t say they.  Just Luke,” she said.  That’s when it really made sense.  Luke had a thing for Camilla and would do anything to spend an entire evening in her presence.  Not that I could blame him.

                  “So what are you saying?” I asked her, interested in hearing her plan.

                  “I’ll keep an eye on them for you.  I’ll make sure nothing happens between Jake and the stripper.  Unless you want something to happen…”

                  I hesitated and Camilla noticed.  My panties were completely soaked at the thought of Jake with another woman, but I wasn’t brave enough to admit that even to myself.  “You’d watch him for me, then?”

                  She reached her hand across the table and took mine.  A jolt of electricity swept through me as her fingers grazed my skin.  “I won’t take my eyes off of him the whole night,” she said.  Her gaze pierced through me the way I saw it often pierce through strangers.  It felt as if she had a fishing hook caught on something inside me, but I wasn’t sure what it was.

                  “Thank you,” I said.  Her lips curled into a mischievous smile.

                  “My pleasure.”
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      The entire next week I couldn’t stop thinking about what Camilla had said.  I won’t take my eyes off him.  I thought about her full breasts in her near see-through blouse, pushing up against it for an escape.  I thought about her fingers sliding into my grip as she assured me it would be her pleasure to watch my fiancé.

                  I wasn’t sure what had come over me, but my mind was spinning with thoughts I shouldn’t be thinking.  Every time I saw Jake, I thought of Camilla near him at a party I wasn’t allowed at.  I couldn’t help but wonder if he desired her as much as I did.  Part of me wanted him to.

                  “So, you really don’t mind me having a bachelor party?” asked Jake as I straddled his lap and ran my fingers through his hair.

                  “Not really,” I said, biting my lower lip.  “What do you think of Camilla?”

                  His expression switched from concern to fear, like I had caught him in a trap.  “I think she’s a great bartender,” he said finally.  He was incredibly smooth, but I could still see his eyes traveling her imaginary curves as I asked him about her.

                  I realized I was being foolish and tried to change the subject to something more lighthearted.  “So, are you going to have a stripper there?”  I knew teasing him would do the trick and I watched a smile spread across his face.

                  “No, I don’t think so.  You won’t have anything to worry about,” he said.

                  I frowned in disappointment.  “I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to have that male camaraderie on your last night.”

                  “We’ll have plenty of that,” he said, his brown hair falling perfectly into his blue eyes.  “We don’t need a naked chick and lap dances for it.”  I leaned in to kiss him since I knew that’s what a typical fiancé would do, but deep down, I felt a tinge of disappointment.

                  As I kissed Jake, his hands slid up my back and he gripped my shoulders.  Then he started to rock his hips into me.  I could feel his cock harden in his jeans, so I reached under my groin to caress him.  He moaned into our kiss and I smiled.

                  “See, Brenna?  All I need is you.”  Jake kissed me again and pulled my shirt above my head.  He reached around to my back and unhooked my bra.  He ran his hands up my bare back, sending chills down my spine.  I felt his warm breath roll across my tits as he slid my bra away from them.

                  I moaned when he took a nipple in each mouth.  I started to rock my hips above him, massaging his cock with my pussy.  When he couldn’t take it anymore, he threw me onto the sofa and removed my jean shorts.  I sat up and unfastened his pants, sliding them down with his boxers.

                  His long, hard cock jumped forward and I took it in my hand.  I wrapped my lips around it and looked up at him.  I was almost completely lost in the moment until Camilla had entered my mind again.  Suddenly, I imagined her sucking his cock and my pussy became wetter than it ever had.  I imagined her pouty, red lips around his bulbous head.  I pictured him sliding in and out of her until she was gagging on his cock.

                  Jake reached down to massage my clit through my panties while I sucked him off.  I was almost embarrassed by how wet my panties were.  He smiled as he touched me and my clit felt more sensitive than ever.  He slid his hand inside my panties until his finger had forced its way inside me.

                  I nearly choked on his cock as he fingered me.  His other hand reached for my hair and stroked it lovingly.  Then he pulled me up by my shoulders and led me to the back of the sofa.  He bent me over so my ass faced him, and he spanked me.  I jolted forward and felt my pussy pulse in delight.  I wanted him to fuck me, but not as much as I wanted to watch him fuck someone else.  Someone like Camilla.

                  He tore my panties down to my ankles and spread my ass.  Then I felt his tongue glide along my wet pussy slit.  He slid his tongue inside me and circled it around.  Then he let it drop down to my clit and I nearly came right there.

                  He pulled himself upright and rested the head of his cock against my entrance.  “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said before pushing himself into me.

                  “Oh!” I cried as I felt his large, thick cock fill me up.  My tits were dangling on the other side of the cushions and they swayed with each new thrust of his pelvis.  He pounded me over and over until he growled with his orgasm.

                  I reached down to my clit and circled it as he slid in and out.  I closed my eyes and imagined him fucking Camilla.  I pictured her tight, wet pussy and his huge cock sliding in and out of it.  I wanted to see her cunt devour him.  I wanted to see her please him better than I could.  She was the sexiest girl I’d ever known, and he was the hottest guy.  I knew the two of them together would be a sight to behold.

                  I imagined her tits swaying the way mine were, and then I felt my pussy walls contract around his cock.  Then I came all over him.  I felt my pussy come glide down my thighs.  Jake tensed and I felt his cock swell inside me.  Moments later, his white, hot come exploded deep inside of me.  I felt it spill out of me slowly as he collapsed above me, panting.

                  He slid his cock out slowly and I dropped to the floor.  I took it in my mouth again and cleaned my pussy and his come off of it.  He smiled down at me and stroked my hair.  “I can’t wait to get married to you,” he said.

                  “Me too,” I replied, but I started to worry as the week got closer to the party.  What if we weren’t experimenting enough?  What if marriage kills our sex life?  The more I thought about a stripper or Camilla, the more I realized I wasn’t done experimenting.  I was still too curious.  Too virgin.  Camilla seemed like a sex goddess even though I’d never seen her in action.  She oozed sexuality through her skin, hair, and lips.  I craved her, and I wanted to know that Jake craved her too.

                  It’s not that I wanted to cheat or anything.  I just wanted a little excitement, but I wasn’t sure how.  All I knew was that Camilla drew something primal out of me, and I wasn’t ready to bury it in the dirt for the rest of my life.  I had less than a week to figure out what I really wanted.  There wouldn’t be many opportunities before the party.

                  So I decided that I would sneak around Jake’s first bedroom apartment while they had the party, so that I would know exactly what went on inside.  Even if nothing happened, the thought of spying on Jake excited me enough.  I wasn’t sure what I expected, or what I hoped for, but something in Camilla’s tone had told me it wouldn’t be a complete waste.
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      It was Friday night and the air was cool despite summer being just around the corner.  I put on a lightweight leather jacket and got in my car.  The party started an hour before, but Camilla texted me saying she just left.  She had vowed to give me notes all night to keep me updated on everything that was happening.

                  So I drove my car to Jakes apartment and parked at a building farther away.  I waited until I saw Camilla’s trademark yellow purse as she walked up to his place.  She carried a box full of liquor and mixers and was greeted with a loud cheer.  Then I snuck around to the back of the building.

                  His apartment had a few windows in the living room that faced some trees, so I knew it would be easy enough to hide in.  I found some shade from the evening light underneath a large oak tree and crouched toward the ground.  I saw Jake and all of his friends moving quickly around his living room.  Camilla was in the kitchen getting their drinks started.

                  She was the only girl there so far and everything seemed innocent enough.  Luke was obviously trying to flirt with Camilla every chance he could get.  After a few minutes, my phone buzzed and I got a text.  I pulled it out of my coat pocket and saw that it was from her.

                  Just got here.  So far, so good.

                  I started to feel silly sitting on the edge of the woods and spying on my soon to be husband.  I waited a few more minutes before deciding that I should go home and watch a romantic comedy and take a warm bath.  After all, my wedding was the next day, and while it was going to be a small affair, I deserved to have a good, introverted night of fun.

                  Just as I stood up to leave, however, I saw a girl show up to Jake’s door.  She wore a skimpy police uniform and her makeup was big and loud enough that I could see it from twenty feet away.  I narrowed my eyes in disbelief.  I didn’t want to peg her as anything that she wasn’t, but she certainly looked like a stripper.

                  I crouched back down in my spot and watched through the windows.  One of Jake’s friends, Robbie, answered the door.  He ushered her in to the center of the living room.  Robbie started typing on his phone and moments later, the slut was taking off her clothes.

                  My phone buzzed.  The guys got a stripper like I figured!  Don’t worry… I’ll distract your boy.

                  She had me curious as to what kind of distraction she planned to deliver.  I watched as the stripper removed her top and showed her bare breasts to the room.  She shook her hips and approached the first guy to give him a lap dance.  She rotated her ass above his thighs and his eyes were wide with excitement.  I watched Jake watch his friend get a hard-on.

                  Maybe he’s more like me than I thought.  He seemed to be enjoying the show, even if it was his friend who had the stripper for the time being.  I stepped closer, still trying to keep from being seen.  Then I watched as Camilla, in a bright pink tank top, move toward Jake.  He was sitting on the sofa facing the stripper when Camilla came up behind him and tapped him on the shoulder.

                  She whispered something in his ear and then he stood up suddenly and followed her down the hall.  I saw a light come on in his room, so I changed my position.  I moved down the length of the apartment until I got a decent view.  I was suddenly grateful to have the type of naïve fiancé that leaves the blinds open.

                  Camilla pointed him to the bed and turned to lock the door.  What is she up to? I wondered.  My thoughts ran wild.  I remembered imagining him fucking her, but that was the last thing I expected to actually see.

                  She walked toward him slowly.  She tugged the straps of her pink shirt down one by one, letting them dangle around her shoulders.  Then I watched as she dropped to her knees and out of my line of sight.  I inched closer to the window to get a better view, hoping that the inside light wouldn’t illuminate and reveal me.

                  Camilla licked her lips and rested her hands on Jake’s jean-covered thighs.  She stroked his thighs up and down.  He looked worried, but she said something that seemed to reassure him.  He his hands behind him on the bed and rolled his head back.

                  Camilla reached for the button of his jeans and unfastened them.  Jake lifted his hips to give her better access.  She slid his jeans and boxers down past his knees and eyed his hard cock hungrily.

                  No. Fucking. Way.  My head was screaming at me to stop them, but my pussy begged me to keep watching.  Curiosity got the best of me, and I stood there frozen.  Camilla looked in my direction, and I could’ve sworn she had seen me, but it didn’t stop her.

                  She parted her pouty, red lips and swallowed my fiancé’s cock.  His biceps flexed as she sucked.  His mouth formed the shape of an O as he groaned.  It wasn’t long before their voices raised enough that I could hear them on the other side of the wall.  She was moaning on his cock and he was groaning as she sucked it.

                  I reached down for my black skirt and lifted it up slightly as I leaned against the wall near the window.  When I turned my head sideways I could see them, but I was hidden enough that Jake couldn’t see me.  The jury was still out on Camilla.  I could’ve sworn I saw her sparkling eyes shoot right to me.

                  My hand slid between my thighs and grazed against my wet panties.  I turned my head to the side and watched Camilla take in all of Jake’s cock.  He reached down for her full tits and massaged one in each hand.  Camilla started moving faster and I knew Jake could only last so much longer.

                  He ran a hand through her hair and gripped it in his fist.  He started to control her speed, but she wasn’t happy with that.  She pulled against his grip at her own speed until I saw his face tighten and his biceps flex.  Then, I watched in pleasurable horror, as his come trickled down the sides of Camilla’s mouth.  Drops fell elegantly from her chin to her collarbone.

                  I found myself torn between wanting to chastise her and wanting to lick his come off of her body.  I waited patiently to see what happened next.
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      My fingers danced across my cotton panties and I could hear my heavy breathing.  I looked into Jake’s bedroom with eager eyes and watched Camilla perform a strip tease of her own.

                  She had stepped back a few feet and was sliding her bright pink top down slowly to her torso.  She wore a black lace bra and cupped her round tits in her hands.  Even though Jake had already come, he seemed intent on seeing where this went, and I couldn’t blame him.

                  Camilla looked sexier than I’d ever seen her.  Her blond locks fell perfectly over her round tits.  She turned her back to him while she unfastened her bra.  She looked over her shoulder, and again I swore she could see me watching.  I had stopped caring whether or not she could.

                  I was rubbing my clit through my soaked panties as I watched her slide her bra straps down her arms.  She dangled the black fabric to the side of her before tossing it to the floor.  She was more playful than I realized, and I felt like I was starting to fall in love with her.

                  She reached for the zipper of her denim skirt and loosened the waistband.  Then Jake and I watched her slide it slowly down her hips as she pushed her ass in our direction.  As she bent forward, her ass became more rounded, and I caught a glimpse of a wet pool forming between her legs on her white, satin thong.

                  Fuck, this is hot.  I slid my hand into my panties until my finger was inside my pussy.  I knew I shouldn’t be fingering myself outside.  I knew I especially shouldn’t be touching myself to te view

      he sight of Jake with my best friend.  But my body didn’t care.  My insides were screaming at me to see this through to as far as Camilla would take it.

                  Camilla finally turned around and I saw her bare tits for the first time.  She had perfect hard nipples that stood out from the cold.  I wanted to wrap my lips around them and flick my tongue against her skin.  I wanted to watch her twitch as I pleased her.  I circled my clit as I thought of circling her nipples with my tongue.

                  I watched Jake carefully.  He sat there, letting Camilla call all of the shots.  But there was no hiding his hard cock.  He was attracted to Camilla in the same way I was.

                  With her wet panties still on, she walked toward Jake.  She reached forward and lifted his shirt from his head.   She wrapped her fingers around the girth of his cock and started to tug.  He bit his lip and moaned.  Then he slid his hand between her legs and brushed his knuckles against her clit.

                  She moaned, but it was controlled.  She didn’t want to give anyone else the reigns. She bit her lip and laid her head back, exposing her throat.  I wanted to kiss up and down her collarbone.

                  Jake reached his hands up toward her breasts and squeezed.  I watched his fingers roll her nipples.  Her legs quivered, but she tried to hide it by stroking him harder.  Then he reached for her thong and pulled it down to her ankles.

                  She stepped out of it gracefully and then straddled Jake’s lap.  I saw a small patch of blonde hair just above her wet pussy.  She held her hips over Jake’s cock, teasing him for a few minutes.  Then she lowered slowly onto him and I watched my fiancé’s cock disappear into my best friend’s pussy.

                  The scene was too intense for me.  I braced myself by resting one foot against the wall behind me.  I looked around quickly to make sure no one was near the woods that could see me.  Then I slid my fingers deep into my pussy while I watched Camilla ride my fiancé.

                  Her tits bounced up and down as she rocked her hips above him.  He rested his hands on her ass and squeezed it.  She rested her hands on his shoulders as she lifted herself up and down on his cock.

                  I watched his long, hard dick disappear inside her over and over.  Since he’d already come once, I knew he could last a while.  He took her nipple into his mouth and teased it while she rode him.  Then she pushed him on his back, climbed off of his cock, and turned her body around.

                  She lowered her hips over his face while she took his cock into her mouth.  I watched Jake open his mouth and stretch out his tongue.  I watched my fiancé flick his tongue across her swollen clit as she swallowed his cock down her throat.

                  Shit!  This is so, so wrong.  I should be stopping them!  But I couldn’t.  I was about to bring myself to orgasm while leaning against the side of Jake’s building.  I was about to come while practically in the woods.  I was about to come while watching Jake fuck my best friend.

                  I looked back over at Camilla and saw her thighs clenching around Jake’s head.  She lifted her mouth from his cock to pant as she came.  I felt my pussy walls pulse around my fingers as I, too, came as silently as possible.  I had to bite my lower lip to keep from making a sound.

                  Camilla climbed her way back to Jake’s cock, keeping her ass facing him.  She lowered herself back onto him and he rested his hands on her ass.  I watched him spank her as she rode him.  She moved up and down faster, sliding him into her over and over.  I saw his abs flex in that familiar way, until he was groaning in pleasure.  I saw his come slip out of Camilla’s pussy and back down the shaft of his cock.  She climbed off of him and lowered her mouth to his cock to lick him clean.

                  I watched her tongue scoop up every drop of come until it looked as if he hadn’t just fucked her.  Then she turned her face toward the window and I quickly ducked.
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      I darted back to my car as quickly as possible.  I can’t believe I just watched them!  I couldn’t believe none of the other guys knew what was going on.  I figured they must’ve been distracted by the stripper.  Then I started to wonder if that was Camilla’s plan all along.

                  By the time I was sitting in the driver’s seat, my phone buzzed.  It was Camilla.

                  Call me.

                  My hands were trembling and my pussy was still throbbing.  She must’ve seen me, I thought.  I nervously dialed her number until she picked up the phone.

                  “Hey, Brenna.  I just wanted to let you know that I successfully distracted your man from the stripper.”  I could practically hear her smiling on the other end.

                  “Oh…uh…thanks.”

                  “Also, I hope you enjoyed the show.”  My heart stopped in my chest.

                  “What-what show?”

                  “You know.  The one where I fuck your fiancé.”  The wind had left my lungs.  Did she really just admit to everything?

                  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

                  “Then why is your car sitting at the other end of Jake’s parking lot?”

                  I turned my head in the direction of his apartment and saw Camilla standing outside, looking straight at me.  I stupidly hung up quickly and watched as she approached.  I didn’t know what I was doing or what I was afraid of, but I didn’t dare run.

                  When Camilla was standing right outside my door, she tapped on the glass.  I rolled down my window and she leaned her head into the car.  She reached her hand between my legs, sliding it up toward my wet panties.

                  I couldn’t stop her even if I had wanted.  I was mesmerized by the events that had just unfolded.  Soon, her fingers were sliding in and out of my wet pussy.  She leaned her lips to mine and kissed me.  I gasped through our kiss and her tongue traced the outline of my mouth.

                  Her finger circled my clit quickly until I came for the second time that evening.  Then Camilla leaned down to my ear and I could feel her hot breath travel down my neck.  “I hope you liked your wedding present,” she whispered.

                  She pulled her fingers out of my pussy and brought them to my lips.  I licked them clean as she stared into my eyes.  She watched me until I had completely licked the scent of my pussy from her fingers.

                  “Good girl,” she said.  She leaned down and kissed me again, circling her tongue around mine.  Then she pulled away and straightened herself up.  “You’re going to make a gorgeous blushing bride tomorrow.”

                  I felt my cheeks grow hot and my heart pound faster.  “Thank you,” I said.

                  “My pleasure,” she replied.  “Now, I have a few more drinks to fix.  Call you when I’m done?”

                  I nodded and she turned on her heel to walk back to Jake’s apartment.  I watched her ass way in her skirt and then I closed my eyes to picture what I knew was underneath it.

                  Suddenly, I was filled with a sense of euphoria.  Camilla really had given me the best wedding present of all.  She had wiped away my fears of a dull sex life with Jake.  I almost felt as if I’d be marrying her too, in a way, and nothing thrilled me more.

                  I slid my fingers into my pussy once more and brought them to my lips like she had.  I sucked them clean and exhaled.  I couldn’t wait to marry Jake with Camilla standing by my side.
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                   “I’ve never felt so anxious in my life,” Ashley said. “I can’t wait.”

                  The slim, twenty-eight year-old brunette brushed her bangs to the side. Always, one or two strands of hair caught on her forehead, and she furrowed her cinder-colored brows with frustration, as she wiped them toward her ear and rest her head on Dane’s shoulder. “Babe,” he started, “You’re making too big a deal of this.”

                  Ashley hadn’t ever quite shared the same calm temperament of her husband, Dane. The tall, drop-dead handsome thirty year-old, seemed to know the score every step of the way, in his life. And it seemed as though their six year marriage, had done little to rub a bit of his confidence off, and onto his wife. Unlike his big, strong and still hands, Ashley’s were more jittered than those of her husband’s. She bit her nails nervously, as they sat in their olive-green sofa, sinking in slightly as they both seemed to sneak glances towards the clock.

                  “Where is she?” Ashley grumbled. She pursed her smooth lips and scowled, leaving a hairline wrinkle by her lips. Dane always noticed it as a sign of her anxiety, and pulled his big arm around her. The girl seemed swallowed against the large, muscular frame of her husband. He brushed a hand through his short, dark hair and grinned. Again, it seemed as though there was little to be worried about, if Dane had any opinion on the matter.

                  “Just relax, babe,” he said, gripping her arm in his fingers and squeezing gently. Ashley appreciated the sensation, and always felt herself release a bit of tension when she found herself within her husband’s grip. She eyed him and smiled, as she placed a hand along the top of his thighs. She ran her fingertips ever inward, until she reached the edge of his lap. Her green eyes darted down toward the large form in her husband’s khakis. The dark-woody brown of the fabric, had done little to hide his impressive size. She wanted to tease him and watch him shift in place, and even brush her hand away, just for the fun of it. Instead, she was left with a sinking sensation that took her by surprise; it only served to remind her of her predicament.

                  “How can I relax?” Ashley started. “We still have no real leads for a surrogate. Each of the girls has been irresponsible or total train wrecks,” she said. “If we want our child to come out healthy, we can’t just entrust them to some careless teenager,” she added.

                  “We’re not meeting with careless teenagers. Cynthia was like, nineteen? And she was the youngest. Sure, she wasn’t right for the job, but we’ll get there,” Dane said smoothly. Ashley only turned and looked towards the clock, to reconfirm that their final interviewee for the afternoon, had in fact, now been six minutes late.

                  “This is all easy for you to say. You’re not the one who’s barren,” Ashley noted.

                  “Don’t talk like that,” Dane quickly returned. “You’re not barren,” he said with a laugh, as if the notion had been entirely ridiculous. Yet, they both knew that it had been true. Ashley had been unable to conceive, due to a defect with her eggs. And now, she’d have to watch her husband’s sperm, join with some total stranger’s egg, in a lab somewhere, to make their child. She felt uneasy about the entire thing, but she wanted Dane’s child more than anything else. She knew she could only ‘play the hand’ she’d been dealt. Still, the thought of some other, undeserving girl, getting to reward her husband’s ‘super-human sperm’ - as the fertility specialist put it – with a healthy, non-defective egg? It seemed almost too much to handle.

                  Dane knew his wife was thinking of this very thing, too. Ashley had obsessed over the notion for weeks, practically dragging her husband to the bed three times a day, after he’d come out of his home office for the day. She wanted to milk every last drop of his apparently prize-winning seed, and somehow, by some miracle, find herself gifted with that intuitive feeling the morning after. But so far, it had been a bust.

                  And now, the final girl on their interview list – an already heavily curated list, at that – was late; not exactly a good first impression.

                  “This we have time for a ‘quickie?” Ashley said, breaking the silence. Her eyes grew wild, and though she was only kidding, she certainly wanted to do it, anyway, if only to show the girl who was destined to walk up to their door, that she owned whatever Dane was packing in those brown pants, and not some ‘money-grubbing mall rat,’ as she thought. Heavily insecure, she treaded down until her hand sat atop her husband’s package, nestled tightly in the thin fabric of his pants. She drifted her finger just over the ridge that marked his cock-head, and finally, Dane shifted.

                  “Babe, come on,” he said with a nervous laugh. “Anya is going to be here any second.”

                  “So?” Ashley said, with big, wide eyes that feigned a sort of innocence. “She knows where babies come from; I doubt anything we could do would faze her.”

                  “Babe,” Dane continued. “Come on. Once you get me going…” he said, before turning his dark eyes downward and grinning. “See?” Ashley turned to see the growing mass in her husband’s pants. Large enough to begin with, she smiled with satisfaction as the impressive shaft pulsed beneath her hand. She gripped her fingers around her husband’s manhood gently, as if to squeeze and signify her ownership. Only, she didn’t own anything, and she knew it. Sure, Dane had always been loyal to her. She knew her husband, and she knew what kind of man he was. But she also knew what kind of man he’d been before they met, and she knew just what sort of an affect he had on women. Pair a set of dimples, a strong jawline peppered with dark stubble, cool caramel-colored irises and a million-dollar grin, and a couple million dollars, and what do you have? A pair of wet panties. She knew, because he did it to her every time.

                  And what would be the odds that some attractive young woman wouldn’t end up the same way, sitting across from such a hunk? It had been the reason they had dismissed one of their candidates early; a twenty-four year-old red-head with milky-white skin and freckles lightly dotted up and down her arms, and most importantly, a pair of green eyes that seemed to sneak glances at Dane’s manhood.

                  And everything about the last candidate screamed a possible repeat of this phenomenon.

                  “She’s twenty, she’s blonde, she’s blue-eyed, she has immaculate health records, and she’s a Ukrainian immigrant?” Ashley had said, reading over Anya’s biography. “We’ve got to give her a chance, too, Ash,” Dane had answered, smiling. And now, here they were, only a few days later, sitting on the sofa and waiting for this European harlot to show.

                  “Shit,” Dane said, as they both heard a light knocking on the window pane of the front door. “I can’t get up like this,” he said, turning down to his half-hard cock, as it crawled down the inside of his thigh, leaving a tubular form in his pants. Ashley only laughed and hopped from the sofa. “Then stay right there, Mister Modesty,” she giggled with approval. She made her way across the white and ivory tiles and laughed as she turned back and saw Dane pulling a throw-pillow over his lap. Ashley saw the late afternoon lighting come through the frosted glass pane of the door, with one exception – the figure of a slender, tall blonde, just on the other side.

                  She squinted, as if to try and decipher the image beforehand, but she could not. She took a deep breath and said, “You can do this, Ash,” before pulling her fingers around the brass handle – cool against her balmy skin. She pulled the door open, and revealed the girl they’d been waiting for. “Hello,” the girl said, shifting her icy-blue eyes from side to side and giving a small courtesy, along with a nervous giggle, and the rouge across her accentuated cheekbones to match. “I am Anya,” she said, extending her lithe hand.

                  “Oh, hello. Um,” Ashley started, but found little to say. Instead, she lost herself in looking over the twenty year old bombshell. She had a traditional sense of beauty, along with a modern compatibility. Ashley felt as though the girl’s giant, blue eyes might veer right into her mind, like some sort of psychic ray. The girl’s hand felt warm around her own, as they shook hands. “Sorry, I’m Ashley,” she finally finished, and gave a nervous laugh.

                  “Please, come inside,” she added, and led the girl back toward the living room, to meet her husband. “Please forgive the mess,” she said. The girl simply gasped, “What mess? This is such a very-nice home!”

                  “Well, thank you, Anya,” Ashley said. She eyed Dane, who immediately pulled the pillow from his groin and stood to meet the girl. In doing so, he revealed the shallow tent in his pants, as his snake of a cock drifted down one pants leg, catching Anya’s attention. “Oh, hello,” she said, turning her eyes downward, as if to speak to his member. “Oh!” She said, catching herself and blushing. “I’m sorry,” she said, with a nervous giggle. She turned her eyes up to meet Dane’s and met his hand as it enveloped her own, meeting between them.

                  “Um, sorry,” Dane said, brushing down his clothes. It was as though he’d known exactly what Anya had apologized for, despite the impression that his wife had not. “What is it?” Ashley said, looking toward her husband. “Oh, um,” he stumbled, “Nothing.” He grinned and flashed his eyes toward the blonde Ukrainian girl. “Um, I’m Dane – Ashley’s husband.”

                  “Please have a seat, Anya,” Ashley insisted. The girl brushed her white skirt, which only seemed to make it halfway down her extensive and smooth thighs. As she sat, Ashley swore she might see the woman’s panties, as she made little effort at first, to cross her legs. Anya looked herself over, and adjusted her top – a red; v-cut that seemed to leave little to the imagination in the way of her full, impressive cleavage. The girl seemed sent from some evil entity, destined on ruining Ashley’s life – she was perfect in every way that Ashley hated.

                  “So, we already read a bit about you from the website, but, please tell us a little bit about yourself and why you’re interested in doing something like this,” Ashley said.

                  “Babe, um,” Dane interrupted. “Sorry to break in, but, Anya? Would you care for a drink or anything?”

                  Ashley glared toward her husband, who only shrugged and said, “What? I’m just trying to be polite.”

                  “Please, do not worry,” Anya said with a laugh. Dane cocked his head, “Are you sure? I’ve got plenty for you to drink. I mean, we’ve got plenty,” Dane said, letting a nervous chuckle slide from his lips. He grinned afterward, despite his wife’s expression of frustration. “Sorry,” he whispered toward Ashley, who only rolled her eyes. Though she, too, couldn’t help but grin at her husband’s faux pas. The typically cool, cocky football quarterback had seemingly come undone from the sheer beauty sitting beside her. If any girl deserved to unnerve the ‘king of cool’ when it came to the ladies, it should be Anya, Ashley thought. Better for Dane to be unraveled by the most beauty woman she had ever seen, than by any old girl off the street. She felt an odd retreat from her initial jealously, as if she’d in a way, elicited the emotion from her husband, in simply bringing the girl to him. She felt almost like the maître d of a brothel – proud and quietly nodding as the men came in and stood aghast at the selection. She quickly dismissed the ridiculous thoughts, and gave a little laugh, before returning to the subject at hand.

                  “I came to America only three years ago, yes?” Anya said with a nod, as if needing to confirm that the pair had understood her correctly, despite her flawless grasp of English. “I am a student at University but the pregnancy, it would line up perfectly with the summer break. I would love to be a part of your family, in this way.”

                  “Well, we would love you to be a part of it,” Dane said. “What do you think, babe?” He turned his eyes toward his wife, who seemed incredulous toward his immediate decision, especially given Dane’s pickiness with the previous candidates. “Don’t you think we should go over a few things, honey?” Ashley said, cocking her brow.

                  “Yeah, definitely,” he said, turning back toward Anya. Ashley watched as the blonde girl’s eyes drifted over and over her husband’s frame. Sure enough, Ashley watched those big, ocean-blue eyes, sink toward the bottom of the sea and Ashley swore they were zeroing in on Dane’s lap.

                  “Um, Anya?” Ashley started, hoping to break the tension, or at the very least, the unflinching sexual tension that had immediately resonated between her husband and the European girl. “Did you bring the references we asked for?”

                  “Oh,” Anya smiled. “Of course, I did,” she said, pulling a stapled set of papers from a tweed messenger bag she’d carried around her shoulder. She quietly handed the papers to Ashley and turned her nose slightly downward, as if submissive to the older, assertive brunette. “Thank you so much,” Ashley smiled.

                  “Anya, forgive me if this is out of line but, you’re English is excellent,” Dane said with a grin.

                  “Oh!” Anya’s eyes lit up and grew wide with excitement. “Thank you! I hoped that it would be, um, sufficient, for my duty,” she said, as Ashley scanned the endless references. “You’d think you have done this before, what with all of the gushing reviews you have for us,” Ashley said, with a dash of skepticism.

                  “Yes, that is from the University, the health clinic I work at, and the fitness center I use occasionally. I want to be quiet, uh, transparent?” She said, with slight uncertainty, as if she’d used the wrong word. “I am hoping for you to have perfect confidence in me as your surrogate.”’

                  “Well,” Ashley said, “You’re history is impressive. You grew up on a rural farm, you eat right, you go to the gym, and your blood work is probably the best we’ve seen. I’ve got to be honest, here, when I say that – unless your references are hiding some serious red flags, you’ve got my approval.”

                  “Yes?” Anya said, putting her hands together. “That is excellent. However,” she said, growing quiet and stolid, as if her immediate excitement had been ruined by her reminder of something. She suddenly turned stoic and unemotional, as if she’d unexpectedly found her in a contract-signing or a poker game. “I have a very strict rule about this, that I cannot go against,” she said. “And I know that you have seen my testing, and that I am indeed clean on all accounts.”

                  Ashley nodded, wondering what the girl was leading toward. “I must do this the, um, traditional way?” She said with the uncertainty of the correct word, once more. Unlike the previous few times, Ashley immediately found herself convinced that the girl had indeed, chosen the wrong word.

                  “Yes, yes, with the laboratory and all of that? The traditional way,” Ashley nodded.

                  “Um, no, no,” Anya immediately dismissed. She turned her eyes toward Dane and gave a quiet, embarrassed smile. “I mean, the natural way?”

                  Ashley’s green eyes grew wide, but her brow furrowed with a quickly-agitated confusion. She turned them toward Dane, who was simply grinning coolly and shrugging. “That’s really for Ashley to decide,” he said. “Babe, are you joking?” Ashley glared.

                  “Um, Anya? I don’t know if this is going to work out. It’s just that, well, you would be the perfect candidate, but I don’t know about the whole ‘all natural’ thing. I guess I just don’t quite understand that,” Ashley said.

                  “Oh, that is very sad,” Anya said, pouting her pink lips. “Well, I am sorry to have bothered you both. I will go now, then,” she said, collecting her papers, her bag, and standing.

                  “I’ll see you out,” Ashley said, and escorted the girl from her seat. Not before, of course, Anya turned and gave a goodbye grin toward Dane, who had decided to return the favor with a quiet, but endearing wave.

                  Ashley opened the door, saw the girl out, and turned back toward her husband as she pressed her back against the front door and shook her head. “She was perfect,” Ashley said. “Why did she have to have a hang up about it being ‘natural’? Who does that?”

                  “So she wanted to keep it au natural. I mean, there are probably studies or something that back that – it sounds right, anyway,” Dane said. Ashley shook her head and cocked it. Her brown hair collected against her shoulder as she looked toward her husband like a mother, who’d just called out the unruly child. “Studies? No, I think what it is, is that you want to fuck her,” Ashley said.

                  “Ash, come on. I’m not sitting here dying to fuck another woman, or anything. You know me, I’m past all that,” Dane assured her.

                  “Well, you thought she was attractive – I could see it,” Ashley said.

                  “Oh, and you’re suddenly blind? I saw the way you were looking at her,” Dane said with a laugh.

                  Ashley shrugged, and immediately felt her fortress of accusations come crumbling down. She didn’t exactly have an air-tight case, if she, too, had been eye-fucking the blonde European girl. “So, what?” Ashley said. “I don’t have a giant penis that’s just… just waiting to break her open.”

                  “What does that have to do with anything?” Dane asked, quizzical.

                  “You didn’t see the way her eyes practically hung on your crotch the whole time she was here? And secondly, I can look. I’m not able to have sex with her, after all,” Ashley noted. Dane rose his brow and said, “Don’t you think that’s a bit much? Plenty of women have sex with each other every day,” he reminded her. “You and her could totally go upstairs and scissor, or something,” he said with a laugh. “Now that would be hot.”

                  “Wow. Just wow,” Ashley said. She felt her lip hanging open in disbelief, but she could only laugh. In fact, laughter had been the only emotion she’d been willing to consciously reveal to her husband. She certainly hadn’t been about to reveal the warmth across her body and the naughty thoughts that he’d suddenly implanted into her mind with his little suggestion, and just how strangely heated it had left her. The idea of her husband enjoying a show, starring his wife and the European surrogate, seemed so ridiculous, and yet, there she was, feeling moist between her thighs. “Whatever,” she finally dismissed.

                  “So that’s it, then?” Dane asked.

                  “I have to think about it, babe. I can’t just sign off to letting you put your dick in a totally different girl. What am I supposed to do? Just sit there and watch while you fuck her brains out, like I’m some kind of sexless freak?”

                  “I mean, you don’t have to watch,” Dane said, with a mischievous grin. “No, if you’re going to fuck her, I’m watching it.” Dane cocked his head. “Um,” he started, “Why would you want to do that to yourself?”

                  “Because at the very least, you’d better make that hussy scream at the top of her lungs. If she wants to have sex with you, and if I’m going to let her have it, then she’s going to get all nine inches,” Ashley said, with a devious flash of excitement across her eyes.

                  “Babe, what has gotten into you, all of a sudden?” Dane asked.

                  “It’s just… it’s all so ridiculous,” she laughed, and shook her head. “I’m going to have to think about it, and the chances are, Anya is never coming into this house again.” Dane came toward his wife and wrapped his arms around her. He planted a kiss down on her forehead and started, “Babe, we aren’t going to do anything that you don’t want to do. If this is the only way we can have kids, and you don’t want to do it, then that’s that. It’s simple,” he said.

                  “No, it’s not simple,” Ashley said. “She’s perfect. Her DNA tests, her health records, her family history? She’s flawless. Our child would be a beacon of health, coupled with your Irish ancestors who seem to all live into their hundreds,” she added.

                  “So… what are we going to do, then?” Dane asked.

                  “Anya,” Ashley started, before correcting herself, “Is still plan b. Right now, we’re going to try Plan A, again,” she winked, before sliding her fingers down and unbuckling Dane’s pants, as she’d done so easily, before. She’d become a pro at operating his buckle, his zipper, the hole in his boxers. She took his light sigh of delight, as a sign to continue. Ashley smiled and drifted her eyes up toward Dane’s, watching him grin as she lowered before him.

                  On her knees, with the cool tile against their caps, she loosened his pants, until they relaxed around his waist, and she pulled them halfway down his thighs. Still over half-hard, she grabbed his shaft and felt the familiar thickness, pulsing with warmth in her palm. “Fuck,” Dane sighed. “So, you thought the Russian girl was hot, huh?” She asked, licking her lips.

                  “Um, what?” Dane asked, finding himself caught off guard. The dark-haired stud, suddenly wondered if he’d walking into a trap. Was Ashley going to strangle his cock if he nodded, he thought. She made her way down to his big, heavy sack, and rested the two large orbs in their leathery pouch, right into her palm. “Babe, come on,” Dane brushed.

                  Ashley felt his thighs tighten and buckle from the pleasure. She didn’t quite know what she was doing in asking him this, at this very moment. But she found that she couldn’t quite help herself, either. She had to know that Anya had made her husband as hard as he was, before she’d even gotten her hand on his cock. Had he been half-hard simply from watching the full-breasted, long-legged, skimpily-dressed blonde girl sitting across from him? Surely, the knowledge that she was ripe and fertile, only made him that much more primal in his interests. “I asked if you thought the Russian girl was sexy,” Ashley repeated.

                  “Babe, she’s not Russian – she’s Ukrainian,” Dane corrected. Ashley took this as sign enough that the typically clumsy man had found at least a few reasons to make note of this distinction. Dane hadn’t normally found the time or care to worry about small details like this, but when something concerned him, or there had been something to gain, Ashley knew he was all-business. “So, you’ve been paying quite a bit of attention,” she said.

                  Dane rolled his eyes and Ashley massaged his sack, before sliding her lips over the crested head of his cock. The wide, flared tip filled her mouth, and she spread her lips around it, taking in inch after inch, like a professional. She thought to herself, with satisfaction, of Anya’s impossible odds in conquering Dane’s cock, the way she had done for so many years, now. Twenty year-old girls couldn’t handle a cock so giant, and attached to a man so assertive and commanding, she thought to herself as she sucked and tightened the seal around the clean, plush skin of his shaft. Her tongue brushed on the underside of his cock, and Dane ran his fingers through her golden-brown hair, just as he thrust his hips forward, and she felt his tip slid down her tongue and inch toward her throat. “Are you going to keep going?” Dane asked in a whisper.

                  Ashley pulled off, wiped her lips and grinned, “We’ve already decided that you’re going to fuck Anya, haven’t we? There’s no point in shooting into my barren belly,” she said with a grin. “Yeah, but, Ashley, you never swallow,” Dane said. His wife simply ignored his remarks, and slid her mouth back over his head, and next, his shaft. As the smooth, soft pink skin slid against her tongue, she found the cock nearing her throat. She pulled back and returned down, tortuously slow, teasing and tempting her man. Finally, Dane’s thighs clenched and he warned, “Babe, I’m going to cum. Babe,” he said, but Ashley ignored him. She continued, right until his aching sighs turned to full groans, and she tasted the warm, virile seed flooding her tongue and shooting in ropes against the back of her throat. Ashley moaned over the cock, and slid a finger down over her clit, teasing herself as she wondered if this was how it would feel inside Anya, when Dane’s seed came gushing and flooding into her. She juggled the warmth on her tongue and then pulled off, before swallowing the load hard. She rose up and gave her husband a pat on his cheek. “You’re going to have sex with Anya – no exceptions. And I’m going to watch,” she said.

                  And that was that. Ashley walked away, strutting her hips, as her husband’s cock was left, still wet with her saliva, and still pulsing as a few small beads of pearl came oozing from the tip. Dane didn’t know what to think of his wife’s sudden change of mind. And, truth be told, neither did Ashley.

                  She called a few places over the next few days, just to confirm Anya’s references. And when she called Anya, herself, the blonde girl sounded happily surprised. “Are you sure?” Anya had asked – her sweet voice sliding through the speakers of Ashley’s SUV as she ran errands. “Yes,” Ashley said, speaking toward her phone, which had been mounted against the dashboard. “Is tonight okay; maybe around eight?” Ashley asked.

                  “Yes, certainly,” Anya said.

                  As if finding satisfaction in returning the very same unexpected condition to Anya, Ashley then said, “Oh, but I do have a rule that I cannot break. I must be in the room to watch. If that means the deal will not work, then I suppose that’s how it has to be.”

                  Perhaps there had been one sliver of doubt and jealous insecurity left in the woman, who might’ve find solace in Anya’s defeated exhalation and ultimate exemption from the entire matter. But instead, Ashley heard Anya’s voice through the speakers as she returned with, “Oh, certainly! That would be much fun!”

                  Suddenly, Ashley found herself waiting for Dane to come from his office, and the blonde European girl to arrive, so that she could watch her husband, impregnate another woman. Over the previous few days, she’d tried to pinpoint just what it had been that drove her so wild with confused lust. She settled on the notion that, if this had to happen, then she wanted to be a part of it, just the same as if she’d been perfectly healthy and fertile, herself. In bringing Anya and Dane together, she would’ve been doing her own part. Forever, her husband wouldn’t be able to think of the evening, without thinking of his wife’s approval. As humiliating as it seemed to her in one aspect, it drove her mad with lust, in another. She had been unable to explain the wetness in her panties and the thrill of fantasy, thinking of her man and the younger blonde girl, naked and coiled around one another, and ultimately, conceiving something together. She felt like she might be some ridiculous third wheel – some lesser woman, watching on while her husband’s cock throbbed, deep in a tighter, smoother pussy than her own, and struggling to hold back an inevitable flood of virile sperm. What had Anya done to deserve it, other than be the most beautiful woman either her or Dane had ever seen? So what if she was; what gave her the right to feel Dane’s cock filling her to her core?

                  A jealously continued to writhe, and unwittingly, it only grew more intense and tangled with pleasure, the more Ashley fantasized about the evening. And finally, it had come, until she found herself in a coral sun dress, with her naked feet hugging the edge of the sofa as she sat, nurturing a speeding heart and fast breath, as the anticipation built. She had little intention of giving her husband prior notice. She knew he was showered and clean for work, and so, she planning to surprise him, instead.

                  “Honey,” she said, as he made his way across the expansive back yard, from the guest house he’d renovated into a home office, and came into the kitchen. “Babe, how has your day been?”

                  “Oh,” Ashley said, teasing her hair and swirling a strand of her brown hair around her finger. “It’s been boring. But it’s about to get a whole lot more interesting, I think.”

                  “Oh? Well, I was thinking we’d hit up Giovanni’s for dinner in a few hours. What do you say?” Ashley, nearly unable to contain her enthusiasm, nodded. “I think that sounds lovely, especially since I know you’re going to be working up quite the appetite.”

                  “Ok, what’s going on?” Dane asked.

                  Before he could garner an answer, they both heard the door knock. “Do we have another candidate or something?” He asked quietly, as Ashley hopped from her seat and came to the front door. “No,” she simply said, and pulled the door open.

                  Anya appeared. Though she had a familiarity about her, her demeanor was much different. The innocent, childish girl had disappeared. Instead, the woman had arrived. Anya had a black top hugging her large breasts, and another skirt – this time, vermillion, and somehow, even shorter than the last. She flashed a confident, warming smile toward Dane, who returned the gesture.

                  “Anya, hey,” he said, before cocking his head and shifting his eyes to his wife.

                  “What’s going on?” He asked her.

                  Ashley said nothing – only shrugged. She watched, as Anya walked toward Dane, strutting her hips and clicking her heels against the tile. Dane swallowed and watched as the blonde, European vixen came strolling toward him. She wasted little time, and pulled him in toward her, for a kiss. His lips immediately pressed against hers, and Dane tasted her sweet, vanilla flavor on his tongue, as it tangled with her own.

                  Anya pulled back and wrapped her arms around Ashley’s husband’s neck. “Whoa,” Dane said. “Uh, that was all her,” he said, looking toward his wife. “I’ll let it slide,” Ashley smiled.

                  “Are you going to fuck me, or what?” Anya grinned.

                  “Oh,” Dane said, smirking. “I see we’ve come to a conclusion?” Ashley flashed an expression of approval, and Dane immediately scooped the blonde girl in his hands, pulling her ass up, until her legs straddled around his. “I guess I am going to fuck you,” he winked, and carried the smooth, blonde girl up the stairs and into the master bedroom.

                  Ashley followed, feeling her clit flare with delight as she watched her husband’s hulking figure, carry the skinny blonde girl, as if she’d been weightless. She seemed miniscule compared to him, and she couldn’t compose herself at the thought of her husband’s cock splitting her open and hearing her scream atop her lungs. The thought brought satisfaction from her jealousy, and fulfilled a newfound fantasy, all at the same time.

                  She watched, as Dane brought Anya to the bed that he and his wife shared, and dropped the woman onto the white, well-made sheets. She bounced onto the mattress and cried with delight, before pulling her legs up and revealing the white thong sliding between her ass, and bulging over her puffy lips. “Fuck,” Dane growled and shook his head, at the feast awaiting him. Pulling herself up, Anya immediately came forward and brought her hand on the man’s bulge. “Oh, goodness,” she exclaimed, turning toward Ashley. “Um, it feels… it feels big.”

                  A smile came across Ashley’s lips as Anya’s eyes widened. She analyzed the sensation against her palm, and Dane meanwhile, sighed with delight. “It had a reputation of sorts,” Ashley grinned.

                  Dane quickly came down over the blonde girl, pressed his lips against her neck and bit gently into the curve, treading down to her collar bone. “Oh,” Anya moaned, heaving her breasts forward, pushing them up against the man’s body, as her hand continued to grab over his large member. “I hope I can handle this,” Anya moaned. Dane grinned, “Don’t worry about it. You’re going to do fine.”

                  “Ashley has had plenty of trouble with it, but something tells me you’re going to have no problems at all,” Dane grinned. The remark shot through Ashley like a rippling bullet – laced with jealousy and arousal. I’ll bet she can, too, Ashley thought to herself, as her fingers traced around her clit and, over her clothes, she stroked the swollen nub to every moan, every laugh and every growl from the hulking man and petite blonde woman on her own bed. I’ll bet those legs have been wrapped around plenty of men like Dane, she thought to herself with a gasp of pleasure.

                  “Ashley, you are having no problem with me and your husband, yes?” Anya asked, before breaking into a giggle as Dane kissed just at her ear. “I must say, your husband, he is very… oh,” she continued, but struggled, as Dane slid her skirt down and brought his fingers along the inside of her smooth, milky thighs. “Oh my,” she breathed, as her fingers discovered the damp cotton covering her mound and he toggled her stiff little clit. “You’re so wet,” he said. Ashley peered toward the young blonde and noted her youthful release, wetting her panties with excitement. She remembered when she’d been more that way, and felt a sinking sensation in her stomach.

                  Anya only smiled and wrapped her arms around Dane’s neck, before howling as his fingers slid inside the panties and toggled the slick little nub. “Oh, fuck me – fuck me, please,” she begged. “Not yet,” Dane said. He pulled his head down between the long, bare thighs, and grabbed the girls panties in his teeth, growling, as he slid his palms under each of her butt cheeks. “The things I’m going to do to you,” he groaned, before yanking her panties and grabbing them with his hands. He tugged them down and off her legs, and split Anya’s legs apart, letting her swollen, pink pussy blossom open before him. It glistened, reddish and slick with her release. “Look at those pussy lips,” Dane said, grabbing them in his fingers and bunching them together. Anya moaned as the pressure came over her clit. “Does Ashley not have a pussy like mine?” Anya asked.

                   “No way,” Dane exhaled. “This… this is a work of art,” he said, placing his lisp against her thigh and bringing down small kisses, ever nearing her pink center, until he finally kissed along the outside of her outer lips. Anya giggled and Ashley felt another pang of pleasure and jealousy. Watching her husband – her husband – put his mouth on the European girl’s pussy, so delicate and careful, seemed to drive a stake of lust right into her stomach. She didn’t understand it – she didn’t know what it meant. All she knew was that she wanted more, and more. She wanted to see her husband pound that annoyingly perfect little pussy, until it was ruined through force. She wanted to watch it, because she knew Anya was better than her – that was why Dane was hard as a rock, and eating her out so sensually. She moaned, grabbed the bed-sheets in her fists and wailed out with ecstasy, as Dane’s tongue slid in-between her folds. Ashley could tell the girl must’ve tasted well. And why shouldn’t she? She had been better than Ashley in every other way.

                  “How does she taste, babe?” Ashley asked, but she received no response. Instead, her husband pulled up and, breathing against the moist, puffy lips, growled, “You taste like candy.”

                  The appraisal made Ashley feel all the more humiliated, all the more useless. The blonde European girl was her better, her superior. And so soon, she was going to have Dane’s cock – her husband’s cock – deep into her perfect little pussy. And she knew it would probably make her husband cum, fasted than he’d ever cum with his own wife. The thought left a new layer of heat along her mind, as she mashed her fingers firmer into her own clit, rife with frustration and want.

                  Anya giggled, before Dane brought her back up. She immediately sank her wide eyes on his pants, and stumbled through the unbuckling of his pants. Ashley noted her many slip-ups, but she knew that it didn’t matter. Dane didn’t care about how quickly his pants could be unbuckled. What he cared about, Ashley knew, was what the sweet little lips that would seal around his cock, would feel like. And Ashley could tell the European girl’s lips, would be perfectly at home around his thickness.

                  Within moments, Anya tugged Dane’s pants down, and he finished by pulling them off. Her eyes grew wide and she gasped, as the long, thick cock, came swinging out to meet her face. Nearly slapping her nose, the girl grabbed the impossibly thick, pink snake in her palm and giggled. “Oh my… oh goodness!” She laughed, and shook her head. “This is real, yes?” She asked, eyeing Dane.

                  “He likes it if you…” Ashley started, before Anya laughed. “Oh, I think I can do it, myself. I will do it better, yes?” She said, giggling, before sliding her lips over Dane’s cock. “Oh, fuck,” he groaned. Anya pulled the man around and had him sit against the edge of the bed, with his muscular thighs arching out from either side of her. As she sucked his cock, he tugged her clothes off, and piece by piece, revealed a work of pure, feminine perfection. The girl had perfect everything, down to her nipples and the dimples just above her butt. As she bent forward, Ashley could see the girl’s lips from behind. She bit her lip and rubbed herself harder, imagining just how much better they would make her husband feel, than her own.

                  “Fuck, babe,” Dane moaned. “You’re so good,” he said, clarifying that he’d been talking to the blonde woman, and not his wife. The endearment left Ashley conflicted, but she wanted more and more. Like a car speeding toward a wall, she wanted as much as she could (and couldn’t) stand.

                  “Show me just how much you want her, babe,” Ashley said, struggling as she fingered herself just inside her clothes. As she felt the warm walls close around her finger, she imagined the blonde girl’s tight sleeve gripping her husband’s cock. Dane thrust his hips forward and grabbed Anya’s hair, letting his cock slide as far as she would allow, before she pulled back, having swallowed two-thirds of his length – more than Ashley had ever seemed to do. The tone of Dane’s pleasure seemed to resonate his satisfaction with that new benchmark, too.

                  “I’ve got to fucking have you, right now,” he growled, and pulled his cock back.

                  As the string of saliva and pre-cum connected Anya’s used mouth with his cock, he pulled his shirt off and pushed Anya onto her back, so that she lay against the white sheets, like a European model, posing for a photograph. Ashley couldn’t stop thinking of the sincerity that came up his throat when he uttered his need to have the woman immediately. It had seemed ages since he’d spoken to her in any such way.

                  Dane eyed the perfect mouth, tufted with trimmed blonde hair. He brought the girls thighs apart and held them, as he lined up his rock-hard tool, and felt the tip of his cock, sink just into the warm opening that had waited for him. The moment came, and as Dane’s cologne swirled about the room, teasing both Anya and Ashley’s senses, and mixing with his primal musk, Ashley’s heart sped faster than ever. This had been the very moment she’d both dreaded, and fantasized.

                  “Oh!” Anya cried out, tightening her eyes and gritting her teeth, as Dane slowly drove his cock into the tight, warm pussy, and opened her up around his thick, demanding cock. “Yes,” Ashley breathed. Though she couldn’t quite see, the sound was all she’d needed, to know that her husband had finally done it. “Fuck,” Dane moaned, as the warm walls gripped around his cock and teased him to cum almost immediately. He held back and laughed. “Damn, you feel too good.”

                  Anya only nodded and grinned, in-between heaving breaths and struggled moans. “I am very tight for you, yes?” She said. “Am I tighter than you have had before?”

                  Dane nodded his head, and Ashley felt herself nearer to climax at the indiscretion. The nerve of the Ukrainian girl to make such comments, humiliating her, Ashley thought. It was as though the girl knew she was better than Ashley, and held back no reservations, any longer. “You are going to make me big and pregnant, yes?” She said, driving an arrow through Ashley’s ego.

                  “Fuck yes,” Dane moaned, and thrust his cock nearly in its entirety into the European girl. She groaned with a guttural tightness, as he filled her to her brim, stretching her inch by inch. He worked himself into a rhythm, pulling back and sliding back inside, all while Ashley listened and watched her husband take the gorgeous European girl – the technical future mother of her child.

                  Anya pulled Dane down onto her and she seemed to grind her hips up, over and over. Her breath became baited and she moaned quietly, as Dane obliged and massaged deep inside her with the head of his cock. “Oh, you will make me cum, yes?” She cried out. Confused, Dane only continued as he’d done, tightening his eyes and focusing, until the blonde gripped around his large biceps and screamed with pleasure. “Oh! Yes! Yes!” She cried out, and her legs trembled wildly and uncontrollably. Ashley watched on at the ease of the girl’s orgasm. “That bitch,” Ashley groaned, as she found herself veering off the edge of climax, as well. “Oh… oh!” she moaned, and felt the very same trembling – the very same warmth turning her mind and her body inside-out, as she felt the electric heat across her skin. Her body pulsed and she couldn’t help but clench her teeth as Anya cried out, begging for more and for it to be ever harder – all the things Ashley had never been able to ask of Dane.

                  “Fuck,” Dane moaned. “I’m going to fill you up. There’s no turning back. I’m going to fill you with cum and you’re going to get pregnant with my kid – you still want to do this?” He breathed. Anya stroked his chest and turned her eyes up toward his, “Yes! Make me pregnant! I want to do this with you!” She gripped his biceps and Dane slammed his cock deep inside the girl’s warm sex, over and over, wild and uncontained, until his thrusts became irregular and jerked, as he growled at the top of his lungs. Dane’s cock throbbed so wildly, that even Ashley could see it pulsing, as it delivered load after load of fresh, virile sperm, straight into the younger woman’s uterus. “Yes, fill me,” Anya moaned. “You love knowing you will make me pregnant, yes?” She panted.

                  “Fuck,” Dane replied, still groaning and lost a million miles away in his moment of pure, uncontrolled pleasure. He couldn’t believe he’d just came deep inside a fertile young woman, all while his wife watched from afar, as if symbolically castrated by the entire event. She’d been useless in the process of reproduction, forced instead to watch the younger, more beautiful European girl, enjoy the magic of being impregnated by such a powerful man. And yet, Ashley loved it. As her body climbed down from its climax, she found herself wishing that Anya wouldn’t get pregnant on the first try, so that they would have to do it again… and again… and again.

                  But she knew Anya would probably become pregnant. The girl had everything necessary and seemed as fertile as women came. The thought of her husband’s seed, already making its way toward the girl’s belly, left Ashley wanting another round, and another.

                  “You fucked me so good, babe,” Anya said. “That was all you, babe,” Dane returned, as if they’d been the only two in the room.

                  “Maybe, we will go again soon, for safe measure, yes?” Anya said, as a smile came over her lips.

                  “Yeah, we definitely will,” Dane exhaled.

                  “When I get pregnant, you can just do me somewhere else,” the girl said with a naughty wink, hinting toward her ass – an invitation Ashley had certainly never offered to her husband. Suddenly, it sounded as though Anya would be there to stay, at least for a few months. Ashley didn’t know what to think about it, but her body certainly knew how it felt about the entire ordeal; it couldn’t get enough.

                  “I’ve never been able to take Dane that way,” Ashley said.

                  “That is what I imagined,” Anya said with a cocky giggle. “I think, why not let him have the fun he cannot always have, yes?” She said with another laugh. Ashley fumed, but her body tightened with lust, ever more. The look in Dane’s eyes suggested that Anya was indeed, staying around, and soon enough Ashley would take a smaller and smaller role in satisfying her husband.

                   But then, she knew what she’d risked in letting Anya have her ‘au natural’ rule. She brought he delicious blonde back to her home, and back to her husband. She knew the truth – Anya was perfect, in so many ways that Ashley was not. And at least now, Dane could have everything a man like him deserved – two women – one for obedience and hospitality, and one for the carnal pleasures of the bedroom. Anya rolled around, as if claiming Ashley and Dane’s marriage bed for herself. Ashley had no recourse – her opinion already became smaller and smaller in that moment, until Anya pulled Dane down and said, “Let us try it right now!”

                  Ashley swallowed hard, knowing what she was about to see.

                  “But she must go. Out, out! She cannot watch us, anymore!” Anya said.

                  “Well, I don’t know about that,” Ashley said.

                  “Come on babe. Out, okay? You can listen if you want, from outside the room. But what Anya wants has to be the rule,” Dane said, ushering his wife out of the room.

                  Ashley balled her fists with fury and humiliation. But her body was already growing hungry for a second round of pleasure, all to the sounds of her husband, filling the beautiful European surrogate girl, over and over.

                  Ashley wondered what would become of the entire relationship. Anya had only one job, after all, to become pregnant by Dane. If that happened, then she was finished with anything that would happen in the bed room, or so Ashley thought. She had no idea that inviting Anya into their lives, would be permanent. From then on, it would be Anya’s way, and not Ashley’s. Soon enough, the girl would take over the household, until Ashley became a mere guest. And perhaps when the baby came along, Ashley might need to move to the guest house and play more of a nanny role, watching the kids while Dane fucked Anya’s brains out, rattling the walls with their guttural bliss.

                  Ashley felt anxious, but at the same time, she couldn’t wait.
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      “We really need a maid,” I said, trying to convince my incredibly sexy husband.  He sighed with frustration.  We both had busy jobs and the house suffered for it.  I knew he didn’t want to give into me, but he knew I was right.  And if I wasn’t, I’d get my way eventually.  “What’s the problem, anyway?  We can afford it…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                  “Should I show myself out?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                  “Wait, what?”

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

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

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

                  “What?”

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

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

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

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

                  “Not at all.”

                  “And how does this help marriages?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                  “Did you enjoy the show?”

                  I didn’t answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                  “I know,” I told him.  He wanted to relax, but I could tell he wasn’t sure what my opinion was still.  “I know.  And it turns me on more than anything.”
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                  We searched for a good babysitter for weeks.  Our little girl, Charlotte, was too precious not to have the best.  We limited our prospective sitters to girls over 18 because Josh and I thought they’d be a little more responsible.  Of course we knew that meant paying them a little more, but our Charlotte was worth it.

                  We must’ve interviewed over 50 applicants before finding Kelsey.  Kelsey was the total package.  She had a level head on her shoulders and charm that lit up the entire room.  Charlotte took a liking to her immediately, and so did Josh and I.  With one glance at each other, we knew we had found the one.

                  Kelsey was gorgeous in a way that made me envious for my youth.  She had long flowing auburn hair with a slight wave to it.  She had a figure to bite your knuckles over.  If I hadn’t been so sure of Josh’s love for me, I might’ve been concerned.  Her waist was tiny and her round breasts were the perfect size.  Despite dressing somewhat conservatively, she couldn’t hide the sexiness of her figure.

                  Of course, she only dressed conservatively around us.  I ran into her once when I was grocery shopping and she was wearing tight shorts and a crop top.  I had never had sex with a woman, but if I was ever going to I’d want it to be someone as sexy as Kelsey.

                  I found myself primping more to try and look more like Kelsey.  I also secretly watched Josh anytime he was around her to see if he ever checked her out or anything.  He was so good about not staring at other women, but I started to feel frustrated by his lack of attention on her.  What if he’s avoiding looking because he knows he won’t be able to control himself?

                  I had to know if he found her attractive.  Certainly he’s noticed her long, slender legs and her nice rack?  It started to become a small obsession of mine.  I started trying to get them alone together, but where I could watch them secretly.  Josh maintained his distance, but I started noticing Kelsey turn up the charm whenever they were alone.

                  One day, they were talking in the kitchen and I pretended to be busy straightening up the dining room.  I would peek up every now and then and see her gently touch his arm.  She would also play with her hair more and smile brightly at him.  Occasionally I thought I could see a lump in his throat, as if he was holding something back, but he had such a good poker face I couldn’t be completely sure.

                  I decided to confront him on our next date night.  We were having an elegant candlelit dinner and leaned across the table toward him.  “What do you think of Kelsey?” I asked.

                  “She’s amazing,” he said, still shoveling salad leaves into his mouth.

                  “Do you think she’s attractive?”  I knew I couldn’t beat around the bush if I wanted to know the truth, and Josh was never one to lie to me.

                  He nearly choked on his food when I asked.  “What?”

                  “You heard me,” I said.

                  He cleared his throat and dabbed a napkin to his mouth.  His eyes shifted around the restaurant as if he were hoping for some major interruption like a fire or a robbery.  “I mean, she’s conventionally attractive, yes.”

                  “I’m not asking if the world would find her attractive, I’m asking if you’re attracted to her.”

                  He exhaled.  “Why are you doing this?”

                  “I’m just curious.”

                  “Yes.  I find her attractive.  But a lot of people are attractive. I would never, ever do anything to hurt you because of it.”

                  “I believe you.”

                  “And,” he added, “I think you are the most beautiful woman in the world.  No matter how many other beautiful women come my way, you are my favorite.”

                  I blushed and smiled, but suddenly a strange feeling came over me.  My mind wouldn’t stop racing with thoughts of Josh and Kelsey together, and the strange part was that I felt…excited by it.

                  I shifted awkwardly in my seat and felt a tingle between my legs.

                  “Are you okay?” asked Josh.

                  “Yeah.  Yes, of course.  Thank you for being honest with me.”

                  “Always,” he said as he resumed eating.

                  The rest of our date went swimmingly, but I was eager to get back home and see Kelsey.  I knew she liked Josh and I was eager to watch them interact again.  I couldn’t blame her for flirting with my husband.  He was built with broad shoulders and rippling biceps.  Working out was a hobby to him.  He was also the most stable guy I knew.  He held down a good job and liked taking care of his family.  He was adorable with Charlotte and loved being a father.  I’d flirt with him too if I wasn’t already married to him.

                  We drove home and were pleased to find that Charlotte had been put to bed.  She was only one but thankfully had always kept a pretty regular sleep schedule.  I knew I was one of the lucky moms.

                  We paid Kelsey and then I suggested Josh walk her out to her car while I checked on the baby.  Charlotte’s room was upstairs and perfectly overlooked the driveway so I could get a good view of Josh and Kelsey.  I kept myself hidden in the shadows and watched Josh and Kelsey walk out.

                  She played with her hair more than ever and at one point elbowed him playfully.  He smiled a bright smile and I realized it was the first time he’d done that.  I watched as he opened the driver’s side door for her like a true gentlemen.  Then something changed.

                  Kelsey’s expression became serious and she looked deep into Josh’s eyes.  I couldn’t see his face, but I watched his shoulders flex in response to the sexual tension they obviously felt.  Then, in one quick motion, Kelsey stood up on her toes and threw her arms around my husband’s neck.  As if time had slowed, I watched her lips approach him.  To both my horror and pleasure, he didn’t back away.

                  My body tingled and my legs quivered in the darkness.  I rubbed the back of my neck nervously.  Josh didn’t put his hands on her or do anything to further the situation, but he definitely didn’t put a stop to it, either.  I was jealous and turned on simultaneously.  Something about Kelsey made me want this to continue even though I knew it was wrong.  Most couples get divorced over this kind of stuff.

                  A few moments later, Josh finally reached up to Kelsey’s arms and unwrapped them.  She dropped them to her side and looked down ashamedly.  Then he rubbed her shoulder reassuringly and she gave him an awkward smile.  She got into the driver’s seat and shut the door.

                  I watched Josh as he watched her drive away.  He stayed out there a few minutes after she had left, obviously too nervous to come inside and face me.  He paced the driveway and exhaled.  Then he finally made his journey inside.

                  I heard the front door open and close but my feet were frozen.  I wasn’t sure how to face this situation.  Do I tell him that it turned me on to watch him kiss our babysitter?  Do I slap him for it?  Strangely, I didn’t feel an ounce of anger.  Instead, I felt the desire for him to pursue her.

                  I took three big, deep breaths to try and calm down my nerves.  Then I quietly descended the stairs to meet Josh.  He was sitting on the sofa in our living room, staring off into the distance.

                  “Is everything alright?” I asked, wondering if he’d tell me about his little kiss with the baysitter.

                  “Yeah,” he said, furrowing his eyebrows seriously.  “Of course.”

                  “You seem a little flustered.”

                  “Do I?”

                  I folded my arms across my chest as I waited.  The sooner he was honest with me, the sooner I could be honest with him.  He folded his hands in his lap and avoided my gaze.  I was growing impatient.  Fine, I thought.  I’ll just tell him what I saw so I can tell him how I feel.

                  I sat down on the sofa next to him, but when I opened my mouth to confront him, he opened his.

                  “Kelsey kissed me just now,” he said.  Genuine surprise crossed my face because I wasn’t expecting such a quick confession.  “I didn’t push her away immediately.  I’m so sorry,” he added.

                  He turned his face to mine with the saddest puppy dog look in the world.  “It’s ok,” I said, rubbing his hand.

                  “I just got through telling you nothing would ever happen.  I don’t know, I guess you asking me those questions tonight put Kelsey in my mind more. Then when she kissed me, I-“  he started to choke up with fear and regret.

                  “Let me talk for a second,” I begged.  I didn’t want him to get so upset over something that I actually enjoyed.

                  “Okay,” he said, wiping a tear from his eye.

                  “I actually saw you guys from Charlotte’s window.”

                  “Oh fuck,” he said, hanging his head in shame.

                  “I don’t know how to say this but…I thought it was kind of hot.”

                  He looked at me with a confused expression.  “What?”

                  “I can’t explain it.  Ever since we picked Kelsey to be our babysitter I’ve had these strange thoughts and feelings.  Like I want to be with her.  I want to watch you with her.  Does that make me weird?”

                  “No,” he said, obviously still trying to process it.  “So you’re not mad?”

                  “I’m not mad,” I reassured him.  “Oddly enough, I’m interested in watching you pursue her.  I know that makes me totally unprofessional, but she has such a hot little body and it just winds me up…”  I didn’t let myself continue.  I already felt like the worst employer in the world.

                  “I don’t see how we could pursue this from an ethical standpoint,” he said.

                  “I agree.”

                  “Maybe we could find someone else?”

                  I thought hard but couldn’t think of anyone I wanted to try this with.  “Sure,” I said.  “I’ll let you know if someone comes along.”

                  Josh squeezed my hand.  “Candice,” he said, “you’re the most fascinating woman I’ve ever known.  I’m so happy I didn’t upset you tonight.”

                  “On the contrary,” I said, laughing.  Despite my outward appearance, my heart sank at the realization that we could never experiment with Kelsey.  At the same time, it made it all the more tempting.  Knowing we shouldn’t only made me want her more.  I knew I would have to keep my feelings in check if I was going to keep a professional relationship with her.

                  Josh and I finished the night with a glass of wine and then headed to bed.  When I was convinced he was asleep, I decided the only way to get Kelsey out of my system would be to masturbate to her.  I slid my hand down my pajama shorts and gently massaged my aching pussy over my panties.  I closed my eyes and pictured Kelsey’s magnificent body.

                  I remembered how she looked as she kissed my husband and instead pretended it was me that she had been kissing.  I ran my other hand over my chest, lightly tugging on my nipple through my night shirt as I thought about her tongue swirling around mine.

                  My pussy ached to be played with so I dipped my fingers in under my panties.  I was soaking wet just at the thought of kissing Kelsey.  I decided to let my imagination wander deeper.

                  I brought a hand up to her face and cupped her cheek.  Our tongues danced wildly and the cool night air caressed our skin.  She moaned into my mouth, sending a shiver down my spine.  She put her hands on my waist and gripped my hips tightly.

                  I pushed my body up against hers, pressing her against the car.  There was a small thud as her round ass bumped into the cold metal.  I let my hand travel from her cheek to her neck, flicking her earlobe with my thumb.  I slid a thigh in between her legs and enjoyed the feeling of her pussy pressed against my thigh.

                  She moaned into our kiss and I moaned back.  My hand moved down to her chest and I cupped her right breast in my left hand.  I knew the neighbors could all be watching us, but I didn’t care.  This was my fantasy, and I wanted to have her right here in the cool air.

                  I lifted her shirt up slowly and exposed her taut midriff.  I ran my hand up her torso and over her bra.  I could feel her erect nipples through the fabric and I ran my thumb over them in circles.  She rocked her hips back and forth across my thigh as she moaned.

                  I lifted her shirt off and tossed it to the side.  I looked down at her perfect chest in a bright red lace bra.  I reached around to her back while kissing her neck.  I unclasped the bra and quickly stripped it from her chest.  I pulled back to get a good look at her.

                  Her chest lifted and fell as she breathed in ecstasy.  I lowered my mouth eagerly to her nipple and wrapped my lips around it.  With my other hand, I rolled her other nipple in my fingers.  I flicked my tongue against her skin and twitched when she moaned.  She ran a hand through my hair to let me know she was enjoying herself, but her moans and coos were all I needed.

                  She bucked her hips against my thigh as I sucked on and played with her nipple.  She reached one hand down between my legs.  I was wearing a short leather skirt and my panties were soaked.  She dragged her fingers up and down my wet slit through the fabric, pushing some of the soaked cotton in.  I moaned against her breast and she twitched.

                  I lifted my head and took off my shirt.  I wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.  Now we were just two topless girls making out in my driveway.  Josh was inside but watching through the window as I had.  He had a hard cock in his hands and he stroked it as he watched his wife make out with another woman.

                  Kelsey slid my panties to the side so she could touch my wet pussy.  Her fingers slid in my wetness and then she dipped one in.  I groaned and moved my lips to hers so we could kiss as she fingered me.  She slid her finger in and out as our tongues swirled around each other’s.

                  I rocked my hips back and forth against her hand.  Our tits touched as we kissed and our nipples occasionally touched.  Shockwaves of pleasure swept through me.  She was warm despite the cold, and she smelled of roses.  I wanted her to come for me, and I wanted to come for her.

                  She pulled her finger out of my pussy and circled my clit slowly.  It was all I could do to keep from falling.  My knees started to buckle and I had to hold onto her for support.  She lowered her head to my chest and took a nipple into her mouth.

                  I squealed loud enough that the neighbors could probably hear.  The second her tongue started circling my nipple, I started to come.  She alternated between circling my clit and dipping it into my slit.  My pussy started to pulse and I groaned while throwing my head back.

                  “Fuck!” I cried.

                  As I came down, I looked to the window where my husband was standing.  There was cum all over the window pane.  I smiled and then turned my attention to Kelsey.

                  “Your turn,” I said, diving my tongue into her mouth.  I slid my hand down her jeans and under her panties.  My other hand fondled her breast.  She moaned into our kiss and I soon realized she was just as wet as me.  I fingered her cunt and circled her clit.  “Come for me,” I whispered into her ear.

                  She rocked her hips back and forth.  I circled her clit faster, following the rhythm of her swaying hips.  Her breath quickened and I could almost hear her heartbeat.

                  “Fuck!” she cried.  “I’m coming!”

                  I felt the walls of her cunt clench around me and she threw her arms on my shoulders for support.  She was coming all over my fingers and there was no stopping it.  I kept my tongue in her mouth until she completely finished.

                  She temporarily collapsed onto my chest and I held her as she caught her breath.  Then I removed my fingers and put them in my mouth.  I tasted the sweetness of her cunt on my fingertips and it made me yearn for more.

                  But I decided to save that for another masturbating session.  My pussy felt relieved from the orgasm, but my heart ached for the reality of what I had just imagined.  I was sad that I couldn’t pursue Kelsey and have a little fun with her.

                  I licked my fingers clean and then rolled onto my side to go to sleep.  Josh was still sleeping soundly beside me.
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      The next time we hired Kelsey, I knew I had to be on my best behavior.  Unfortunately, it was as if she knew what I was thinking and what I had to lose.  She came over in the sexiest outfit I’d ever seen her wear while babysitting.  She had on tight jean shorts and a spaghetti strap tank top.  The fabric hugged her curves perfectly and her breasts were practically spilling out of her shirt.

                  I made a quick getaway and told Josh to deal with her.  “I’m going to lose my self-control,” I told him.

                  “Alright.  Just calm down.  It can’t be that bad.”

                  I watched Josh leave our bedroom down the hallway and stop in his tracks.  When he came in view of her, even he had trouble approaching her professionaly.

                  “I hope you don’t mind my clothes,” she said.  “It’s laundry day and I didn’t figure little Charlotte would mind.”

                  He swallowed hard.  “No.  Of course we don’t mind.”  He rubbed the back of his neck and turned to look at me as I peeked out of the doorway.

                  I gave him a stern look and mouthed, “Go ahead,” while ushering him forward with my hands.  He took a few more steps into the living room, but stopped there.  I looked to the hall mirror opposite them and watched their reflection from a safe hiding spot near the bedroom door.

                  Kelsey had no idea I was in ear shot and she moved closer to him.  “Sorry about that kiss the other night,” she said.  She swung her hips from side to side as she approached him.  “I’d hate to ruin our professional relationship.”

                  The way she said “professional” made me want to turn around and take off all her clothes.  She was clearly up to something and if she wanted my husband she was going to have to let me watch.

                  “Don’t worry about it,” he said confidently.  He knew my feelings on the subject and that I wouldn’t mind one bit.

                  A look of surprise flashed across Kelsey’s face.  “I mean,” she started, “I’m not really sorry…unless you want me to be.”

                  She reached for his arm and trailed her fingers up and down his bicep.  I saw him flex a little as if he was trying to show off for her.  After a minute of touching, he shook her off.  “Charlotte, we really like you as a babysitter and would hate to lose you.  I don’t want to jeopardize anything.  It was hard enough to find you as it is.”

                  “I won’t tell Candice if you won’t.  I’m great at keeping secrets.”  She rested a hand on his chest and lowered her eyelids as she realized how rigid his pecks were.

                  “Candice already knows,” he blurted out stupidly.

                  Don’t say that, I thought with the sudden urge to kick my husband in the shin.

                  “What?”  Kelsey took a step back.

                  “She knows about the kiss but doesn’t care, okay?  That’s how much she values your skills as a babysitter.”

                  “Was she watching us or something?”

                  “Yeah,” he said.  “To be honest, I think she kind of liked it.”

                  I could’ve strangled him when he told her that.

                  “Is that so?” she asked, folding her arms across her chest.  “Well tell her she can watch, if she wants to.”  She said the last line somewhat sarcastically and somewhat truthfully.

                  “Look, we’re going to be late for our dinner reservation and Charlotte is still awake.  Let’s finish this discussion later,” said Josh in a stern voice.  “Candice?  You ready?”

                  I couldn’t walk past Kelsey now!  I exhaled and grabbed my purse, awkwardly strutting out from the bedroom.  I kept my eyes to the floor mostly except for one moment in which they met Kelsey’s.  She glared in a sort of seductive way.  It was almost as if she was daring me.

                  Josh grabbed my hand and we headed out the door.

                  “That was fucking awkward,” he said.

                  “It wouldn’t have to be if you’d play along,” I reminded.

                  “You really think me fucking our babysitter is going to help our marriage?  What if we lose her?”

                  “We may lose her anyway.  She clearly wants you badly.  I feel like we should just roll with it.  Did you notice how hot she looked tonight?”

                  Josh looked at me worriedly.  “You can tell me the truth,” I told him.  “I know those clothes need to be ripped off.”

                  “Yes,” he said, swallowing air.  “She looked sexy.”

                  “And don’t you want to see what her bare breasts look like?  Don’t you want to play with them while you fuck her brains out?”

                  I looked down at Josh’s crotch while he drove and saw his dick grow hard under the tight fabric.  “Stop it, Candice.  I won’t be able to go into the restaurant like this.”

                  “You didn’t answer my question.”

                  “Yes! Alright?  I want to fuck our babysitter. I want to just…bend her over our sofa and fuck her so hard!  But I’m not going to.  I’m going to have self-control.”

                  “I wish you’d loosen up on this,” I told him.

                  Josh refused to continue the conversation any further.  We went to dinner and tried to talk about anything else, but it all seemed so boring compared to talking about Kelsey.  My mind couldn’t stop wandering to her naked body bent over our red sofa while Josh fucked her from behind.  He may have gotten his hard on to go down but my pussy was soaked all through our meal.

                  We finally left and my heart raced the whole way home.  I wondered what would happen when we encountered Kelsey again and Charlotte was asleep.  I wondered if any of my fantasies had any chances of coming true.  I hoped so, but I didn’t say another word about it to Josh.

                  We pulled in the driveway and then walked into the house.  Kelsey was sprawled on the sofa lazily watching TV.  When she saw us, she quickly picked up the remote and shut it off.

                  “How was your date?” she asked, as if nothing had happened before we left.

                  “It was fine,” said Josh.

                  I couldn’t help but stare at Kelsey’s breasts longingly.  My pussy ached and I couldn’t accept that we wouldn’t let my fantasy play out.

                  Kelsey stood up slowly, her long legs stretching delicately.  “Josh said you saw us the other night,” she said.

                  “Yes.  I did, actually.”

                  “I’m sorry about that.”  She hung her head and her hands but her expression told me she wasn’t really sorry.  Not to mention I had heard her say earlier that she wasn’t.

                  “I’m fine with it, to be honest.  I’d like to see more,” I said, following with a laugh in case I had crossed a line I shouldn’t have.

                  “Really?” she looked up at me with a devilish expression.

                  “Candice, are you serious?” asked Josh, throwing down the keys.  “Fine, if you want to see us so badly-“  He stomped his way over to Kelsey and grabbed her shoulders, pulling her into him.  Then he pressed his lips into hers and she practically swooned in his arms.  I couldn’t believe they were actually kissing in front of me.  This time they knew I was watching.

                  Even though I knew Kelsey was into my husband, I half expected her to pull away.  Instead, her lips parted and she slid her soft pink tongue into his mouth.  My breath quickened and I sat myself down on the recliner by the sofa.

                  Josh placed his hand on her neck, brushing his thumb against her soft cheek.  I noticed a bulge growing between his legs.  Kelsey’s knees shifted awkwardly against each other and I wondered if she was wet yet.  Josh pulled back almost painfully and looked at me.  “Happy?” he said as if he were finished.  But I could tell he wanted more.

                  Kelsey put her hands on her hips and turned her attention to me.  “So,” she said. “You like to watch?”

                  I nodded nervously, unsure of what Kelsey’s new confidence meant.  She bent over me and put one hand on each arm of the chair.  Her face leaned in close to mine and then I felt her warm lips against mine.

                  She smelled of vanilla, not lilac, and her kiss was softer and sweeter than I ever could’ve imagined.  I rested my hand on her collarbone, daring myself to lower it a few inches.  Fortunately, I didn’t have to make the move.  She brought one of her hands up to mine and lowered it for me.  Suddenly, I was cupping our babysitter’s round breast.  I could feel her nipple harden in the center of my palm.

                  Her tongue slid into my mouth and circled around mine.  I heard Josh moan as he watched us kiss.  “Fuck,” he said.  “This is so wrong, but it’s so fucking hot!”

                  Kelsey smiled as he said that.  She pulled away from me and turned around to face him.  She poked her ass out slightly toward my face.  It was perfectly round and her shorts were short enough that I could see the hint of her ass cheeks at the bottom of them.  She wrapped her arms around Josh and started to kiss him.

                  I watched his hands grab her waist and then slide over her ass.  Fuck, I thought.  I have a front row seat to this show, and so far it’s incredible.  I was more turned on than I’d been in my whole life.  No fantasy could do the reality of this justice.

                  Josh cupped his hands over each of her ass cheeks and then I watched her hand travel down his torso.  When it reached his belt buckle, she circled it with her fingers teasingly.  I bit my lower lip in anticipation.  Was I really about to watch our babysitter undress my husband?

                  She unfastened his belt and slid the zipper of his pants down.  His kissing became more forceful.  Then, one of his hands left her ass in search of her breast.  He squeezed and fondled it and she moaned.  Fuck, her moan is hot, I thought.  I needed to hear more.

                  I reached my hand out and dragged my fingers lightly up her thighs.  She moaned again.  My pussy was so wet already but hearing her moan made it even wetter.  Soon I was shifting in my seat uncomfortably as my pussy begged to be touched.

                  Kelsey had Josh’s pants down to the floor.  She grabbed the hem of his shirt and started to lift it up over his abs.  I really did have the hottest husband on the planet.  How could I have expected to hire a babysitter without it turning into this?

                  Josh helped Kelsey remove the rest of his shirt and he tossed it on the couch.  I could tell he was flexing his muscles and chuckled a little bit.  I knew he was hot without flexing but of course he wanted to look his best.

                  “You’re ripped!” said Kelsey in full astonishment.  I watched her hands roam over every curve of his rippling muscles.  Then she leaned her head down to his chest and started to kiss his skin.  Josh looked over her shoulder at me and studied my face for a reaction.

                  I gave him a quick thumbs up and a wink.  He seemed conflicted, but not enough to stop.  After all, he had our hot babysitter undressing him and kissing his chest.  After he felt confident that I wanted to go through with this, he put his hands back on Kelsey’s waist.

                  He pulled her toward the couch and then sat down, guiding each of her legs on either side of him.  Our babysitter was now straddling my half naked husband on the couch, and I could see his bulge growing larger in his briefs.

                  Kelsey must’ve been able to feel it because she started grinding on him.  He looked up at her and moaned.  He ran his hands up her sides and over her breasts.  They dropped back down her stomach to the bottom of her tank top.  He started to lift the fabric.

                  I’m about to see her completely topless, I thought.  It was obvious to me that she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I saw the dimples in her lower back, followed by the perfect curve of her spine.  Then I saw the side of her breast and the outline of her perfect, erect nipple.  I couldn’t wait any longer and decided to strip off my dress.

                  I stood up and they both turned their heads toward me.  I slid out of my black dress and kicked it to the floor.  Now I was just in my black lace lingerie and stockings.  I sat back down and draped one leg over the side of the chair, exposing my panty covered pussy to both my husband and our babysitter.

                  He turned his attention back to her bare breasts.  He grabbed both of them and then brought his lips to her nipple.  She leaned her head back as he sucked.  At one point, she turned her head toward me and peeked to see what I was up to.  She was pleasantly surprised to see me touching myself over the fabric of my panties.

                  My panties were soaking wet.  The fabric was cool against my warm slit.  I dragged my finger up and down slowly as I watched my husband fondle our babysitter’s tits.  Fuck this is so wrong, I thought, but that only made it hotter.  There were no consequences in the depth of this desire.

                  Josh moved his mouth to her other nipple and began to suck.  Kelsey brought her hands to his head and held him close.  She rocked her hips back and forth over his lap.  I unfastened my bra and slid it off my shoulders.  I tossed it to the floor as Kelsey pulled away from Josh.

                  She stood up and walked over toward me.  “Take off my shorts,” she commanded.  “So I can fuck your husband.”  My cunt ached with desire as my hands reached for her zipper.  I slid the waist of her shorts down slowly over her hips, revealing a hot pink thong.  I bit my lower lip as I slid them down further.  I could see a wet pool between her legs.  I reached out and touched it for a moment and she moaned.

                  Oh my god this is so hot.  My body was on fire.  I couldn’t believe we were doing this with anyone, much less our babysitter.  I let her shorts drop to the floor and she stepped out of them.  Then I reached for her panties and slid them down.  Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.  I wanted to lick her so badly, but Kelsey was calling the shots tonight.

                  I stripped her panties off until she was completely naked.  She reached out to my bare tits and cupped them lightly in her hands.  I sighed as my nipples brushed against her palms.  Then she leaned down and slid her tongue into my mouth again.  I reached up for her tits and we massaged each other as we kissed.

                  Then she pulled away and placed her foot on the arm of the chair, bending her leg and opening up her delicate flower to me.  “Want a taste?” she asked.

                  I nodded and leaned forward, eagerly.  I stuck out my tongue and lightly brushed it along her wet slit.  It smelled pleasant and unique.  She tasted oddly sweet.  I placed my open mouth against her whole cunt and slid my tongue into her slit.  I looked over at Josh and saw that he had hid cock out and was stroking it.

                  Kelsey moaned and rocked her hips. Josh reached out and grabbed her ass while she rocked.  She looked down at me and I looked back up at her.  She had a fire in her eyes and a mischievous smile.  She rocked her hips a few more times and then pulled away from me.  She leaned in for another kiss to taste herself on my tongue.

                  Then she turned around, her bare ass in my face, and walked toward Josh.  She kneeled on the floor and looked up at him.  She bent her body in a way so that I could see her wet cunt while she lowered her head to Josh’s lap.  Then she engulfed his entire cock in her mouth.

                  He leaned back and groaned.  She bobbed her head up and down quickly, occasionally pulling off to swirl her tongue around his bulbous head.  “Fuck!” he cried as she expertly sucked his hard cock.

                  I slid my panties off in one swift motion and started circling my clit.  This was too hot not to touch myself to.  It was better than any porno, and knowing we shouldn’t be doing this with our babysitter made it so much more intense.

                  She quickened her pace until she sensed that he was about to come.  Then she stood up and walked over to me.  She kneeled down and placed her head between my legs.  She placed a flat tongue against my wet slit and slid it up and down.  Josh started stroking his cock again, careful not to come yet.  She circled my clit and dipped her tongue into my slit.  Then she kissed my navel and then my lips again before returning to my husband.

                  I dipped my fingers into my pussy and dragged them back again over my clit.  I circled furiously as I watched our naked babysitter climb above my husband’s rock hard cock.  I watched her lower herself onto it, moaning as it parted her young, pussy lips.

                  My legs quaked as I neared orgasm.  I watched my husband’s cock stretch out that tight little pussy.  She could barely take it all but somehow managed to work herself completely down.  Then she leaned forward and dangled her tits in my husband’s face.

                  Josh placed his hands on her ass and grabbed as much flesh as he could.  She leaned in to kiss him as she grinded on his cock.  Then she pulled her head back and turned it toward me.

                  She watched me fuck myself while she fucked my husband.  “You like watching my pussy on your husband’s cock?”

                  I nodded while adrenaline raced through me.

                  “Good.  Because I’m about to make him come in me.”

                  “Fuck,” he cried out at her last statement.  Kelsey didn’t take her eyes off me.  She lifted her hips to expose almost his whole shaft and then she lowered them down.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before both Josh and I would be coming.

                  I watched her slide her hips and down his shaft over and over.  Her tits bounced with her movements and she rode him faster.  He kept his hands on her ass and spanked her occasionally.  She moaned as she watched me touch myself to her fucking my husband’s cock.

                  He watched her tits sway above him and she started to alternate between lifting her hips and grinding on him.  Soon, the veins in Josh’s neck started protruding and I knew he was about to come.

                  “Fuck!” he cried out as he exploded into her.  She grinded faster.

                  “Come for me, baby,” she said, still looking at me.  I couldn’t tell if she was talking to me, Josh, or both, but I couldn’t hold back any longer if I wanted.  My pussy pulsed and waves of electricity swept through me.  The tension between my legs grew so intense until it finally dissipated into my limbs and out through the top of my head.

                  Suddenly, I heard loud, sharp moans coming from Kelsey.  I looked back at her and noticed she had her head lowered as she grinded her pussy into my husband’s cock.  She was coming all over him and I could see his semen sliding back out of her pussy and all over his balls.

                  The three of us collapsed in our positions, trying to catch our breath.  I was worried I’d feel guilty at this point, but I couldn’t have felt more satisfied.  Kelsey kissed Josh one more time to let him know she was ok and then climbed off his cock.

                  The three of us got dressed in silence, waiting for the first person to speak.

                  “Let me just get your money for tonight,” said Josh, finally.  Kelsey stood close to me, running her hand up and down my spine.

                  “Don’t worry about it,” she said.

                  “Well now,” I told her.  “You’re still our babysitter.”

                  “Trust me,” she whispered into my ear.  “This was payment enough.”

                  And with that, we said our goodbyes.  Josh and I looked at each other after Kelsey had left.

                  “Did that just really happen?” he asked, still slightly out of breath.

                  “I think it did,” I said.  I couldn’t help but smile.  I was already looking forward to the next time Kelsey would babysit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          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!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Thanks for Reading!

        

      

    
    
      
        Thanks so much for reading!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          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

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Katie and Jax are new to the neighborhood and Carol, the beautiful M.I.L.F. next door, takes notice. Katie can't keep her eyes of Carol's gorgeous curves and neither can Jax. Luckily for them, Carol is open minded and decides to take them under her wing. She has a few wild tricks to teach them and they are more than eager to learn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
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