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      I'll do anything to escape the friend zone even if it means sharing him with her to do it.

      Connor and I had grown up side-by-side, but no matter how hard I tried to entice him, he only saw me as his friend. Years later, when he reappeared in my life, I was ecstatic that I might finally have a chance with him.

      But then, my supposed best friend, Melanie, threw herself into the mix. The very person I trusted, stole Connor's heart away from me. Determined to have him all to herself, Melanie disrupted my romantic beachside getaway with Connor by crashing in unannounced. And if that wasn't bad enough, she made me watch every excruciating detail of their first night together, even inviting me to join in the most degrading ways possible.

      But, I couldn't resist Connor, and I knew I would do anything to be with him, even if it meant taking a backseat to Melanie. As jealous as I was of their affair, I found myself strangely curious. It was humiliating to see Connor still referring to us as "just friends," but I was determined to get the satisfaction I had been craving for so long, even if it meant using Melanie to get to him.

      As this newfound desire overtook me, I realized I had never felt this way before. I was jealous, I was humiliated, but I couldn't deny how much it excited me. Connor was all I wanted, and I would stop at nothing to get him, even if it meant indulging in Melanie's wildest fantasies.

      This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.
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      The sun beat down on my skin as I sat with my butt in the sand, listening to the waves drift into the shore. I took a deep breath and looked down at my chest, wondering how I looked to him.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Connor sitting beside me. My heart skipped a beat when he moved his hands off of his swim trunks and I caught a glimpse of his lap. I wondered what was inside of those swim shorts, as I had wondered for years.

      “What are you thinking about?” Connor asked me. He had a smirk on his lips as he eyed me and squinted against the weakening sunlight. His blue eyes beamed at me, bouncing the light off of them until they looked almost golden. His brow was lowered and thick with blondish-brown.

      “Nothing,” I said, lying. I bit my tongue so I didn’t say anything more. I looked down at his muscular legs, with their sunny, blonde little hairs, dancing in the breeze. I wanted more than anything else to run my fingers along them, like a child running her fingers through blades of fresh, summer grass.

      Connor pressed, and I continued to look away.

      Connor and I had already been down that road, before. He knew I wanted him. He had always known.

      “Come on,” he urged. “Stop holding back.”

      I lost my composure and smiled, “You know what I’m thinking about.”

      Connor rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Not that, again. Jesus, Leslie,” he said.

      “I know,” I said. “But you’re the one who pushed. You just had to know what was on my mind,” I said, trying to hide the damage to my ego. “That’s your fault, Mister.”

      I brushed a hand through my strawberry-blonde hair as it danced in the cool, ocean breeze. I turned my blue eyes down and looked at the sand, picking it up in my hand and letting it slip out of my palm like an hourglass. The seconds were passing me by, just like the years.

      I thought about the fact that Connor and I were now twenty-six. We’d recently reconnected after being away from one another at different colleges on opposite sides of the country. But, now, we were back in the same city and working on the same busy, downtown street. We even lived on the same street, in separate apartment buildings.

      I had hoped in those years that my longing for Connor would fade, but it never quite did. He was the ‘boy next door,’ and, just like the cliché of the ‘girl next door,’ he was out of reach; always just beyond my reach.

      He was the star quarterback in our town. He was “Mr. Popularity,” and prom king—all of it. And in our small farm town, that means a bit more than usual. Connor owned that small town and, eventually, he had his name on the water tower on the edge of the county, thanks to leading the high school to a state title. They even changed the painting on the tower when Connor led his team in college to a championship.

      I honestly thought Connor would go pro. I thought, all those girls who drooled over him in high school? They are nothing compared to all the girls who are going to be wet in their panties each time he steps off the pro field.

      I expected I would see Connor with a trophy wife, a big house and a few miniature versions of himself by the time we were both twenty-six.

      But life is strange and unpredictable. And just like Connor and me, his pro football career wasn’t meant to be. It was cut short only in his second season, thanks to a bad injury, from what I’d heard.

      He ended up working in marketing. I found out and, with the courage of a little bit of wine, decided to text him to let him know ‘if you ever feel lonely in the big city, let me know. I’m here, too.’

      That was all it took. Connor and I reconnected. And I could tell that he was more smitten with me than before. And why not? I’d developed into a decent-enough woman, I guess. I worked for a fashion magazine and kept up a proper exercise regimen that was a hand-me-down from some of the fashion models that stopped by from time to time. I’d grown up. I was no longer the bumbling sixteen year-old girl who tripped over herself trying to talk to the Connor Tremaine.

      I had gone to college, graduated with honors, travelled the world, and even had been engaged. I’d had a few boyfriends in that time, too. But none—and I mean none—did anything for me the way my dreams of Connor had.

      And by the time Connor walked back into my life, I was busy enough—and happy—working at the magazine. I had the best friends I’d ever had in my life, and I was happy.

      But then Connor showed up, and I felt as if I was right back in high school, an anxious, clumsy mess who was too nervous to say the wrong thing around him. I knew I’d been around the world (in more ways than one) but I knew that Connor had, too. I didn’t know how many girls he’d been with. But I knew that it must’ve been more than anybody without knowledge of algebra could figure out—no simple, elementary-grade mathematics, here.

      During our first meeting, again, in which I invited him to some quiet but swanky little restaurant on the ground floor of the skyscraper I worked in, he downplayed all of that.

      “I’m not seeing anybody. I’m not playing on—or off—the field, Les,” he said, when I playfully pushed him to divulge his secrets.

      I was thrilled that he’d even met me. And I was even more thrilled when he eyed me that very first moment, in which I finally felt as if he was looking at me the same way he would look at any other attractive girl on the street.

      But, it didn’t last. It didn’t take long, and a few lunch dates, for me to realize that nothing was going to happen between Connor and I, still.

      “You’re beautiful. You don’t even know just how beautiful you are, but… I still think of us as sort of best friends. You’re like a sister to me. You always have been, and always will be, Les,” Connor said to me. I could see the strain in his eyes, as if he’d wanted to overcome this barrier just as much as me. But, Connor was stubborn.

      Almost as stubborn as me. But, unfortunately for him, I was always the more stubborn one.

      I didn’t have any grand plans to win Connor’s affections; not until Melanie entered the picture, anyway.

      Melanie was my best girlfriend at the magazine. We did everything together. We were the sorts of best friends that had sleepovers with one another, despite being working girls downtown in our twenties.  We told each other all of our secrets. She knew the penis size of probably every guy I’d ever slept with. Some of them lived on as inside jokes, even.

      “Who’s got the big one?” A barista had once called out. Melanie leaned over and whispered to me, “Definitely not Isaac,” before we both turned to embarrassed giggles.

      The thing that stuck out the most about Melanie, however, was just how humble she was. She was a former swimming champion from her state. She came from good genetics and a bit of money. And she was breathtakingly beautiful. She could pull off movie starlet grace or silly, playful girl; it didn’t matter. She had long, flowing dark-reddish brown hair that dropped just past her shoulders like chocolate dripping off a spoon. Her skin was milky—white and pale, but with beautiful freckles and marks that only served to point the flawlessness of it out. Her eyes were an unshakeable emerald that, if you looked long enough into them, you’d think you had seen an Irish hillside in each iris. She was absolutely stunning, and it was no surprise, given that she had been a fashion model for our magazine for a few years.

      But, Melanie wanted something more ‘intellectual,’ so she joined the editing team, instead.

      We would come into the office each Monday, at least when we weren’t working remote, and I would ask her the same question as always, “Did you go home with that guy from the party?” We would go to Friday night get-togethers or parties, and it never failed, she would attract men like moths to a flame. But Melanie would always laugh and it was enough for me to know that it was ridiculous to even ask.

      She wasn’t cheap, and she wasn’t the kind of girl to give herself to anybody.

      “I’ve got Mr. Thick, and he’s more than enough until I meet a man and not a boy,” she would tell me, joking about how she had affectingly named her toy—a purple wand with a slight downward curve in it. She’d talked me into getting the very same toy and, well; needless to say, I didn’t feel much like I needed a boyfriend after that, either.

      But then Connor came to town. And, as luck would have it, Melanie dropped by my apartment while Connor was over one afternoon.

      She knocked on the door and I thought nothing of answering it. I don’t know why I expected Connor to be the same as any other guy to Melanie. One look at his deep, blue gaze or his golden-blonde hair and

      When she came into the apartment, Connor looked at her and she looked at Connor. It was as close to picture-perfect ‘fireworks’ as you could get. And I seethed at it. I turned a hint pink in my cheeks as I bit my lip and watched the two introduce themselves.

      “I’m Connor,” he said, reached forward and shaking Melanie’s hand. It didn’t help that Connor was all dressed-down in a button-down shirt and black slacks and nice dress shoes for some marketing conference meeting that morning. He’d wanted to look good for their “multi-billion dollar client,” but the only person he wowed was the one person I wanted him to never have met.

      Melanie flashed her cattish grin and said, “Nice to meet you. I didn’t think there were any men in this city.”

      Connor laughed and shrugged. “Well, keep looking. I’m not as mature as I look.”

      Melanie, without skipping a beat, looked Connor up and down and said, “Well, I haven’t seen all of you, have I?” Her brow jumped in the corner and Connor shot me this  ‘Who does this girl think she is and what is her number?’ look on his face.

      “Um, this is my friend Melanie,” I said, flustered. I even dropped a spoon that I was handling in the kitchen. I brushed a hand through my hair and Melanie eyed me.

      “Are you okay?” she asked me.

      “Don’t mind her,” Connor said. “She’s got a complex.”

      “Oh? Are you her boyfriend?” Melanie said.

      Connor eyed me and, with a pause, broke into laughter. It stung a bit, and certainly ruined those three seconds of paradise.

      He shook his head and said, “Leslie and I, we go way back. We used to live next door. We grew up together,” he said.

      “Les, you never told me about him,” Melanie said, side-glancing me. “I thought you told me all your secrets.”

      “There are no secrets with Connor, Mel. Nothing has ever happened between the two of us—trust me,” I said, with a hint of annoyance lacing my tone.

      I clutched the corner of the kitchen counter and propped myself in that spot for a moment as Melanie and Connor continued their smooth little flirtations. I mocked them in my mind—I couldn’t help myself. Finally, Connor had to get to his meeting. I felt like I could see Melanie’s clit throbbing from all the way across the room—swollen like an alien’s brain in some old-school sci-fi movie. I knew when my best friend was turned on, and this was one of those rare times.

      The moment Connor closed the door, I looked at Melanie and said, “No.”

      “I wasn’t going to say anything,” Melanie said, looking positively offended by this.

      “Sure,” I said, rolling my eyes.

      “I was only going to ask,” Melanie started, before I interrupted with an “Ah! Stop it!”

      “If he was married,” she continued, steamrolling over my objections.

      “No,” I said. “You didn’t see a ring,” I said. “I know you looked.”

      “So, no girlfriend? Is he… oh, God. He’s gay, isn’t he? I should have known—he’s perfect,” Melanie laughed, brushing her hair to the side. I wished that I had lied, but, being honest to a flaw, I shook my head. “No. He played professional football for a couple of years, though. I’m sure he picked up more than yardage, too.”

      “What are you implying?” Melanie asked. “Herpes? Everybody has that, now,” she said.

      “You don’t… do you?” I asked her. Melanie shook her head. “Ok, so not everybody,” she smiled.

      Melanie slowly returned to normal for the next few minutes, but quickly ricocheted back to horny schoolgirl with a sudden, “So, you’ve never had sex with him? Have you ever seen his dick?” She said, whispering the word ‘dick.’

      “I bet it’s thick. Maybe not super long, but definitely thick,” Melanie said. “I’m kind of like a dick whisperer,” she said, prideful.

      I rolled my eyes, as was typical around Melanie.

      “Stop. Stop making me think about his… thing,” I said.

      “God, Les, grow up. It’s a penis. I know you’ve had a few of those inside of you,” she said. “Relax.”

      “Well, I don’t like to talk about Connor, all right? I had a big crush on him back when we lived next door and he never gave me the time of day. And it’s fine. We’re friends, again, and that’s good, too. We’re like best friends and there is no need to ruin that with sex.”

      “So, you wouldn’t have sex with him, given the chance? I know I would,” Melanie said. “I would do it right now. I could use a bit of stretching before my visit to cycle class,” she grinned.

      “God, don’t you ever stop?” I said to her. We bickered back and forth for a bit before Melanie left. I was only thrilled that she hadn’t secured Connor’s number. I was still able to facilitate any communication between the two of them. And, if I wanted—and I did—I  could make sure they never met again. It was a big city, after all.

      But, during a visit to the beach with Connor, it came back up. I knew it would. Only, I didn’t want to talk about Melanie. I wanted to talk about Connor and me. It was bad enough that he wouldn’t even date me now that I was much older and it had been years since we’d lived next-door. Sure, we still talked to the same friends and knew each others’ parents on a first name basis. But, still. It wasn’t fair. Why should Melanie get to go ahead of me? I was ready to ‘shoot my shot’ and do whatever I had to do to get Connor to sleep with me instead of Melanie.

      But, he was fixated on her. I could tell.

      That afternoon on the beach, I knew he was thinking about her. But, it didn’t matter. Connor and I were an hour away from the city. We’d decided to stay in a small duplex that we rented for the weekend. I thought, maybe—hopefully—something could happen between us. I didn’t understand why Connor, of all the straight men in the world who would have taken the risk of ruining a great friendship with sex—could be so damn, stubbornly principled!

      I hated it.

      And I thought that was all I would have to worry about that weekend. But, I could not have been more wrong.

      Because, thanks to my stupid self, guess who decided to book the duplex right next door to us for the weekend?

      “Hey, strangers.”

      I heard her voice calling from behind us, just atop the little sand dune. With the sound of the breeze and water rushing in the distance, I thought perhaps I’d imagined Melanie’s voice. I turned and looked over my shoulder, prepared to feel that I was losing my mind.

      But I looked back and I saw Melanie, wearing a tiny, two-piece biking with a sheer, see-through shirt covering her upper half. The wind had it dancing as it stuck to her tall, slender frame like a second skin.

      “Wow,” Connor said, with his jaw dropping.

      “Melanie,” I said with a fake smile. “What are you doing here?” I hoped she knew I was shooting daggers right into her fake boobs with my eyes. But, she didn’t care. ‘All’s fair in love, war and weekend hook-ups,’ apparently.

      “I was in the neighborhood,” Melanie said. I had never seen my girlfriend do so much work to be around a guy. I knew this was a problem—a big problem.

      “Can I join you?” she asked, feigning innocence in her voice.

      “Come over here,” Connor said. “There’s a spot right here.”

      Melanie took a seat next to Connor on his opposite side from me. I leaned forward and glared at Melanie. But, she smiled back at me and gave a silly little wave.

      Melanie and Connor chatted for a moment, and Connor said to her, “Want to go check out the water for a moment?”

      Melanie was stubborn but Connor grabbed her arm and as she laughed, she let herself be pulled along. They looked as though they had been together for ages, rather than flirting with sexual tensions for only the second time.

      I watched as Melanie wandered towards the water. I was always jealous of her beauty and her body, but none more than when she wore bathing suits. That was when I saw her perfect, cellulite-free butt and thighs and I caught just how taut and slim her waist was. As if this wasn’t bad enough, she had her boobs done a year, before. So, she not only had the benefit of being slender, but she had a nice, plump pair for all the guys at the beach to ogle. Meanwhile, I was there with my fine, natural breasts. But they weren’t going to catch any glances next to hers.

      She and Connor played about in the water for a moment. He splashed her and she gave her girlish, dainty laugh. I knew she was putting on the ‘works’ for him, and it kind of made me sick.

      By the time they came back up towards me, I was quietly steaming as the sky turned purple and orange. My skin was so hot that I didn’t even care the summer evening had turned the breeze cooler on my nearly-naked body.

      “Should we head back?” Connor asked us. Melanie smiled and nodded.

      “Maybe the three of us can get some cocktails in a bit,” she said to him.

      “Sounds good. Now we’re talking,” Connor grinned.

      As Connor trudged through the sand ahead of us, Melanie and I walked a few yards behind him.

      “What the hell are you doing here?” I finally asked her, as she attempted to make small talk.

      She looked at me with an innocent smile. “What? Can’t a girl come to the beach?”

      “God, Mel, you’re so thirsty. You’re probably wetter than the ocean,” I said with a sneer. This didn’t faze her, though.

      “Oh, little miss editor-in-chief wannabe,” she dismissed.

      “Whatever,” I rolled my eyes.

      “You know, I don’t know why you’re being so bitchy to me when I’m going to help him big time,” she said. Before I could say anything else, she rushed ahead of me and touched Connor on his shoulder.

      My brow lowered and I stewed in my own angst as we made our way back to our side-by-side condos.

      I stepped inside, and Connor eventually followed me. I went to my bedroom and Connor went to his. Shortly after, Melanie texted me, telling me to ‘be ready’ in an hour. ‘Get ready like your life depends on it.’ An hour didn’t feel like enough time for that, but I went with it. Melanie ran a tight schedule, after all.

      I assumed she meant for me to ‘get ready’ for cocktails at some sleepy beachside dive bar. But, I was not prepared in the least for what she had planned.

      By the time I stepped out of my shower, I swore I heard something coming from just outside. It sounded like banging against the wall.

      I wrapped a towel around my body, covering my chest and waist, and walked over to my door with my hair still a bit wet.

      I opened the door to find Melanie and Connor making out against the wall of the hallway. They were completely tangled, with Connor shirtless, and Melanie’s bikini top yanked down. Her nipples were stiff as could be, and she pulled away from Connor’s kiss and eyed me, with her lips pink and flush from the pressure of Connor’s passionate kisses.

      “Hey,” she huffed.

      “Um, sorry, Les,” Connor said. “I hope we didn’t disturb you,” he said. His eyes grew wide as he saw Melanie’s top was down and her boobs hanging completely out for me to see.

      “Relax,” Melanie said. “It’s nothing she hasn’t seen, before.” She eyed me. “Not like this, though,” she added with a grin.

      I shook my head. “So, taking a shower was all just some ruse to keep my busy, huh?” I said to her.

      “No,” Melanie said. “It was just to make sure you were ready,” she continued.

      She grabbed Connor’s hand and yanked him into my bedroom.

      Inside, she shut the door until the three of us were in my bedroom, with the overhead fan spinning lazily. The large, sliding glass window was completely open, and though my lights were on, it was a weak lamp on either side of my bed that illuminated the space. Still, I wondered what Melanie was up to, and I was going to need to shut the blinds, considering there was a boardwalk just outside of the patio, behind a few lazy palm trees that would not have protected us from even the most passive ‘peeping tom’ who might’ve wanted to catch me in a towel, and Melanie in a bikini.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “Yeah,” Connor said.

      “I’m getting very sick of this ‘tension’ between the two of you. So, you’re each going to kiss.”

      “What?” Connor said, cocking his brow.

      My heart fluttered at Melanie’s assertive and surprising suggestion. I bit my lip and eyed Connor.

      “He doesn’t want to kiss me,” I said to her, with a hint of annoyance directed at Connor, lacing my tone.

      “It’s not that, Les. It’s just… you know,” Connor said. “I don’t want to risk our friendship.”

      “Well, don’t worry,” Melanie said. “You can both kiss and stay friends. Because you and I are going to be an item, aren’t we?”

      “Um, yeah?” Connor said, with a careful smile on his lips. Melanie nodded. “Only if you do as I say, though.”

      “Like what?” Connor asked.

      Melanie rolled her eyes. “Like, kissing Leslie. If you have any hopes for the two of us, you’re going to do it, now. And don’t just half-ass it, either. I want to see the two of you making out. Come on. Imagine I’m the director for a movie and I want fireworks,” she smiled.

      “Melanie, come on,” I said. “There is nothing hotter than a guy being forced to kiss you,” I said, sarcastic.

      “Leslie, I think you’re hot, okay? I just… don’t think of you in that way. Sure, I’ve thought of you lots back in college while I was… um, never mind,” Connor said, turning a hint of pink.

      “Oh, a dirty boy,” Melanie teased.

      I couldn’t believe Connor’s confession. Melanie then pressed him, “Which part of her body did you think about?”

      “Come on,” Connor said.

      Melanie snapped her fingers. Connor quickly blurted, “Her butt. I… I thought about her butt a lot.”

      “Well, maybe you’ll get to see it, then?” Melanie smiled. “Come on, Les. Why don’t you show Connor what he’s missing.”

      “Melanie, stop. This is ridiculous,” I said, embarrassed and nervous. But I already knew Melanie wasn’t going to let it go. And she wasn’t going to believe that I was hesitating one moment. Because, secretly, I would have done anything for Connor. I would have dropped down on my knees and given him head at the snap of a finger. I loved him and I wanted nothing more than to hear him moan for me.

      So, I laughed and shook my head, but I dropped my towel—only after turning away from Connor so he could see my tight little butt.

      “Fuck,” Connor muttered with a sharp inhale.

      “Mmhm,” Melanie nodded. She walked over and beckoned Connor to sit on the edge of my bed. Connor obeyed her and she sat beside him. “You’re turn,” she said.

      “W—what?” Connor asked.

      “Lose those shorts, babe,” Melanie said. “Come on. Leslie wants to know what kind of penis you have. She’s been waiting for a long time to see it.”

      Connor seemed hesitant, too, but he bit his lip and looked at me. I smiled at him and nodded. Connor laughed and shook his head. “Les, this is fucked up. We’re… we’re not supposed to be like this. We’re friends. We aren’t… lovers.”

      “Come on—quit stalling,” Melanie said, tugging on Connor’s shorts. She tugged hard enough that they fell down and at once, the base of Connor’s impossibly thick, half-hard penis was revealed.

      I swallowed hard and felt my mouth grow watery as Connor finished and tugged his shorts down. His penis swelled thicker and harder, and his beautiful, pink penis-head bloomed wider like a mushroom cap. I knew he was turned on.

      “Wow,” Melanie said. “You’ve got a fat rooster,” she winked. Melanie reached down and slid her fingers around Connor’s thick dick. He sighed long and loud.

      I felt a touch frustrated that she got to touch his penis before I did. She reached down and cupped his large balls, too. His penis looked almost like it could accommodate two hands on its length. It was much bigger than I expected from the ‘boy next door,’ that was for sure.

      I thought of all the girls who had the pleasure of sliding down on Connor’s big penis all those years. I thought of the lucky girls who had been stretched open and gifted that sweet, full feeling deep in their bodies from his thick, warm penis. I even thought about the girls who had been lucky enough to make him moan as he filled them with his seed.

      I wanted that. I wanted all of it. And I felt myself grow wet between my thighs; so much that I felt it sliding down the inside of my thigh. I felt a touch embarrassed as I felt it.

      Melanie stroked Connor’s penis a few times and he moaned soft and heavy.

      “Now,” Melanie said. “The two of you kiss. Go on.”

      I brought myself down and lowered my lips to Connor. I felt my lips touch his just as I felt his palms against my nipples. I shuddered with want as something electric was switched on in my brain. I felt like everything I had ever wanted—or needed—was finally fulfilled.

      I reached down to finally touch his penis. I knew only seconds later I was going to get down on my knees and slide my mouth over it.

      But the moment I reached for it, I felt Melanie’s hand spanking mine away.

      “No,” Melanie said. “Friends don’t do that. Friend’s don’t have sex or do things with their penises or vaginas,” she smiled.

      “That’s for lovers,” she said.

      She then undid her bikini top and her big, fake boobs fell out. Connor turned his attention from my body to Melanie’s. His eyes worked their way down as she slipped out of her bikini bottom, next and she revealed her smooth, waxed mound.

      I looked down at my trimmed bush. I was not the ‘pornstar-ready’ girl that Melanie had decided to role-play as that night. I felt jealous and frustrated as she seemed to act as though she was in charge of Connor and that he would only allow me to access him when she wanted.

      “Damn,” Connor said, eyeing her.

      Melanie then straddled atop Connor’s lap. She began to make out with him, gyrating her hips. She was not sitting on his cock, but instead it was pointed up between her mound and his abs. She reached down and stroked the head with the tips of all her fingers, as if one of those metal-wire, scalp-massaging devices.

      Connor moaned and, seemingly forgetting all about me, ran his hands up and down Melanie’s body. I watched as his fingers slid down and reached into Melanie’s butt crack, toggling her asshole. She did a quick giggle and pulled off Connor’s mouth. “You are a dirty boy. I love it.”

      I cleared my throat and Melanie looked back at me. “Oh, right,” she said. “Connor, I want you to show Leslie the difference between friends and lovers. Come over here and show me how much you want to eat me.”

      Melanie reclined back and spread her legs. I saw her pussy blossom open—the tight, puffy outer lips spreading and revealing the tucked, tanned-pink inner lips. She was glistening wet and Connor wasted no time leaning down and sliding his tongue along her slit.

      “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. Melanie eyed me as she did this. She winked and smiled.

      “What are you doing?” I said, disgusted with my so-called best friend.

      She continued to moan wildly as Connor happily and hungrily ate her pussy. His mouth slurped and slobbered against her clit and her folds, even working down and teasing her asshole.

      Melanie ran her hand through Connor’s hair, before motioning to me. “Why don’t you accommodate Connor while he eats me.”

      Connor was bent over. His thick, hard penis was hanging between his thighs. I figured that Melanie meant for me to get down and suck him while he was hunched over. But Melanie was quick to clarify, “Run your fingers through his hair. Be a good friend.”

      I reluctantly did this. I got an up-close view of Connor, my crush, eating my best friend’s pussy. Melanie clearly enjoyed herself, too. She writhed and giggled, smugly indulging in every second.

      “God, Les, he eats pussy like he has one!” Melanie moaned.

      I didn’t care for this remark, but it didn’t matter what I thought. I might as well have been invisible. I watched as Melanie wrapped her legs around Connor’s sides. Eventually, she pulled out from under him and asked Connor to switch places. Connor came and reclined back against the headboard, splaying his legs.

      I watched, with utter envy and sharp disgust as Melanie smiled at me and leaned down, sliding her lips over the head of Connor’s penis.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. His eyes were weak and he tried not to look at me.

      But finally, Connor said, “Leslie. Come on,” with a smile.

      I walked over and sat beside him. I was happy to kiss Connor, though I was still upset that I wasn’t the one who got to give him a blowjob.

      And from the way Connor moaned into my kisses, I could tell Melanie was making his brain do cartwheels. Each time he moaned, I hated it. It was a reminder that he didn’t care about me. He was too busy thinking with his dick to even notice his best friend of several years making out with him.

      Connor pulled away from my kiss and moaned, “I’m going to cum.”

      Melanie pulled her mouth off Connor’s penis and climbed atop him.

      “Be a good boy and don’t cum early, okay?” She said. “I don’t like one-pump chumps,” she giggled.

      I had to watch as Melanie lowered her tight mound down, making Connor’s penis disappear inside her warmth like a cruel magic trick. Her eyes rolled back and her lip quivered. Her brow knit and she gave a small little moan as she huffed and turned her eyes to me.

      “It’s so thick,” she muttered. “It’s almost too long, too. Wow.”

      Melanie started riding Connor, and he grabbed her boobs, massaging them as she did. I licked my lips and watched. I even, pathetically, reached down and slipped a finger against my clit. It was hot watching my crush naked, making a girl as hot as Melanie moan. I saw up-close, just how powerful he was—how skilled—and how perfect his penis must’ve felt.

      But I wanted that. It made me so angry. So livid.

      I glared at Melanie. I wanted more than anything to tackle her; to actually run and tackle her like a football linebacker! I resisted the urge, of course. I didn’t want to break Connor’s penis in the process, after all.

      “Um, when do I get involved?” I said, annoyed.

      Melanie ignored me, moaning. Connor didn’t seem to notice or care about me, either. He was too busy getting his penis all the way inside Melanie’s tight body. She wagged her hips from side to side and eyed me as she did a seductive, slow dance atop my crush’s penis. I doubted that Melanie ever cared this much in bed—not from the way she ever talked about most men. This was because Connor was my crush. She was not only pushing a knife in me—she was turning it, too. I knew that after that weekend, she and I were finished. I had never been more humiliated and angry in my life.

      But at the same time, I kept rubbing my clit. I kept touching myself as I watched Connor’s penis appear and then slide back into her. I watched, almost hoping that his size hurt Melanie. It was a dark, twisted desire playing out in my mind as I touched myself.

      “I want you behind me. I climax from doggystyle,” Melanie whispered. “And I’m close.”

      She and Connor re-adjusted until he was squatting behind her. As he plunged into her and sighed loudly, Melanie eyed me and said, “You’re his friend. Time for you to help.”

      “I thought I wasn’t allowed,” I mocked.

      “Go lick his ass. Guys love that. Eat his asshole while he fucks me. That’s what you’re going to do,” Melanie said.

      “What?” I said, insulted.

      “Do it!” Melanie screamed. “You’re only good enough to lick his ass, got it? Do you want to be a part of this or do you want me to lock you out?” She said, before laughing wildly and returning to her moans.

      “Come on, Les,” Connor said, with a lustful desperation in his tone. “Come on.”

      I came around and found Connor’s butt. His asshole was smooth and hairless. It was actually very nice. But, still, licking guy’s buttholes was not my biggest desire. But, for Connor, I knew I would do it. I maneuvered forwards and kind of tilted my head to the side, and slid my tongue up and against his hole. I listened as he started to moan wildly from this. I reached down and rubbed myself while I licked his asshole. I was so upset about not getting to ride him, but if I was going to be able to make him moan in any way, it was enough for me to get super turned on by it.

      And Connor moaned endlessly as I licked his butt.

      “Fuck… I can’t last much longer,” Connor said after a few more minutes. He grabbed and spanked Melanie’s ass. She begged form him to be rougher.

      As he spanked her and pushed into her faster and deeper, she cried over and over and gasped. I couldn’t believe she climaxed from being fucked that way. I certainly didn’t. But, Melanie was luckier than me in every other way—why not this one, too? I could not climax from penetration, and Melanie was climaxing from doggystyle, one of men’s most favorite positions? And meanwhile, I was in the back, not only missing everything, but apparently—according to Melanie—only good enough to eat Connor’s asshole.

      It just wasn’t fair. And I was so upset that Connor wasn’t even bothering to overrule Melanie and take me, too. I wanted him to pull out of her and throw me down on the bed and have his way with me. But he didn’t. It only solidified that I was, indeed, only good enough to be his friend, on the sidelines, doing little things like eating him while he had sex with other women. I felt to useless—so worthless as a woman—watching him take Melanie and pound her like he had to have her; like he needed her more than air.

      And yet me, I was forgettable enough that he only used me for my mouth on his ass.

      But Connor kept moaning, and I kept rubbing my clit—grinding my hand against myself. And soon enough, I knew I was going to orgasm like the foolish, cuckolded girl I had become; orgasming from my best friend getting to have sex with the love of my life.

      “Mm… so close, babe. Don’t cum yet. I’m almost… oh…. Oh, fuck!” Melanie whimpered. “Don’t stop. Hard. I want it hard. I’m… I’m cumming.”

      “I’m going to cum. Do we need condoms?” Connor asked.

      “Don’t stop. I want you to fill me,” Melanie said. “I want you to fill me with every drop. I get your sperm—nobody else.”

      Connor needed no further permission. I suddenly felt his asshole pucker over and over, and he tore through the silence of the room with his loud groans. I pulled back and watched his sack pulled up and his penis throb wildly as he plunged all the way into Melanie. His body was sweaty and he huffed long and hard. I watched as Melanie’s tight seal around his penis oozed with white. I was furious at having to watch—from behind—as Connor came inside Melanie, and not me.

      That’s MY sperm! I thought to myself, wanting to lash out at Melanie.

      But instead, muttered the words, “That’s my sperm,” in some sad, nervous blurting. And I slipped into my own climax, joining Connor and Melanie. It was as if the sheer audacity of Melanie to steal everything I ever cared about was enough to make me climax. I didn’t know what had happened—what I had become. I had never felt as worthless as a woman as in that moment. And yet, it left me trembling and left my vagina throbbing as I moaned through my tight grimace.

      Connor pulled out of Melanie and I watched the drizzle of his sperm slide out of her. Melanie looked back over her shoulder and said to me, “Go on, Leslie. Dinner time. You wanted his sperm, so you can have it. Clean me up.”

      “You bitch,” I said to her.

      “Go on, Leslie. Don’t be like that,” Connor said. “You can clean me off, too?”

      “No,” Melanie said. “Only I get to do that. Come over here. Leslie, clean me, now or you’re going to find yourself without a job on Monday.”

      I was never as angry in my life. I brought my mouth to Melanie’s swollen, wet lips. I tasted the salty semen from Connor and licked it up on my tongue. I slurped it up and, as much as I hated it, I was happy to get Connor’s sperm—to get it inside of me one way or another.

      I even slid my fingertips over some of it and slipped it back, dunking it inside my vagina. Maybe, with any luck, I could get Connor’s baby, first. Maybe I could at least do that.

      I hated licking Melanie’s vagina. It made me sick to have to lick another girl’s vagina. But Melanie could have gotten me fired. And I almost climaxed a second time as I was forced into such a demeaning situation. I looked up and saw Connor getting his penis head polished off by Melanie. She smacked her lips and said, “Are you done, yet?” to me, with an annoyed tone.

      “Yes,” I said, tucking more of Connor’s sperm inside me.

      Melanie flipped over and she grabbed Connor’s hand. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get a shower.”

      As Connor and Melanie started out of the room, I balled my fists. My face turned pink and hot as I eyed Connor and said, “Hey! What about us? Aren’t you going to do anything with me? Or are you just going to use me to do things like lick your butt?”

      Connor eyed me, and then back to Melanie. Melanie moved her eyes about, as though I was embarrassing myself and she was amused by it. Connor turned back to me and said, “Come on, Leslie. You know I don’t think of you like that—we’re friends. And thanks to Melanie, we’ll always be friends… right?”

      I was speechless. I was defeated. I had never felt more rejected in my entire life. I was on the verge of tears, and yet, my vagina throbbed and I had an intense urge to touch myself all over, again.

      So, instead of angrily attacking Melanie or yelling at Connor, I gave a quiet, obedient nod of my chin and cracked a fake smile.

      Connor left the room and Melanie, hanging back for a moment smiled and said, “You’ll always be friends,” mocking me.

      I wanted to punch the wall and destroy everything in the room. But I didn’t. Instead, I reached for my bag and grabbed my vibrator, ready to spy on Connor and Melanie when they had sex, again. I hated myself for it, but my body knew what it wanted. And maybe Melanie was right. Maybe Connor and I could always be friends, but I would get to have intimate moments with him, or at least watch him have them with Melanie.

      I was sick to my stomach, but I brought the vibrator to my mound and flipped it on, far too aroused to deny myself. As I moved it over my clit, I closed my eyes and thought about what had just happened. I thought about eating Connor’s butt, and sliding his sperm inside me. I thought about getting pregnant from it. And I thought about how Melanie had made me forever Connor’s cuckold.

      I had to hand it to her.
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