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      Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.
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            Homewrecker

          

        

      

    

    
      When I hired Brittany to be our babysitter, I had heard a few rumors about her; that she was a ‘wannabe home-wrecker,’ and that she was a ‘troublemaker.’

      But they were only rumors, and, being thirty-six years-old, I was well past the point of listening to gossip to form my opinions.

      And Brittany had the best references in the neighborhood.

      Of course, for some reason all of her references were the fathers of the children that she babysat. Still, I paid it little mind. After all, she was an eighteen year-old high school senior, valedictorian and had just received a few scholarships to Ivy League colleges.

      I thought for sure I was making the right decision.

      But, as it turns out, rumors can sometimes be true. And the rumors about Brittany might have carried more weight than I wanted to believe.

      “I can’t believe it,” I said, shaking my head as Brandon and I watched the security camera footage. We watched as the pixelated video feed from our master bedroom showed Brittany stealing my jewelry. There, I saw the seemingly innocent blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl poking through my drawers and slyly pilfering my most valuable family heirlooms into her purse.

      She looked around, as if concerned that my husband or I might walk into the house and catch her. But, after each successful swipe of a necklace or a ring, she smirked, showing the dimples in her pink cheeks.

      “I’m going to kill her,” I fumed to Brandon.

      “Relax,” he said, rubbing my back. “She probably still has them in her purse. After all, she hasn’t had a chance to go anywhere yet.”

      It was bad enough that we caught our babysitter stealing from us, but that was far from the end of our bad news for the night, because Brittany was not the only adult in the house, even though she should have been.

      No, we saw in the bedroom with Brittany, her deadbeat boyfriend, Rustin, having fun rummaging through our things and seemingly criticizing our choices of fashion and my husband’s choice of electronics. He was certainly not too good to pocket Brandon’s Apple Watch into his pocket, however.

      And if this was not enough? I received a phone call from Leslie, my son’s friend’s mom, that our son was ‘spending the night’ at their house.

      “His big sister dropped him off, I guess? She asked if he could stay over at Oliver’s, and that she would come and get him around ten, later tonight.”

      Leslie was clearly confused, but not nearly as confused as I was. Of course, I knew that this ‘big sister’ she referred to, was Brittany. She hadn’t even bothered to tell Leslie who she was or how to reach her should she need to do so.

      It was one thing for Brittany to bring her boyfriend to the house—without my permission. It was another thing to try and steal our belongings. But to take my son in her car to another person’s house without telling me?

      I was livid.

      “I’m seriously going to kill her, Brandon,” I said to my husband. His big hands gripped my arms and squeezed them.

      “Hey, don’t worry. We’re going to get to the bottom of it, all right?” he said, his voice deep and soothing as always.

      I was lucky to have him. We had been married for eleven years by that point, and had a ten year-old son together. We were “college sweethearts,” if there is such a thing, and after a few wild years at University, we settled down and found decent jobs and, after Tyler was born, managed to flourish with the traditional husband-wife lifestyle.

      If Brandon was sexy back in college, he had only grown more irresistible through the years. Now thirty-seven, he showed signs of the sort of distinguished maturity a real man should possess. He was even-tempered, strong and stable; he is my rock.

      And I know all-too well how rare a great man is, because I’ve had to worry about plenty of girls trying to steal him away. It’s lucky enough that he’s impossibly handsome with cool blue eyes, honey-blonde hair and a short beard on his strong jaw. He has high cheek-bones and a tall and wide, chiseled frame, thanks to his days playing tight-end for the high school and college football teams.

      But he has an amazing personality that I don’t often see from the jock types. He’s been the perfect husband, and girls have endlessly tried to woo him away.

      But he’s been a loyal man; more loyal than I could have ever expected.

      And after we caught Brittany stealing, I knew I would need his help more than ever. I wondered if I would be cool-tempered enough to confront the girl without pouncing on her and tearing her to shreds. I knew that, although Brittany had only ever spoken to me to this point, Brandon would need to be with me to confront her.

      But, until this point, only I had ever interacted with Brittany, and I felt foolish to have not picked up on her troublesome qualities. How had I missed what a brat she was? Would Brandon have noticed? Should I have had him help me vet the babysitters?

      To my credit, Brittany had watched Tyler for three weeks and had been the perfect, dependable babysitter. Now, it felt as though it had all been a ruse to win my trust, so that she could start sneaking around behind my back.

      After checking our phones and seeing Brittany’s crimes on the camera app, we decided to cut our dinner date short and rush home. We decided we would surprise Brittany and either catch her in the act, or confront her while we knew she was still in possession of our valuables.

      We pulled up to the curb after dimming the headlights, and snuck into the front door without making a sound. Sure enough, Brittany was nowhere to be found, and we knew she was probably still upstairs with her dirt bag boyfriend, “D-Rad” as he had referred to himself the single time I had met him.

      “What are we going to do?” I whispered to Brandon.

      “We’ve got the footage. We’re going to sit her down in the living room and show it to her,” he explained, with all the calm of a military captain drawing out a strategy. “First, we’re kicking her boyfriend out; that’s job number one.”

      As we finished talking, we heard the pair laughing from the hallway just at the top of the stairs. They started to descend and their laughter quickly ceased when they saw us standing at the foot of the stairs. My husband had his arms crossed and Brittany’s face turned cold and flushed pink, as though she already had a deeply guilty conscience.

      “Oh, um… hi, Mrs. Erickson,” Brittany said.

      “Hey Miss. E,” her boyfriend said, seemingly less worried at seeing us. He gave a little laugh—the sort you’d expect from a dirt-bag teenager who felt as though he had just gotten away with something and was quite amused by it. But if he was amused by having a dirty secret, Brittany was not. She already seemed quiet and contrite.

      “Brittany,” I said to her.

      “Um, hi,” she then said to Brandon. “Are you… are you her boyfriend?”

      Brandon, with a stone-face said, “I’m her husband. And I’m Tyler’s dad. Where is he?”

      It turned me on how no-nonsense Brandon was in that moment. He was direct and short with Brittany, and I could tell that the eighteen year-old was not prepared for this.

      “Oh, um, he… uh, well, see…” she started, and immediately whipped out her phone and started listlessly scrolling on it.

      “Brittany,” I said to her. “Where is my son?”

      “Oh, well, he wanted to go over to his friend’s house. Tyler’s? So, um, well, he’s over there—but just for a little while.” She fidgeted and seemed unwilling to look up from her phone, except for when she made eyes with Brandon. Each time she did, she had a curious expression on her face—something between shame and desire. She bit her lip and played with her blonde hair as she eyed me with a decidedly different expression; something along the lines of ‘what are you going to do about it?’

      I was already pissed. But now? I wanted to choke the little brat.

      “Who told you that you could take Tyler over to his friend’s house? I did not give you permission to do that. And you didn’t even text me to tell me any of this?” I started, at risk of going ballistic on the spoiled blonde eighteen year-old, who clearly had no conception of right and wrong or what it means to take responsibility for something. Her tiny pink denim shorts and white camisole that revealed her midriff—and her pierced bellybutton—told me as much. And that’s to say nothing of her sparkling pink iPhone case and purse to match a strand of pink dye in her platinum blonde hair.

      “I don’t know who you are, but you need to go home now,” Brandon said to Brittany’s boyfriend.

      “Fine,” he said.

      “See you later, babe,” D-Rad said, pecking Brittany on the cheek and whispering, “Good luck,” before whispering something so quietly into her ear that neither me nor Brandon could hear it.

      Brittany looked down at the floor and toyed the corner of her lips with her tongue before quietly giggling. This was enough to send me over the edge.

      “D-Rad, go home now,” I said to her boyfriend.

      “Yeah, we’re going right now,” Brittany said.

      “You’re not going anywhere,” Brandon said to her. “And you can give me my watch back unless you’d like to take a ride in a police car,” Brandon added, turning to D-Rad.

      Suddenly the smug teenager turned pale-faced and side-glanced his girlfriend. “Wh—what?” he said, with a nervous chuckle. “Bro, I don’t have anything.”

      “Then I will call the cops and I’ll look like an idiot, I guess. That’s fine. I’m willing to take that chance,” Brandon said.

      “Whatever, bro,” D-Rad said, as he tossed the watch from his pocket onto the carpet, and sprinted out of the house.

      “Some boyfriend,” I said to Brittany. “He’s going to let you take all the heat, I guess.”

      “He’s not my boyfriend,” Brittany said, seemingly offended at the label. “We just hang out.”

      “Oh, my mistake,” I said, rolling my eyes.

      “Um, so, he was trying to take some stuff and I tried to stop him. I’m sorry,” Brittany said, with a clearly fake attempt at absolution.

      “Is that right?” I said. “Want to come into the living room and tell us about it?” I said, putting on my own fake voice—one of caring and innocent. I wanted Brittany to think that I believed her; that I was on her side, of course.

      “Um okay,” Brittany said. The three of us walked into the living room, with her texting endlessly on her phone as she sat down on the sofa next to me. Brandon seemingly preferred to stand. He stood over us, pacing back and forth.

      Meanwhile, I texted Leslie to check on my son and ensure that he would be safe and sound for the next few hours until we got everything sorted out with our troublemaking babysitter.

      “We have video of you and your boyfriend going through my wife’s things; putting her jewelry in your purse—that one right there,” Brandon said. “Now, you have two options; you can fess up and give everything back and deal with the consequences from us, or you can play dumb and wait for the police to come here and we can make this into a criminal situation,” he explained.

      Brittany seemed somewhat unfazed by this threat, which annoyed me greatly. Even worse, she continued looking up at my husband with the same curious expression. I couldn’t quite decipher it, but it looked almost as if she wanted to… to fuck him. It’s not like I would have been surprised by that reaction from a girl, but in that situation it was a little ridiculous for her to seem so distracted.

      She seemed to pay little attention to what Brandon was saying, and instead, seemed only to care about how handsome my husband was. I watched as her eyes darted back and forth between Brandon’s face, and his pants. Every so often, her eyes would hang on Brandon’s pants much longer than I could stand.

      “Well?” I said to her. “I’m tired of waiting for you to make up your mind, young lady. What is it going to be?”

      Brittany shrugged and said, “Look, I… I’m sorry, okay? I didn’t want to do it. Darren made me do it. I wasn’t trying to do anything, I swear.” She had more of an attitude than I liked, and I wasn’t exactly sure what I was going to do with her.

      That was when Brandon put his hands on his hips and looked down at her, saying, “Well, maybe we should call your parents and then give the sheriff a call. You don’t sound at all remorseful.”

      “Please don’t,” she said. “I… I can’t have a record. I’m about to go to a nice college. I’m about to graduate,” she said.

      “Oh, suddenly you care?” I said to her.

      “I’ll do anything, okay?” Brittany then said.

      To my shock, she suddenly ran her hand along the side of my husband’s pants. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

      “Um, what are you doing, Brittany?” I said to her.

      “Please Mr. Erikson, I’ll do anything you say to make all of this go away,” she continued, completely ignoring me. I watched as the little brat’s hand ran along the front of Brandon’s pants, eventually running closer and closer to his zipper.

      Brandon seemed as shocked as me, but he was also slow to move her hand away. Instead, he seemed like he enjoyed the surprise. I cleared my throat and he eyed me, and flicked Brittany’s wrist to the side.

      “What are you doing?” he said to her.

      “Please Mr. Erikson, let me show you how sorry I am?” she said.

      Her lithe fingers danced over his zipper, despite his attempts to move her hand. She had a smirk on her pouty, glossed pink lips, as if she was quite amused—and proud—of what she was doing.

      “Brittany, I don’t know what has gotten into you, but you need to stop it right now,” I snapped.

      “This is none of your business,” she said to me.

      “Excuse me?” I said to her, with a fury building in the pit of my stomach.

      “Babe, I’ll handle it,” my husband said, looking down as Brittany’s hand continued to slither like a snake over his pants.

      “Will you?” I said to him. “You haven’t done anything so far,” I said to him with annoyance in my voice.

      Suddenly, Brittany started tugging on Brandon’s pants and laughing, as though she wanted to yank them right down. “Come on, Mr. Erikson. I bet you have a big dick,” she said.

      “Oh my… Brittany, I swear,” I lashed. “What the hell is wrong with you? This is highly inappropriate. You are eighteen years-old. My husband and I are twice your age.”

      “Exactly,” she said, turning her nose up. “I’m an adult. So let me make an adult decision and your husband can make one, too,” she smiled. “Let me show you how much I am sorry,” she said, eyeing up at Brandon as she started tugging his pants down. I watched as a hint of his bright white mesh sports briefs showed.

      “Brittany, stop!” I said one final time, before lunging forward and grabbing her wrist.

      “Why don’t you mind your own business? Your husband could stop me if he wanted to,” she said.

      “I don’t need my husband’s permission to stop a slut from trying to sexually harass him,” I said to her.

      Sure, it was slightly arousing to watch the dumb teen bimbo crave my husband so desperately. I maybe turned a bit heated, and even felt wet in my panties. I knew I shouldn’t. After all, the idea of some brat coming between my husband and me, and trying to do something sexually with him without his—or my—permission was indeed highly inappropriate. I don’t know who Brittany thought she was, but I was tired of tolerating it.

      That was when Brandon looked at Brittany and “We’ll be right back.”

      He led me to the kitchen, where I proceeded to whisper harshly, “What was that? What a little whore!”

      Brandon laughed it off and shook his head. “She’s just trying to manipulate us.”

      “I know,” I said, fuming. “I’m tired of this little bitch. Let’s just call the police on her, already. She’s clearly not learning her lesson doing it this way. She needs to be punished, Brandon,” I explained.

      “Well, then why don’t we manipulate her?” Brandon grinned.

      I cocked my head. “What? How?”

      “We let her play her little games, maybe even get my pants off—not my trunks—and let her think she’s going to get out of all of this; make her think she’s going to get to suck my dick or something. And then, we call the cops on her at the last second,” Brandon said.

      My eyes widened. “I like that,” I smiled. “I like that a lot. She thinks she’s so clever,” I said, laughing.

      “Follow my lead, okay?” I said to my husband. “You just continue looking sexy,” I winked.

      Brandon laughed and shook his head with disbelief, and followed me back into the living room, where Brittany was still sitting on the sofa.

      “Well, we talked it over,” I said to her. “I’ve decided that if you really want to pay Brandon back, then you can.”

      “He doesn’t need your permission,” Brittany said, rolling her eyes. “He’s a grown man. It’s none of your business, anyway.”

      I bit my tongue and nodded. “True, true,” I said. “Well, I’m just going to sit here, then, and you can do what you think is best to make tonight up to my husband.”

      I watched as Brittany eyed up at Brandon. “Sit down, okay?” she said.

      My husband obliged her, and reclined back on the sofa. With that, Brittany tugged at his pants before unbuttoning them and dragging the zipper down.

      What a little slut… I can’t believe this girl is such a bitch that she’s just willing to do all of this in front of ME, his wife! I thought to myself, trying hard to continue playing along with the ruse Brandon and I had agreed upon. But, it was becoming increasingly difficult, with how arrogant Brittany was acting. She knew she was hot. And she was. She didn’t just have her younger age on her side, but she was stunning, anyway. I knew all the girls at school were likely incredibly jealous of her. I would have been jealous if I was the same age as her. Of course, I was even more envious knowing that I was already developing small wrinkles, and was feeling the incoming effects of my age, whereas Brittany was eighteen and tight.

      Maybe I was just a teensy bit threatened by the bitch.

      “That’s it,” she said softly. She ran her hands up along Brandon’s pants and then tugging them down his legs. I saw his briefs appear and as Brittany moved his pants down to his ankles, his massive bulge became evident.

      It’s just part of the ruse, that’s all. So he’s clearly super-hard. Whatever. I guess that’s expected. I mean… it’s a little fucked up that he’s hard over our babysitter, but whatever. I’m fine with it. Totally fine, I thought to myself, trying to downplay what it meant that my husband had a hard dick in his underwear.

      I nearly got the words out, but failed to do so, before I saw Brittany’s hand land atop Brandon’s bulge.

      He eyed me with surprise that I hadn’t told her the truth about our plans, yet. I, too, was surprised with myself. But now it didn’t matter, because Brittany’s hand was on Brandon’s bulge, squeezing his cock and balls through his underwear and crooning.

      “Fuck,” she giggled. “Mr. Erikson, you’re huge, aren’t you? It feels so… massive,” she continued, laughing and grinning, as though she knew she was about to get some big prize all for herself.

      The little slut.

      I bit my lip and couldn’t help but feel a bit turned on watching the babysitter’s hand caress over my husband’s massive bulge. Listening to her pine over the size of his dick—nearly profess her fear of it—was making me wet in my panties, too.

      Just a moment longer, I decided. I was going to let Brittany have just a bit more fun before I pulled the rug out from under her. Meanwhile, Brandon had stopped looking at me with shock. Instead, his eyes were weak, and his lips parted. He was clearly enjoying the caress of Brittany’s hand on his bulge.

      “Oh, is this the head? It’s so nice and big, too,” she said, rubbing her fingertips over the crest of Brandon’s dick-head through the thin mash of his briefs.

      “Mm, fuck,” my husband groaned.

      Finally, he eyed me, again, as if to ask me why I hadn’t told Brittany the truth and put an end to it. I could tell he was certainly not upset that I hadn’t done it—merely surprised.

      I felt as if I was in a trance, though, watching Brittany admire my husband’s big dick. I wanted to speak the words to tell her to stop, but they wouldn’t come.

      And before I found the strength, I watched as Brittany’s greedy fingers grabbed the band of my husband’s underwear and yanked the trunks right down. At once, his massive meaty dick spilled out, along with his big, low-hanging balls.

      “Fuck,” Brandon groaned. His half-hard dick was already throbbing towards full-hardness and jumping as it rose into the air, ready to point upwards.

      “Holy shit, Mr. Erikson,” Brittany beamed. “Holy… shit,” she giggled. “It’s huge!”

      She immediately wrapped her fingers around Brandon’s thickness. I watched as she gave a few quick strokes and his balls jumped up and down. Brandon moaned like a mindless zombie. Alarms were going off in my head, and I was trying to figure out why I hadn’t told her to stop. But the words simply would not come.

      But I felt wetter and wetter in my panties; that much was true. I felt so hungry and aroused and… ugh. Watching the brat wrap her greedy fingers around my husband’s girthy dick, trying to tame it, made me so fucking horny. I looked at him and smiled, and Brandon looked back at me with total incredulity.

      But his disbelief faded very quickly as Brittany continued to jerk his dick more intently. She wasted no time at all before parting her lips and sliding them around the head of my husband’s dick.

      I felt suddenly as if the breath had been stolen from my lungs. The words were right there on my lips, ready to jump out of my mouth, to tell her the gig was up—that I was going to call the cops—and that this was all just a tease.

      But instead, Brittany had already swallowed the head of my husband’s dick. Her mouth easily made his cock-head vanish, brushing her tongue around and around, swirling over the tip as if it was an ice-cream cone. It was something I had never even thought to do, before. Of course, I rarely gave Brandon head. I had meant to do it more, but hadn’t. Being a mom is quite engaging, and I suppose I just haven’t had the time to do it.

      And yet, there was Brittany, expertly sucking the head of my husband’s dick and bringing moans out of him that I had never heard from him, before.

      She moaned on his dick, pulled off of it and smacked her lips. She gasped and said, “Mm, it’s so tasty, Mr. Erikson. I like the taste of your pre-cum. Nice and salty.”

      “Fucking bitch,” I muttered under my lips.

      “What?” Brittany said, whipping her head over to me with a glare that seemed more intimidating than anything I had ever seen.

      “What? Nothing,” I said.

      Brittany hung her eyes on me for another moment as she jerked Brandon’s dick a few times more and said, “Thought so,” with a smirk, before returning to suck his dick. This time, her mouth swallowed the first third of his length. It was more than I could ever get of his eight-inch dick in my mouth. I was jealous beyond compare, but I couldn’t help but feel the excess wetness in my panties; the dew that was sticky and slick between my folds, and endlessly sneaking out of me and onto my cotton thong.

      I crossed my legs and shifted in place as I squirmed and watched this eighteen year-old girl suck my husband’s dick; suck it like she was an expert in the act. She swallowed half of his eight-inch dick before pulling off of it.

      “Finally,” I whispered. With a sigh of relief, I was expecting her to confess she couldn’t handle Brandon’s dick. And I was ready to sympathize with her.

      But instead, Brittany immediately moved her mouth down onto my husband’s ball sack, sucking each of his large orbs in her mouth and gently massaging them in her mouth as she stroked his shaft—wet with her spit.

      I watched as she reached down between her legs and rubbed her pussy through her shorts at the very same time. She side-glanced to me and winked. The little bitch. I couldn’t believe her arrogance. And yet, there was little I could do to stop it. She was clearly better at giving head than I had ever been in my eighteen years of being sexually active. Eighteen years of practice and I wasn’t half as good as Brittany was at only eighteen years old.

      I felt sick in my stomach; sick with jealousy, envy and fury. I wanted to lash out and attack the little cunt for acting like such an arrogant bitch around my man; disrespecting me by sucking his dick right in front of me, and doing a much better job of it. She didn’t even care that I, his wife, was sitting right there. She seemed unfazed by me; not the least bit threatened or intimidated by me. Meanwhile, I felt secretly intimidated by her, her confidence and coolness, and her command.

      Meanwhile, Brandon moaned and had started running he fingers through Brittany’s hair. “Fuck, just like that… shit, shit… holy shit,” he groaned.

      My husband, who was almost always silent when we had sex, was now unable to keep his mouth shut when this bratty vixen had her mouth on his balls.

      She pulled off his sack, finally, and looked up at him. She glanced at me, winked a second time, and climbed up his body, before pressing her lips against his. She pulled off and, with heavy breath smiled, “I want to ride your dick. It’s so big and… ugh, I need it, Mr. Erikson. I need your dick inside me right now.”

      “What?” I said, speechless. For what felt like the millionth time, I wanted to say something to protest it—anything—but the words wouldn’t come. They were stuck in my throat from the shock of being witness to everything happening in my living room, with my husband.

      “Do it,” Brandon said to her, without once eyeing me or asking for my permission.

      Brittany squirmed quickly out of her pink denim shorts, revealing a lacey white thong that rode up between her taut, perky butt-cheeks. Her body was evenly bronzed from sun-tanning and impeccably toned muscles. I couldn’t have begun to compete with her physique, and I knew this. I felt another jolt of sickness in the pit of my gut as I watched her giggle and kiss my husband again while wiggling out of her thong.

      “Fuck,” Brandon grinned. He looked down and raised his fingers between her lips, sliding the tips inside her wet folds and against her clit. Brittany moaned and gasped. She threw her hair back and I saw a familiar, wild look come to her eyes; the look of a girl who knew she was about to have the best sex of her life; about to be stretched around a big dick and filled in a way that no dildo or fantasy could compete with. I knew the sensation well, of being filled with my husband’s warm girth, and gently stretched around his big, powerful dick.

      Brittany hopped up and straddled his hips. She grabbed the base of his dick and rubbed the tip of it against her pussy. I watched the stringy clear fluids of his pre-cum and hers mixing. She adjusted herself and suddenly started to sit down on his dick, letting the big cock push into her.

      She bit her lip and huffed as she cried out gently and threw her head back. She oozed sex-appeal, and already I could tell that she fucked like a porn-star or a supermodel. Riding my husband’s dick—straddling his lap in a cowgirl position—was not something I had ever done with him. We had plain missionary sex. And now, he was going to get the best sex of his life—with some girl other than his wife.

      I wanted to puke just as much as I wanted to rub my clit inside my panties. It was the strangest feeling of my life, watching the little bitch lower down on my husband’s dick and whimper with delight as she was split open around him.

      “Fuck,” Brandon groaned, his eyes nearly rolling back in his head as his dick disappeared into the babysitter’s warm, tight slit.

      I couldn’t help but move so that I was situated right behind, watching Brittany’s tight little ass as it sat lower and lower on my husband’s dick. Her pussy gobbled up inch after inch of his big dick, taking it with ease. I, meanwhile, never seemed to take him without complaining or stalling throughout our sex sessions.

      “Fuck, Mr. Erikson… it’s so big,” she whined.

      “Come on, that’s it,” Brandon smiled. “You’re doing great.”

      She reached back and grabbed his balls in her hand, before turning over her shoulder and eyeing me as she started to move her hips, rocking back and forth over his dick. I watched as my husband’s dick thrust in and out of the babysitter’s pussy, each time growing shiny with her wetness on his rigid shaft. Her juices slid down over his ball sack, too.

      She rocked over and over, before riding up and down on his dick, eliciting moan after moan from my man. MY man.

      I was furious. And yet, I had my hand down my shorts. Brittany must’ve seen it, too. I knew she had. She knew I was masturbating to the show playing out before me—watching another girl steal my man. She knew it, and she loved what it was doing to me. She knew I was too cowardly to stop her at this point, but I was too turned on by being made this third-wheel in my own home—this disposable woman—that she couldn’t help but indulge in the moment with giggles and obnoxious moans.

      “Fuck!” Brandon growled. I watched as he dug his fingers into her sides, grabbing her slender body and pumping up into her. Brittany fell forward and I saw her impeccably asshole—a pinkish-tan little star that was bald and, of course, picture-perfect. She reached back and teased it, proving how much of a freak she was compared to me.

      She continued with her little lap-dance motions, riding my husband’s dick and letting it stuff her almost all the way down to his balls, while looking back at me and winking. It made me disgusted and contemptuous, but I was driven just as wild by the behavior that it made me hornier than ever.

      What the fuck… is wrong with… me? I thought, as I rubbed my pussy firmer and firmer, struggling to think about much else but the pleasure swelling all over me. Why is this so hot? Why am I so turned on by this little bitch stealing my husband?

      I couldn’t explain it to myself, and I suppose it didn’t even matter. Brittany had won.

      Of course, I didn’t yet know just how much she was going to win by the end of it.

      “I’m going to cum,” she exhaled. “Mr. Erikson… another minute and then… and then you cum, too? Okay? We’ll cum together,” she gasped.

      “Wait,” I said. “Are you on the pill? Should I get a condom?”

      Brittany completely and utterly ignored me. It was as if I was invisible in my own living room, watching my husband’s dick ridden like a rodeo bull by this eighteen year-old bimbo babysitter and her perfect body. She didn’t once look back at me, instead kissing along my husband’s ear and neck as he pumped as hard and fast as he could into her.

      Brittany threw her head back and her body trembled. She shook and the sound of orgasm erupted from her lungs as Brandon grabbed her boobs and massaged them in his hands. I wanted to believe more than anything that she was “faking it,” but I knew better. I knew it was real.

      And then I heard my husband’s growl of release. His thrusts locked up and I watched as his ball-sack tightened and firmed up as he emptied his load into the babysitter. Shot by shot, I watched his thick stem contract and pulsate, and it was as if I could see the massive loads injecting up into Brittany’s likely fertile womb.

      The bitch isn’t even on the pill I bet! The bitch! I thought. I was on the verge of tears. And yet, my body started to tremble, too, and I felt the volcanic explosion as my skin felt warm and I felt as if I was turning inside-out. The climax overtook me and I moaned uncontrollably as my husband continued to pump his load into Brittany’s rosy slit.

      Brittany looked back at me and then turned to Brandon. “Pathetic,” she scoffed. “Your wife is kind of a loser.”

      The words stung as she giggled, especially when Brandon said nothing to defend me. Instead, he grabbed her ass cheeks and dug his fingers into them before pulling off and spanking them hard.

      “I’m not on the pill Mr. Erikson,” Brittany then said. “You might’ve just gotten me pregnant,” she giggled.

      “Maybe,” Brandon shrugged and laughed along with her.

      “I guess we should have used my butt instead,” Brittany said.

      Her… butt? I thought. There is no way that manipulative cunt would ever let a dick as big as Brandon’s near her asshole.

      “Too bad,” Brandon said. “My wife has never let me fuck her ass.”

      “That’s awful,” Brittany said. “I guess I’m going to have to let you do it, then. But let’s go upstairs so we can be alone.”

      With that, Brandon stood up, holding Brittany in his arms. He didn’t even pull his dick out of her as he carried her off and up the stairs. The pair disappeared and slammed the bedroom door shut on me.

      I listened from outside the room, in the hallway, knowing that at any moment I could have stopped them. I could have made a scene or threatened to divorce Brandon. But I didn’t. Instead, I had my ear pressed to the door, enjoying every last moan and cry that came out of the bedroom as I tried to visualize what it looked like to see my husband pumping into Brittany’s cute asshole.

      I smiled as I then remembered the surveillance camera. I shook my head and hated myself for enjoying having my husband stolen from me. I didn’t understand what was happening. I suppose the rumors were true all along; Brittany was a home wrecker. And in the moment, I couldn’t care any less.

      

      It was about to be a long night, and I was going to secretly watch while my husband pounded the babysitter over and over—and over.
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      My sorority sister Amanda and I have a long history of daring each other. It all began when we were roommates on sorority row during our college days.

      But even now, a few years after graduating, we still manage to exchange dares through the occasional text.

      I can't recall exactly how it all began, but I think it had something to do with my perpetual insecurity around Amanda.

      I mean, who wouldn't feel that way?

      She's undeniably gorgeous, with her luscious, bouncy maple-brown hair cascading over her shoulders and just grazing her big boobs. Her slender waist and flawless hip-to-chest proportions have a way of driving guys absolutely wild; I’ve seen it more than a few times, the way every guy seems to trip over his self to talk to her.

      She has the sort of charisma and charm—and magnetism—that screams ‘sex in a bottle.’ Whatever it is, guys can sense it from a mile away, and whenever our sorority would be out for a night on the town, it was Amanda who was always surrounded by guys, competing with each other to give her their phone number in a desperate attempt to get an ounce of her affections.

      But the thing about Amanda is that she doesn’t have much fun unless it’s daring fun—the sort that is exciting and risky. For the few years I’ve known her, I can already tell when a guy is going to bore her. He could be the most perfect catch of all time, but if there isn’t a hint of the forbidden somewhere deep inside him, he isn’t going to get much of Amanda’s attention.

      I guess it was our shared attraction to risk that fueled Amanda's desire to constantly engage in wagers and dare me.

      I enjoyed the excitement of it as well.

      Granted, our dares were always quite innocent. We'd challenge each other over who would be responsible for washing all the thongs for the house that weekend or who would tackle the bathroom cleaning on a Friday night while the other sisters were out on the town.

      It was all in good fun and never anything too serious.

      Once we graduated and went our separate ways, this seemed to change. Amanda would send me texts with dares to kiss the next guy that I saw. Of course, I wouldn’t ever do any of them. I wasn’t about to kiss Glenn, the guy in the mail room at the office, after all.

      But I told Amanda that I did them. And, I would send a text right back to her, daring her to do something similar. Each time, she would return with a text of her own, confessing that she had fulfilled her end of the wager.

      And, I just assumed that she, like I, had been faking this.

      I never in a million years thought that she would have actually done any of it.

      I wouldn’t realize any of this until we finally had the chance to meet up, again. It was the first time in four years that we would hang out in person. We had graduated college and gone our separate ways; she going to Los Angeles and me staying in San Diego. We were close enough to see one another, but we were each so busy with our new careers, and our dating lives.

      But when our careers started to settle in a bit, we decided it was way overdue that we get together for drinks or something. I had been anxious to introduce Amanda to my fiancé. I hadn’t bothered to tell Amanda about him just yet, because I wasn’t quite sure how to break the news.

      We had always been competitive with each other, and our dating lives were no different. She always liked to brag about the latest hunk she had bedded from the football team or which guy she had stolen away from another girl behind her back. I thought nothing of it—always believing it to be an embellishment.

      But soon I would realize that Amanda wasn’t exactly exaggerating.

      It’s not that I was threatened about revealing my fiancé, Liam, to her. In fact, he didn’t seem like the sort that Amanda would have gone after, anyway. He was a bad boy in a former life, with a couple of tattoos on his chest and a preference for piercings, but otherwise, he was a cleaned up hottie who filled a suit out like no other man I had ever met.

      Sure, technically, Liam was everything Amanda would have gushed over. But, because there was no prospect of her stealing from me, one of her best and longest friends, I knew she wouldn’t find much to get too thrilled about over Liam.

      Still, I worried about what his neatly-styled blonde hair, strong jaw, dimples and big, piercing blue eyes would do to her. And that was nothing compared to the way that he stretched a nice, black v-neck undershirt around his muscles and a pair of blue jeans around his bulge. He played hockey back in college, and although he was a tidy marketing salesman, now, he still liked his fast cars and testosterone.

      I felt as if I’d struck gold with Liam. He was easily the hottest guy I had ever seen, let alone nabbed all for myself. He’d had an active sex-life before we met. But then, so had I. Once we got together, we each found that we had eyes only for one another.

      I was secretly excited to show Liam off and make Amanda jealous. She was, after all, single for the time being. And I knew that showing her that I was one step away from marrying a chunk of eye-candy like Liam, would drive her mad.

      For once, I had the upper-hand, and I liked it that way. It was a nice change of pace to trump the girl who always turned heads in a room. While I apparently had been pretty-enough for my sorority, I never felt like anything too special. I had blonde hair, a much flatter chest than Amanda, and a bit more filled out and curvy of a body, though not in that tantalizing way that Amanda had.

      So, I felt a mixture of anxiety and empowerment bringing Amanda over to our townhouse to meet Liam and catch up. But, I was very excited nonetheless to get together and chat again with my closest sorority sister.

      We had shared a bedroom once before and, four years apart was a criminally long time for us to be separated from one another after being so close. I had seen Amanda naked, and she had seen me naked—on many occasions. We felt almost like actual sisters in most ways. But I wondered if that same comfort would come back when I saw her, or if I would feel the distance of those four years.

      We met for drinks at a bar downstairs from our townhouse. There, sitting at a table by the sidewalk outside, Liam and I sipped something nice from Santa Barbara while we waited for Amanda to show up.

      “Fashionably late,” I said to him when I saw her coming down the sidewalk. “As always.”

      I felt the butterflies in my stomach as she approached. I couldn’t help but leap out of my chair and rush up to hug her, taking in her vanilla perfume and her refreshing aura.

      “Babe,” she gushed. “Wow.”

      “I’ve missed you,” I said to her. She brought me in for a tight hug and said the same. “It’s been way too long, you slut.”

      We laughed and came back to my table. Liam stood and I smiled, gesturing towards him.

      “What’s this?” Amanda said, eyeing Liam. She smiled and said, “It’s not my birthday, is it?”

      I rolled my eyes and laughed. “Babe, this is Liam. He’s my… fiancé.”

      I had been replaying this moment over and over in my mind. And now, it was here. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as Liam smiled and showed his dimples.

      Amanda eyed me and said, “No way. Are you serious?”

      I nodded.

      “Wow,” Amanda said, turning back to Liam, who said, “Nice to meet you.”

      “Um, likewise.”

      Amanda turned to me and mouthed the words ‘holy shit.’ But it wasn’t exactly discrete. Liam gave a modest smile and we all sat down at the table, just in time for a bar waitress to drop by and take Amanda’s order.

      When the waitress disappeared, Amanda took a deep breath and eyed Liam again.

      “So, I’ll bet Kelsey has been wearing you out, hm?” she said.

      Liam smiled and said, “What?”

      I blushed and said, “Nothing. She doesn’t mean anything by that.”

      “She’s a total slut. She used to go all night long back in our sorority. I would have to spend the night on the sofa while she was moaning for hours,” Amanda said, eyeing me with an expression that suggested she quite enjoyed spilling my ‘tea.’

      “She’s just joking,” I said to her. “It wasn’t all night. And it was only one night, babe,” I said to her, kicking her gently with my foot. “Remember? Kirk? The baseball player?”

      Amanda laughed and rolled her eyes and darted side to side as she grinned, “If you say so.”

      “We’ve had our fun,” Liam said. “I don’t know if we’ve gone all night, though,” he said, eyeing me.

      “Again, it wasn’t all night,” I said, with a friendly glare at my old bestie.

      Amanda shrugged with a self-indulgent guilt on her grin. And suddenly, it was as if we hadn’t been apart for four years. I was brought right back to when we were twenty-one, telling secrets to one another about our high school boyfriends, doing bar crawls in the town square, or sneaking into the football games for free through the cheerleading locker rooms.

      “Does she ever let you use the backdoor?” Amanda said. I nearly spat out my drink when she said it.

      “Babe, please,” I said to her.

      “Back door?” Liam eyed her, intrigued. He bit his lip and smiled.

      "Seriously," I replied, "do we have to dive into all of that right after you arrive?"

      “Kelsey has a thing for anal sex,” Amanda said, trailing off into a whisper.

      “No,” I said, as she smiled wide. “You have the thing for it. Remember? I told you that I tried it and hated it,” I reminded her.

      Amanda shrugged. “Guilty.”

      I shook my head and laughed. “Any excuse to brag about that, huh?” I said to her with a touch of annoyance. “Like I don’t know what you’re doing.”

      “Oh come on, what?” Amanda returned with a taunting grin.

      It was no secret in our sorority that Amanda liked to drink a bit and brag about her predilection for anal sex. She could cum from anal sex, whereas the rest of us either couldn’t tolerate the mere thought of letting a guy stick his dick in our butts, or we simply didn’t enjoy it at all. I was part of the latter group. I had tried it once or twice, but never understood the big deal. Sure, guys like it, but then, guys like anything that is soft, warm and snug.

      Meanwhile, I always felt as if I was being split in two.

      But Amanda would gladly let a guy fuck her in her butt, only to have the entire sorority up at three in the morning while she had multiple orgasms from her filthy kink.

      And now, she had the audacity to bring it up in front of my fiancé?

      Ugh.

      I managed to move the conversation away from sex and back to things like my career and Liam’s background. It was a nice hour before we headed back upstairs and continued our night. When we were up in the living room, Amanda insisted that Liam sit between she and I.

      I wasn’t really sure why, until she started reminiscing about our history of daring one another.

      “I dared her to steal all the cheerleading team underwear,” Amanda gushed to Liam.

      Liam, I could tell, was a bit overwhelmed by the sordid past of his girlfriend, whom I had led him to believe was squeaky-clean. But, I also knew to expect the unexpected with Amanda there for the evening.

      As we sat and talked in the living room, Amanda eyed me and said, “How about a dare right now?”

      A hint of adrenaline rushed through my body. What could she have possibly intended to dare me to do during a get together with her and my fiancé? I knew it would mostly be harmless fun, so I agreed.

      This was always the deal back in college. We would ask the other to agree to a dare, and that agreement was a sort of unwritten contract; the other was compelled to do it, no matter what.

      “I dare you to tell me how big Liam’s dick is,” Amanda said to me.

      “What?” I said, shocked that Amanda would suggest such a naughty thing in front of my man.

      Liam grinned and shook his head. I could tell he was incredulous to my friend’s wild side, but he was not at all put off by it, either. I knew this, because I could see the way my boyfriend had eyed Amanda since she showed up downstairs at the restaurant. Liam eyed Amanda the same way all guys seemed to gaze at her the moment they first saw her; like they suddenly couldn’t think or focus on anything but her.

      I knew this, and I felt a touch jealous of it, but I still hadn’t felt truly threatened by it, after knowing how loyal Liam and I had been to each other.

      I resisted for a moment, but Amanda held me to our agreement. Sure, I could have lied. I should have lied. Amanda, being a size queen, really did not need to know that Liam had an incredible, eight-inch dick in his jeans. She didn’t need to know that it was the most perfectly shaped and beautiful, suckable dick I had ever seen in my life. In fact, this was all the very last thing she needed to know.

      But, I couldn’t lie.

      “It’s… around eight inches,” I said softly.

      Liam laughed and shook his head. “I can’t believe this,” he said with a grin on his lips.

      “You’re full of shit, babe,” Amanda said, with a wide smile on her lips. “No fucking way.”

      “Is it true?” she said, eyeing Liam.

      Liam nodded and shrugged. “Yeah.”

      “I don’t believe you,” Amanda said. “You’re both lying.” As she said this, she laughed. And I couldn’t help but laugh, too, as we teased one another with our same old, jocular jabs.

      “It’s not that hard to believe, babe,” I said to her. “You of all girls should not be that shocked by an eight inch dick.”

      “Um, I’ve been with a few guys, babe,” Amanda smiled. “Maybe one of them was bigger than seven and a half inches. So, forgive me for calling you a liar, but…”

      I don’t know why, but I couldn’t help but blurt out, “Then we’ll prove it,” to her.

      We all froze for a moment, and Amanda’s eyes grew wide. “Oh, I’m sure you will.”

      “I will,” I said to her, eyeing my boyfriend. Liam was looking at me with a sort of shock in his eyes. But it was, very curiously, not an expression of reluctance. I looked down and saw the bulge beneath the zipper of his jeans. He was ready to go. And I was ready to use my fiancé’s dick to one-up my old girlfriend.

      “You sure about this?” Liam asked me, his blue eyes wide with surprise.

      I was not sure about it. But, I’d already dug myself a hole. And the worst thing I could have done in that moment was to let Amanda win. So, I reluctantly nodded and said, “Yep. Go on. Show her.”

      Liam laughed and shrugged and unzipped his jeans. Amanda and I looked down at my boyfriend’s lap, and watched as he tugged his jeans down and revealed his black briefs. Inside them was a massive bulge, which should have easily convinced Amanda that there was some truth to my claims.

      She bit her lip and watched with anticipation as my boyfriend tugged the band of his briefs down and his massive, rosy dick spilled out, half-hard and throbbing. It immediately started to jump and twitch into the air, taking its stiff shape with the slight-downward curve that always seemed to bring me to orgasm.

      “Fuck,” Amanda gasped. She covered her mouth and giggled like a schoolgirl—like somebody who hadn’t seen a big dick, before. I was surprised by her delight and visible excitement.

      Without even asking me, she reached down and grabbed my fiance’s dick. I watched as her fingers slid easy and quick around Liam’s cock. He moaned softly as she did this, even giving him a few strokes as his dick became rock-hard.

      “Babe,” I said to her, my brow furrowed and eyes narrowed. “What do you think you’re doing?”

      “Oops,” Amanda said, withdrawing her hand.

      She didn’t say ‘sorry,’ though. She said nothing that signaled any sort of contrition.

      “Your turn, babe,” Amanda said. “Dare me.”

      “Dare you?” I said to her.

      “Yes, it’s your turn for a dare.”

      “Okay, fine,” I said to her. “I guess you need to show us your boobs, now.”

      Liam’s brow jumped and he grinned with delight.

      Amanda eyed me and said, “Fine.”

      Without much hesitation, she lifted her shirt over and off her head, and we saw her bra holding her massive boobs. She unhooked her bra and they spilled out. They had to have been larger than the last time I had seen them, indicating either a growth spurt, or that Amanda had gotten her boobs done. Suddenly, her already-large c cup boobs were easily d-cups, with a big, perky shape and point little pink nipples.

      “Fuck,” Liam moaned ever so softly. I looked at my boyfriend and noticed he hadn’t put his dick away. In fact, he was discretely stroking it to the sight of my best friend’s boobs.

      “Ok, my turn,” Amanda said. “I dare you… to let me suck his dick.”

      My eye grew huge. “What? No way!” I protested. “Babe, he’s my fiancé. You can’t do that.”

      “That’s a shame. You’ve never pussied-out on a dare, before; like, ever,” she said. “I guess you’re not the same wild girl I used to know.”

      Internally, I seethed. But, I tried to exude a cool and disaffected façade. The last thing I ever wanted to do was lend out my boyfriend’s perfect dick to another girl—especially a sex goddess like Amanda. But, I knew I couldn’t just back down and look too nervous for her dare. I knew I would have to meet her challenge.

      And so, despite feeling torn up on the inside, I licked my lips and said, “Fine. Go on.”

      I watched as Amanda smiled and got down on her knees.

      “Whoa, are you sure, babe?” Liam asked me, adding insult to my injury. I was forced to confirm this with my boyfriend, who was giving me one final out. But I nodded and said, “Yep.”

      With that, Amanda went to work. She swallowed my fiancé’s dickhead. At one, Liam moaned loud—louder than I ever heard when I gave him head.

      “Fuck,” he gasped.

      Amanda’s slutty mouth slid halfway down his dick, as if she was insistent on deep-throating my boyfriend right out of the gate. I knew she could do it on smaller dicks. But on an eight-incher? I suppose I was betting against her.

      “Oh, shit,” Liam moaned. I watched as she sucked my fucking fiancé’s dick, all the way down to his balls. She sat there for a moment, before pulling her mouth off of him quickly, coughing and gasping as she laughed and wiped the spit from her lips.

      “How do you like it all the way in my throat?” she asked Liam. “I’ll bet good-girl Kelsey never did that for you, hm?”

      “No she hasn’t,” Liam was happy to announce. “She barely sucks more than my head.”

      “You know it’s because I have a hard time taking all of your size,” I tried to explain. But Amanda merely giggled and sucked Liam’s dick again, over and over and over. Her head bobbed back and forth.

      And out from my mouth was another short-sighted and ill-fated attempt to teach my slutty girlfriend a lesson.

      “I dare you to stop sucking Liam’s dick and… eat his asshole, instead.”

      “Oh?” Amanda said with a grin.

      I thought it would seem degrading for her to lick my boyfriend’s asshole while I watched. Instead, Amanda pulled Liam’s pants and underwear off his legs, and pushed his legs into the air as she got back down on her knees and slid her tongue over his pink asshole.

      “Oh, fuck,” Liam cried softly as his brow furrowed. I had never eaten his asshole, before; never even thought to do it. I didn’t even know what it looked like. And now, I was watching my old best friend eat my fiancé’s asshole—speechlessly watching as Amanda one-upped me in the filthiest, most unbelievable way possible.

      I couldn’t help but feel wet in my panties as Liam stroked his dick and his asshole puckered under Amanda’s tongue. His hole was rosy with a hint of blonde hair over it. And it looked immaculate—not that I would have known.

      I felt guilty, as if I had failed my fiancé. And now, it had come back to haunt me. Because Liam was moaning like I had never heard in my life. His dick looked so hard it might burst, as Amanda’s teasing tongue flicked against his hole and left it puckering wildly.

      I couldn’t help but reach down into my panties and find my dewed clit. I rubbed it as I watched Amanda eat my fiancé’s asshole. I was furious and betrayed by Amanda’s acts. She was committing infidelity with my very own fiancé, and right in front of me, and all I could do was watch, speechless and cowardly while my best girlfriend showed me up like never before.

      I wanted Liam to stop it. I wanted him to refuse to let Amanda eat his ass or suck his dick any longer. But he was too dazed under Amanda’s spell. He was long gone, hard and horny for my best friend. It didn’t matter that I was there, glaring and fuming. Surely he could have seen that I was so furious that I was near the verge of tears—if he had only bothered to look.

      But he had no reason to look at me. He was being satisfied by Amanda in more ways than he had ever gotten from me.

      And yet, as angry as I felt—as helpless as I was—it was all so arousing to me. I assumed that it was merely the sight of my boyfriend in such a vulnerable position. He almost looked like a girl with his legs spread and in the air, and his hole being eaten as if it had been a pussy. But it wasn’t this at all. It was, I would soon enough discover, the fact that I liked Amanda stealing my boyfriend. I loved the powerlessness; the feeling of being ignored while my boyfriend and my closest friend betrayed me in the most ultimate, humiliating and painful way ever.

      “Fuck!” Liam cried out. He moaned at the top of his lungs as Amanda slid a finger into his asshole and broke him open around it.

      “Enough!” I shouted. “Stop it, already. You made your point.”

      Amanda smiled at me as she fingered my boyfriend’s asshole. “You’re right. It’s time for my next dare, after all. I dare you to tell your boyfriend to fuck me in my pussy—and my butt.”

      “What?” I said, incredulous and bitter. “There is no way I’m doing that. Fuck you, Amanda. You’re acting like such a slut tonight.”

      “I can’t help it,” Amanda giggled. “And you’re going to do it. Or I’m going to have to tell Liam about Kirk.”

      The way Amanda eyed me, and I knew exactly what she was talking about. I had never told Liam that I had been pregnant with Kirk’s for a week before we’d gotten an abortion. It was after a baseball tournament in Vegas back during college, and I had never told a soul beside Amanda.

      “You wouldn’t,” I said to her. “Please,” I mouthed the words.

      Amanda grinned with delight. “Well, then do the dare, babe,” she said to me. Liam was none the wiser to our chatter. He was still moaning with Amanda’s finger teasing his asshole.

      I never wanted to let her fuck my man. Never in a million years. The idea made me feel a bit queasy—a touch ill. But there was little I could do about it.

      “Fine,” I relented. I felt like a spear had been driven through my gut. It was one thing to watch Amanda suck my fiancé’s dick. But to watch him fuck her? To drive his dick into her most private areas? I was filled with pain and anger. But I didn’t want her to spill my dark secret, either. I wasn’t ready for Liam to know this about me.

      “Babe,” I said to my boyfriend. “Liam. I… I want you to have sex with Amanda. I want you to have anal sex with her, too.”

      “Are you serious?” Liam said, grinning from ear to ear.

      Before I could even nod with confirmation, Liam grabbed Amanda and flung her onto the sofa. With Amanda on her back and giggling with delight, my fiancé yanked her legs open and plunged his dick into her puffy, wet slit.

      “Fuck,” Liam moaned from his gut. I watched helpless as his dick-head disappeared in her wet folds and he pushed into her, stretching her open around him.

      Amanda whimpered with delight and her brow scrunched. She gasped and pushed against Liam’s leg as he drove into her. I felt it in my panties, as if Liam had just pushed into me. I reached down and started to masturbate while watching my fiancé fuck my best friend.

      “Fuck,” Amanda cried out. She was moaning loud and reckless, letting the entire world know that my fiancé was fucking her—and not me.

      He wasted no time working into a fast set of pumps. He thrust into her to his base, over and over, and I watched as Amanda eyed me with contempt and pride. She had an expression on her eyes that suggested she knew very well that Liam was hers now—and no longer mine.

      I couldn’t believe how conniving and manipulative my old college friend could be; to steal my boyfriend. I should have known better. She had stolen other girls’ boyfriends, before. But I naively believed that my boyfriend was safe—that I was safe.

      But I watched Liam’s perfect penis disappear in and out of Amanda’s wet, tight pussy, and I knew it was over for me. She had her legs wrapped around him and she pulled him down for a kiss as he pumped into her. Each of them moaned and seemed desperate to grab at the other. It was as if they were animals, fucking for the first time ever. They were having sex unlike anything I ever had with Liam. It was exciting, sweaty, loud and raw. It was so different from the plain, boring missionary sex I had given Liam. I had no idea that my man could be so primal and so hungry for a woman’s body.

      “Oh, fuck!” Amanda gasped. “Put it in my other hole, please.”

      Liam needed no more convincing. I watched as he pulled out of Amanda’s pussy and rubbed the head of his penis against her asshole. A few moments later, he pushed against it and slowly thrust into her butthole until the head of his penis disappeared.

      “Oh, mmm!” Amanda crooned. “Yes, just go slow, please. Don’t break me,” she giggled, before pulling Liam down for yet another kiss.

      I watched as Liam’s penis pumped slow and smooth in and out of Amanda’s butthole. I listened at their moans, and smelled the sex and sweat that filled the living room my fiancé and I shared. Only now, it was all the result of his carnal fucking with my best friend. I was cast aside as if an annoying third-wheel. I was practically invisible, made only to grab Amanda’s panties off her foot or move my fiancé’s shoes away from the sofa.

      I suddenly existed to serve them while they experienced the most forbidden pleasures, ever.

      “Babe,” Amanda moaned breathlessly at me. “Massage Liam’s balls. Go on. I want you to get them nice and ready to fill my ass.”

      “I dare you,” she said.

      Like a complete fool, I obeyed her, not realizing that it was my turn to dare her. But it didn’t matter. I was too far gone in the moment. I came down and grabbed Liam’s big, heavy ballsack. I massaged the orbs inside, playing with them and feeling the sting of deprivation as I thought about all the sperm that was going to go inside Amanda and not me.

      At least it’s going in her ass, I thought to myself.

      But at the last second, Amanda grabbed Liam and whispered something to him. Amanda started to orgasm and her body trembled and shook. She moaned at the top of her lungs as Liam pumped her ass slow and endless.

      “I’m going to cum,” Liam moaned as she came down from her climax.

      “Like I said, go on,” Amanda said.

      Liam pulled out of Amanda’s asshole and plunged quickly into her pussy, again. Only a moment later, his thighs tensed and his balls firmed as I felt the jolts and pulsation in his dick.

      “Mm, give it all to me,” Amanda grinned. She clawed at Liam’s body as his dick throbbed endlessly, pumping his sperm right up into her fertile, tight body.

      And there I was, his fiancé, holding his balls, cradling them, all so that they would be ready to shoot their load into my best friend’s womb.

      I grimaced and felt on the verge of tears knowing that my fiancé was injecting his sperm into Amanda’s belly.

      She doesn’t even like birth control so I know he’s probably going to get her pregnant. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. That bitch! I thought. I railed and screamed on the inside. But on the outside, I could only hold my fiancé’s ball sack as he finished cumming inside my best girlfriend’s body, unprotected.

      I felt so helpless, so powerless, so taken to a dark place, watching my fiancé’s sack stiffen and knowing that he’s emptied every last drop of his virile seed—seed that was meant for me—into Amanda’s body.

      I knew her body would drink it right up. She would probably somehow will herself to get pregnant with my fiancé, just to show me once and for all that she was the best.

      She had screwed me for good. I thought that getting a fiancé before her would show her that I had finally won in our little rivalry.

      But no. Amanda used a loop-hole; a backdoor.

      She had literally used her own backdoor!

      Amanda and Liam huffed. He pulled out of her and I watched as his load drizzled out of the swollen, glistening pussy.

      “Kelsey, I have one last dare for you, babe,” Amanda grinned. I balled my fists as she said, “Come over here and clean my pussy nicely. Get all of Liam’s cum off of it.”

      I knelt down and, feeling completely crippled by what had happen—as if a wild horse that had been broken—I obeyed her without question. I slid my tongue into her slit and tasted the salty, warm cum on my tongue. I tried desperately to suck as much out of her pussy as I could, in a futile attempt to keep it from reaching her fertile womb.

      But I knew it was just that; futile.

      When it was done, Liam and Amanda sat on the sofa, still making out. Amanda shooed me away, saying, “Go and do some laundry or something while Liam and I get to know one another. After all, I might end up the mother of his child.” She smiled and patted her belly, fully satisfied with herself.

      And I stomped off to my bedroom, not sure whether to cry, or to touch myself. Of course, I already knew what I would be doing.

      I slid my hand into my panties and rubbed my clit as I enjoyed the taste of Amanda’s pussy—and Liam’s cum—on my lips.

      It was about to be a long night for all of us!
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      Morning sunlight bathed the café's outdoor table. I gazed into Kayleigh's eyes and smiled.

      It felt like I was committing a serious crime; a betrayal of my closest and most loyal friend.

      Why?

      Because Kayleigh and I had always shared everything, from juicy secrets to breakups, gossip, and even our harshest judgments of others. We'd never kept each other in the dark about our innermost thoughts.

      But could that last forever?

      Having known Kayleigh since high school, I realized that there would come a time when a secret was just too dirty, too forbidden to share, even with my dearest friend.

      For the past few weeks, I'd been holding something back, something I couldn't bear to reveal to anyone, not even her.

      

      We were each now twenty-six, and forging our own paths. Kayleigh was moving up at her company, soon to be the vice president of marketing for some swanky wine brand.

      

      And I was… not exactly making ends meet the way I had hoped.

      

      I wasn’t excelling in the way that I planned to, after graduating from college nearly four years earlier.

      

      I had taken a gamble and joined a tech startup, hoping to ride the coattails of the hot tech market that had bloomed in downtown Austin. Unfortunately, the company sputtered-out, and I ended up hopping to different similar outfits during those four years, still chasing ‘the one;’ the golden-goose company that could become successful and help me not only pay off my student loans but find serious financial freedom.

      

      Kayleigh was already well on her way to this. She had a nice condo downtown. In Austin, that was no small feat for a single girl her age. She had a nice career, and she was prettier than I.

      

      Sure, people often told me I was attractive, too.

      

      But it was never quite at the level of Kayleigh. She had the blonde-bombshell look down to a science. Bouncy, shiny honey-blonde hair, a slender-but-curvy hour-glass frame, a beauty-queen smile and a pair of big boobs that I spent way too much time feeling envious over.

      

      Kayleigh knew what she wanted in life, and that was success. But she didn’t only want success in her career. We would meet every Friday morning for breakfast, and then again, every Saturday night, hopping to a few bars down on sixth street. We were both starting to feel a bit too old for this scene, however.

      

      But I didn’t have to worry so much about this. Because I had a husband that I was crazy about, and so was Kayleigh.

      

      Brandon was everything in my life at that point. He was an arena football player. Like me, he was looking to somehow get himself into the pros after going undrafted. But his motivation hadn’t run out in the least.

      

      Still, for not being a pro whose face graced the sides of cereal boxes, he had quite the following of devoted fans—and groupies. Well, “wannabe” groupies.

      

      Brandon wasn't just the most attractive and charming guy I'd ever seen, but he also displayed an astonishing level of loyalty. It was almost surprising to find a guy as good-looking as him who was so devoted. His gaze, with those big, piercing blue eyes, was fixed firmly on me.

      

      And it was enough that I felt like I had it all—more than Kayleigh, even.

      

      She and I would attend his games, cheering him on.

      

      And ever since I introduced Kayleigh to Brandon two years ago, she had nothing but praise for my boyfriend. It was quite unusual for her to have such a positive opinion. Both of us were typically very discerning when it came to each other's boyfriends. We looked out for one another, aiming to prevent the melodramatic heartbreak we'd both suffered in high school and college due to untrustworthy guys.

      

      But Kayleigh really seemed to like Brandon. She always made a joke here or there about how ‘hot’ or ‘sexy’ he was. I knew Brandon was incredibly attractive, but I was never sure whether he was even Kayleigh’s type, so I figured she was simply saying all of this to make me feel better.

      

      It didn't take long for me to realize just how attracted she was to him. Once, while secretly going through her phone after she left it at my apartment, I stumbled upon several shirtless pictures of Brandon. They were snapshots from a charity carwash event where he and his team wore nothing but suds to cover their abs and muscular thighs. It drew the attention of girls, and more frequently, older women, who couldn't resist bringing their luxury cars up for the charity and ogling the guys.

      I never brought this up with Kayleigh, unsure of how to address such a matter.

      However, I figured that, as long as Kayleigh didn't make any advances on my husband, what was the harm?

      

      In some ways, I felt flattered by her sexual attraction to my now-husband, even though she hid her true feelings.

      

      Strangely, it was a turn-on for me, making me feel like I was the more successful one in our relationship.

      

      While she might have the impressive career and paycheck, I had the man of my dreams—and hers.

      

      But I had no idea Kayleigh was ready to throw our friendship into turmoil so that she could make a move on my man.

      

      I was naive and clueless, but I wasn’t so innocent, either.

      

      For the past few months, I had been posing on Pervyfans. I had been making decent money, too. I was pulling in around fifteen-hundred dollars a month from subscribers who paid to see photos of me wearing thongs and hand-bras; and sometimes even nothing at all.

      

      My content is tasteful. I still haven’t found the nerve to show a spread-pussy picture or a video of myself masturbating, like I’ve seen other models showcase.

      

      But, I’ve opted for more tasteful hints of my trimmed pubic hair and vulva, a la Playboy, and it has served me quite well.

      

      But it didn’t matter, because I knew that none of it would have been approved by Brandon—had he known.

      

      That’s right. I was becoming quite the successful porn-star all behind my husband’s back. Sure, he was confused—and happy—about the extra income. But I knew that Brandon never in a million years would have tolerated my decision to model for Pervyfans.

      

      I knew that, if he were to ever find out, he might even threaten to leave me.

      

      I was conflicted. I knew I wouldn’t be able to sit Brandon down and have a conversation with him about it. So, I decided I would continue in secrecy, and, if it ever “blew up” into something that was paying our bills, maybe then he would be able to compromise.

      

      But, I knew my husband would be furious if he’d ever found out. He was a football player and, in local media, he was a minor celebrity. I knew he would have been quite worried about what my naughty online double-life might mean for his shot at the pros, should any prospective teams ever find out what his wife was doing on the side.

      

      But I couldn’t exactly walk away from the money. I couldn’t let Kayleigh gush every Friday morning about how well she was doing while I was scrounging to make rent or any of my other bills.

      

      I thought I could have the best of both worlds.

      

      But I was very wrong.

      

      Because not only had I hidden my exploits from my husband, I had hidden them from Kayleigh, too. I had decided very early-on that this was so forbidden and so embarrassing for me, that I couldn’t tell a single person—not even my best friend—what I was doing.

      

      That didn’t matter, though.

      

      But Kayleigh found out, anyway.

      

      And when she did, I knew I was majorly screwed.

      

      I had not only snuck behind my husband’s back, but I had betrayed my best friend’s trust, leaving her out of the loop on my juicy double-life. And I knew that this would be the thing that would offend Kayleigh the most.

      

      I had no idea that Kayleigh knew when I sat down on that Friday morning to chat with her at the corner café that was equidistant from her job and my own.

      

      She sat there, stirring her latte and eyeing me, continuingly asking me, “So, what’s new with you?”

      

      I should have known after the third time that she asked me this question, as if to really say to me: “Are you going to tell me, or am I going to have to do it for you?”

      

      Her big, blue eyes looked up at me. Her flawless makeup, hair and nails made her look as if she was an actress or a supermodel on her way to a gig after our meeting. She was at the absolute top of her own world, and I couldn’t help but envy her in every single way—except one, of course.

      

      Because I liked having my dirty little secret from her. I would give a little grin or smirk whenever Kayleigh would brag or boast about something, as if to tell myself, Sure, you’ve got that, but I’m having some fun of my own—and you have no idea.

      

      I had a little too much fun, I suppose. And my arrogance had caught up with me.

      

      But, to Kayleigh’s credit, she was not nasty or overbearing in the least when she finally confronted me about my secret. Instead, she was seemingly understanding and curious about it; everything one might hope for a best friend to be, given the circumstances.

      

      “Babe, come on,” she said to me after I had told her for the third time about getting out to San Antonio for the weekend with Brandon.

      

      “What?” I asked, innocently.

      

      Kayleigh rolled her eyes and smiled—her lips curling indulgently. “You don’t have to hide it from me, okay?”

      

      Does she think I’m pregnant? Does she know I’m struggling financially—or WAS struggling, anyway? What could it be? My mind raced. But never in a million years could I have expected that Kayleigh would have found my Pervyfans profile, so this was the very last possibility on my mind.

      

      “You’re really going to make me say it, hm?” Kayleigh said.

      

      I shrugged and my brow jumped as I played innocent. Certainly I must’ve looked as though I was hiding a secret, because I was.

      

      Kayleigh lowered her voice and leaned towards me. I couldn’t help but notice the prominently visible cleavage in her low-cut shirt. It was Friday or, impress-the-executives-day. I was particularly familiar with Kayleigh’s low-cut shirts on Fridays. I could not ever stop looking at her boobs. Ever since we had been on the girl’s track team together for freshman year of college and I had seen her topless, it had always been burned into my mind; the image of her absolutely perfect boobs.

      

      “I know, babe; I know about your Pervyfans,” she then said.

      

      My heart suddenly started to rush in my chest. I felt faint. My wrists felt weak and my arms tingly as I eyed Kayleigh with shock written across my face. Undoubtedly the surprise of being caught had taken me so strongly that I’d completely missed my chance to fake an expression of innocence.

      

      But then, I knew it was no use lying or trying to deny it when Kayleigh mentioned my username.

      

      “How did you find out?” I said, as adrenaline coursed through my body.

      

      “You know Brody, the pervy executive in my office that you’ve met a few times? The one who has hit on you a dozen times at the Christmas parties? He showed it to me on his phone. You can imagine how red my face turned, considering you never once told me about this,” she explained.

      

      She decided right then to cross her arms and turn cold.

      

      “Babe, I’m sorry, okay? I was… embarrassed. And I still am,” I said. “But, I guess it’s nice to have this off my chest.”

      “Is it?” Kayleigh asked. “Does Brandon know?”

      

      I froze like a deer in a set of headlights. My lips parted and I started to answer, but Kayleigh smiled. “That says it all, doesn’t it?”

      

      “I don’t know why you’re so upset with me,” I said. “Do you honestly think you would have told me if you were doing the same thing?”

      

      “Yeah,” Kayleigh said. “I suppose that’s the difference between us. Here I thought we were best friends. But I guess not.”

      

      Before I had a chance to explain anything to Kayleigh, she got up and walked away. I decided it would be better to not hound her; I knew her well-enough to know as much.

      

      But I spent the rest of that day—and night—anxiously ruminating over what had happened, and the fact that my closest friend in the world now knew my dirty little secret. I had hoped more than anything that Kayleigh would have been fine with all of it. Instead, she took it about as terribly as I could have ever feared.

      

      I tossed and turned in the bed that night beside Brandon, wondering if we would still meet the following night like we always did.

      

      Finally, when the afternoon arrived on Saturday and I heard nothing from Kayleigh, I couldn’t help but to text Kayleigh a quick message or two.

      

      “Are you okay? We are on for tonight at Reddy’s?” I texted.

      

      “Yeah,” Kayleigh texted back. “Let’s get a few drinks and go back to your place so we can talk, okay?” She added.

      

      “That sounds excellent,” I replied.

      

      And that was that—or so I thought. I made myself flawless as I often did for our little Saturday night get together. Sure, I was married now, but I enjoyed the attention from the guys at the bar, still. I would never flirt or entertain anything from them, but it was always a nice confidence boost to see that I could still turn heads. And, I liked to play wingman (or woman) for Kayleigh in her own pursuits.

      

      Of course, she hardly ever needed help, as beautiful as she was. She always had her pick of guys at the bar. And most Saturday nights, she seemed to abstain from men altogether.

      

      I never understood why. I dreaded that it might be because she was secretly pining over my husband.

      

      “Hey, doll face,” Kayleigh said, surprising me from behind as I waited on the sidewalk outside Reddy’s.

      

      I sighed with relief at Kayleigh’s somewhat normal and friendly manner. I wasted no time apologizing for the day before, but my bestie would hear none of it.

      

      “Relax,” she said. “We’re going to get over all of that tonight, okay?”

      

      This was followed by another sigh of relief.

      

      We walked into the bar and did the usual. It was jam-packed—also as usual. And only an hour later, we had settled in a relaxed a bit more. I no longer felt too tense around Kayleigh, despite the fact that I’d hoped after a martini or two that she would start asking me about my porn profile—maybe out of curiosity and amusement. I was prepared to be as self-effacing as possible for her own benefit; anything to make her feel more comfortable with my secret, and understand why I had to keep her in the dark about it.

      

      But Kayleigh said nothing about this. Instead, she only made comments about the guys we saw and the drinks; very normal conversation.

      

      “Come on,” she shouted after we paid our tab.

      

      We left for the bathroom and while touching ourselves up she quipped, “What’s Brandon doing tonight?”

      

      I chuckled and said, “Oh, you know; the usual,” finding the question a bit odd. Kayleigh did not usually ask what Brandon was ‘doing’ on Saturday nights.

      

      “I think when I left he’d worked-out, showered and was watching a sports show or practice tape or something on his phone,” I said with a laugh. “Your guess is as good as mine.”

      

      We headed to the sidewalk and waited for Kayleigh’s Uber. Thanks to a nice discount from her job, we could always make use of it on Saturday nights, and no longer had to worry about how we would drive home from the bar.

      

      When the driver showed up, we climbed into the backseat. We said our polite greetings and after a few minutes of silence, the driver started playing a low-fi chill playlist from his phone that slid quietly through the car speakers and apparently gave Kayleigh enough confidence in our privacy that she wanted to talk.

      

      “So, we’re going to have some fun tonight, right?” she said to me in a whisper.

      

      My brow furrowed and I smiled. “What? Are we?” I asked.

      

      “Mmhm,” Kayleigh nodded. “You’ll see.”

      

      “What are you talking about, babe?” I asked her.

      

      Kayleigh touched her nose and smiled, before repeating, “You’ll see.”

      

      “Are you upset about the… stuff… we discussed yesterday morning?” I asked her.

      

      Kayleigh rolled her eyes. “Babe, I’m not the one who you need to worry about.”

      

      I narrowed my eyes and my thoughts immediately turned to my husband. “Are you talking about Brandon?” I asked. “Because, you’re right. He can’t know.”

      

      “No, he can’t,” Kayleigh said. “He would absolutely flip, wouldn’t he?”

      

      “Uh, yeah,” I said, as though Kayleigh should have already known this full-well.

      

      “So, I guess it’s important that I don’t tell him anything, isn’t it?” Kayleigh said.

      

      "Um, yeah," I replied, feeling my heart quicken as I tried to comprehend what Kayleigh might be hinting at. “He definitely can’t know.”

      

      “Okay, then,” Kayleigh said. “Then, I guess you’re going to have to stay on my good side tonight, aren’t you?”

      

      We made it back to my place and I was left turning what Kayleigh had said over and over in my mind. For those past twenty-four hours I felt almost as though I did not know who Kayleigh even was. Those same big, blue eyes were looking at me; that same lush blonde hair was falling around her cleavage. But she seemed different. She seemed almost as if she was more proud or confident or—cocky.

      

      It was a strange look from Kayleigh, who was typically quite personable and congenial otherwise. But now, she seemed to have a strut about her, as though she suddenly thought she was better than me.

      

      I didn’t know why until we walked into the apartment and Kayleigh took the lead, walking through the foyer and into the living room to find Brandon, who was on the sofa in nothing but a tiny pair of boxer shorts.

      

      I rolled my eyes and said, “Babe, can’t you put something on?”

      

      “Relax, Chelsea,” Kayleigh said to me, before turning her eyes back to my man. “I like it.”

      

      Brandon eyed Kayleigh with a confused smile and shrugged. “Thanks?” he said with a laugh.

      I rolled my eyes, this time at Kayleigh. I undoubtedly had a scowl on my face and Kayleigh seemed amused by this.

      

      She lowered her voice and eyed me, saying, “What’s wrong, babe? Brandon doesn’t get to lounge around in skimpy clothes but you do?”

      

      My eyes bulged and I looked back and forth between her and Brandon. “Kayleigh,” I whispered, with an expression that begged her to keep her mouth shut.

      

      “What’s that, babe?” Brandon said, not looking up from his phone.

      

      “Don’t worry about it, honey,” I said to him.

      

      Brandon then set his phone down and eyed Kayleigh, as if nothing on his phone could possibly compete with Kayleigh for his attentions.

      

      This was quite common whenever Kayleigh was around. Brandon would typically stop whatever it was that he had been doing and join Kayleigh and I in the living room whenever she would stop over at our place.

      

      It didn’t take a genius to know that my husband found Kayleigh super-attractive. He was a twenty-something straight guy with blood pumping through his body. That alone was enough for him to find her drop-dead gorgeous.

      

      The idea of whether he found her more attractive than me was too painful for me to entertain. I didn’t dare allow myself to think of something so brutal, especially considering how much I knew Kayleigh found him attractive, too.

      

      “So, what’s up, Brandon?” Kayleigh said, twirling her hair in her fingers as she bit her lip. She could not have put on a more coquettish, flirty display if she tried.

      

      “Not much,” he said. “Just been working out and getting ready to make a play for a few pro teams when they open up training camps next year.”

      

      “I already told her all of that,” I said to Brandon, annoyed.

      

      Kayleigh smiled and with a snarky tone said, “You didn’t say anything about him trying out for a few pro teams, babe.”

      

      “You knew what I meant,” I bickered. “He’s always trying out.”

      

      “That’s a bit harsh,” Kayleigh said.

      

      I eyed my bestie for a moment and finally, unable to take any more of her strange attitude, looked at Brandon and said, “Honey, can you give us a moment? Maybe you could go put some clothes on?”

      

      I knew Brandon liked being shirtless in front of Kayleigh. He had big, broad shoulders, a ripped set of abs and a carver body, overall. He was a hulking mountain of a man, standing six-feet and three inches, with plenty of mass everywhere. In fact, I was afraid that the head of his dick was going to slip out of the leg-hole of his boxers as it liked to do so often, thanks to Brandon’s large penis-size.

      

      I suppose this was yet another secret I’d kept from my BFF; my husband’s dick-size. We always chatted—sometimes joked—about the penis sizes of guys that we were dating back in college and high school. But ever since finding Brandon, I had been quite tight-lipped on the subject.

      

      Kayleigh joked that my silence was an admission that, ‘he either has a really small dick and you’re embarrassed—or he has a really big one, and you’re jealous.’

      

      I decided to leave her guessing. But after four years of dating and a few tipsy confessions of Brandon’s impeccable track-record of making me orgasm during sex, she had to have known that it was the latter.

      

      Kayleigh, on the other hand, only managed short relationships and never seemed to find any guys who could satisfy her sexually. I felt bad for her, but I was quite careful to ensure she never came sniffing around my man for fulfillment.

      

      “Don’t go anywhere, Brandon,” Kayleigh interrupted. Brandon sat back down and Kayleigh practically hugged him as she sat right beside him on the sofa.

      

      “What’s gotten into you guys tonight? Did you drink tequila, again?” Brandon laughed.

      

      “No,” Kayleigh said. “What can I say? I feel good. I’m drunk on secrets,” she said, eyeing me.

      

      I swallowed as Kayleigh smiled at me.

      

      “Secrets, huh? What sort of secrets?” Brandon asked.

      

      “Well, Chels was just telling me earlier that…” Kayleigh started.

      

      I attempted to speak up and stop her, but the words got stuck in my throat.

      

      To my surprise, Kayleigh did not reveal my modeling secret.

      

      But she instead decided to fabricate something just as shocking, if not worse.

      

      “Chelsea was telling me that she’s always had a big secret fantasy about watching me suck your dick,” Kayleigh said.

      

      Brandon’s eyes grew wide and he looked straight at me. A big, dumb grin formed on his lips as he chuckled. “Really?”

      

      This was not a surprised or shocked expression, but instead an instantly-excited expression, as if my husband was already imagining Kayleigh’s full, pouty lips hugging his big dick.

      

      “Is that true, babe?” Brandon asked me.

      

      “Of course it’s true. It’s got to be that or maybe something else I heard earlier,” Kayleigh said, with a devilish grin on her mouth.

      

      So damn desperate to keep my secret safe with Kayleigh, I decided to give the bitch what she wanted. I balled my fists and bit my tongue before managing to push the words out of my mouth, “Yeah.”

      

      “So, I think we should give her what she’s been dying to see,” Kayleigh said.

      

      With that, I saw my bestie slide her fingers along the inside of my husband’s big, muscular thigh.

      

      Brandon shook his head and gave an incredulous grin as he reclined back, disinterested in resisting Kayleigh’s sudden advance.

      

      I watched as her mischievous fingers disappeared inside the leg-hole of his boxers, gently caressing just inside.

      

      “Oh, wow, I didn’t expect to meet him so quickly,” she said, alluding to my husband’s long flaccid dick.

      

      “Brandon, come on, get this off,” she said, tugging at my husband’s boxers. Brandon continued to look at me with surprise, but I couldn’t bear to tell him the truth, and so I simply nodded—as much as I had felt shattered on the inside.

      

      Brandon shrugged and with a laugh, grabbed his boxers and yanked them down his legs, at once revealing his already throbbing, half-hard dick.

      

      “Oh my… shit,” Kayleigh gasped. “You’ve got to be kidding me!”

      

      She greedily wrapped her fingers around Brandon’s half-hard shaft, already amazed at his size before it even reached its full eight-and-a-half-inch length. It was thick, filling her small grip with its girth.

      

      She gave it a few strokes and I felt as though I could actually watch the arousal building up in Kayleigh’s body.

      

      She lowered a hand and found Brandon’s balls, stroking them in her other hand as she crooned, “Mm, these are nice and big, too. So many spermies swimming around in them I bet.”

      

      “Probably,” Brandon grinned.

      

      “Well, we should get them out of you, already, shouldn’t we? After all,” she said, eyeing me, “It’s what Kayleigh wants.”

      

      I mouthed the words ‘I hate you,’ to Kayleigh, but she was undeterred. She lowered over my husband’s leg and licked her lips. I watched as her mouth swallowed the head of his penis. Brandon moaned and reclined back. His eyes grew weak and he huffed with delight.

      

      “Mm,” Kayleigh moaned. I watched as the brat sucked my husband’s penis. She had my man’s dick in her mouth. And she was more contented than a fat house-cat, there over his thigh sucking on the head of his dick.

      

      I wanted to fucking scream. I was absolutely livid. I was being completely fucked-over by my supposed best-friend.

      

      But I could do nothing but watch as Kayleigh sucked my husband’s dick and rubbed his ballsack in her hand.

      

      She pulled off and I heard an audible pop sound echoing through the living room as she smacked her lips and said, “Just like a lollipop.”

      

      “Fuck, babe,” Brandon said. “Get back on it.”

      

      Kayleigh squeaked with surprise as my husband pushed her head back down and she took half his dick in her mouth before pulling back and re-adjusting. She sucked obedient and intent as I sat down on a chair nearby and watched it all play out.

      

      I wanted to cry. I wanted to throw something. I wanted to lunge at Kayleigh and attack her, pull her hair and throw her onto the floor and take Brandon’s dick back for myself. I was the rightful owner of it, thank you very much.

      

      But not anymore. It was already evident that it was Kayleigh’s dick, now. She owned my husband. I did not.

      

      Kayleigh sucked Brandon a few more minutes before he groaned and warned, “You’re gonna’ make me cum, babe.”

      

      Hearing my husband use the word ‘babe’ to refer to Kayleigh was yet another point of disgust for me. My skin crawled as he said it.

      

      Kayleigh pulled her mouth off Brandon’s dick and eyed me. She licked his pre-cum off of her lips and smiled at me. “Chelsea wanted us to fuck, too. I forgot all about that. But, she said her real fantasy was to see me ride you.”

      

      “What?!” I cried.

      

      “Remember, babe?” Kayleigh said, eyeing me.

      

      She was already climbing onto Brandon’s lap, straddling his hips as she looked back over her shoulder and continued, “And you wanted to lick us while we fucked. I think you said you wanted to lick Brandon’s balls—and my asshole. Remember?”

      

      “I’m going to kill you,” I seethed.

      

      “Why? I’m just helping you with your big, juicy secret. Unless it’s a different secret that I was thinking about?” Kayleigh taunted.

      

      I was silent. I swallowed the lump in my throat and Kayleigh giggled, “Thought so,” before squatting over my husband’s lap. She grabbed his dick at the base and pointed it up, lining the head against her pink, tight slit.

      

      Of course her pussy looked like a tight little slot. Of course she would look pornstar perfect from head-to-toe. I was always embarrassed about my excess labia, amongst so many other things. It was one of the reasons I’d hidden my pussy in my porn profile pictures. But Kayleigh had the perfect pussy for modeling.

      

      It was just another of the many things I now hated about her.

      

      “Come on,” Kayleigh scoffed at me. “Get your tongue over here, stupid.”

      

      I was made to be right up at my husband’s ballsack while I watched his penis slide inside Kayleigh. She gasped and Brandon moaned deep and long as she lowered onto him, inch by inch, sliding down.

      

      I clumsily licked Brandon’s balls as Kayleigh rode him, flicking my tongue against him. After a few minutes of riding, I could taste Kayleigh’s wetness as it slid down Brandon’s stiff dick. I didn’t want to lick it, but Kayleigh was insistent about it.

      

      “Get every drop. He’d better be clean and shiny by the time we’re done or I’m going to have to tell him your other secret,” Kayleigh threatened.

      

      “Wh—what other secret?” Brandon asked.

      

      “No worries,” Kayleigh said, and started riding my husband’s dick faster and deeper. This was enough to get him to put aside any other interests but the focus on his dick plunging into Kayleigh’s tight, warm pussy.

      

      “Fuck!” Kayleigh moaned. She threw her head back and started to grind against the base of Brandon’s dick.

      

      “You’re such a big boy,” she smiled. “This thing is going to make me cum. Do you know how rare that it?” she laughed.

      

      I watched as Brandon dug his fingers into her sides and controlled her, holding her down as she grinded until they moved like a finely-tuned, rhythmic machine. They moaned and huffed and I had to hear every last exhalation.

      

      I had to taste Kayleigh’s cum as it slid down Brandon’s dick, and even worse, I was subjected to her taunts and teases.

      

      “How do you like my pussy? I’ll bet it’s better than Chelsea’s, huh? Nice and tight? I’ve been told by lots of guys that it’s the tightest they’ve ever had. What do you think?” she asked.

      

      “Fuck yeah it is,” Brandon said with a hungry nod of his head.

      

      He thrust fast and deep into Kayleigh and she put on a show with over-the-top moans.

      

      “Do you hear that, babe?” Kayleigh said. “Your husband likes my pussy better.”

      

      Brandon said nothing to counter this or disagree with the statement. This felt a bit like a dagger driving through me. And yet, I was too busy licking my husband’s balls—getting him closer to orgasm while he fucked my BFF—like a total cuck.

      

      “Come on, baby, give it to me. I want you to fuck me like you’ve never fucked Chelsea, before. I want it nice and hard,” Kayleigh taunted. “I know she’s too much of a pussy to handle it deep and hard. But I’m not, because I’m better than she is at everything,” she laughed.

      

      With that, Brandon started to pound faster into Kayleigh. She moaned and she reached down, grabbed me by my hair and pulled me up.

      

      “I’m going to cum!” she cried. “Eat my asshole, you stupid girl,” she said to me.

      

      I suddenly felt as she shoved my face against her ass and I reluctantly slid my tongue against her asshole. I felt the rippled, tight ridges against my tongue. It puckered and she moaned at the top of her lungs as her body trembled and shook wildly.

      

      “Fuck!” Kayleigh cried, before collapsing inward from her climax.

      

      I continued eating her asshole, too afraid that if I stopped she would tell my husband my secret.

      

      I was furious—and humiliated—but intent on seeing it through; anything to keep Kayleigh quiet, even a horrifying and degrading night like this one.

      

      “Come on,” Kayleigh exhaled. She tossed her hair back and said, “I want you to cum deep inside me. How does that sound? Would you give me all your sperm?”

      

      “Fuck yeah, I will,” Brandon grinned.

      

      He pumped into Kayleigh and she continued putting on a dramatic show, moaning and huffing, as disingenuous as it probably was, I couldn’t help but feel bitter and angry from it all.

      

      “Kayleigh wants you to cum inside me without a condom. How does that sound? I’m not on the pill and I’m very fertile. Kayleigh wants you to cum inside me, though. How pathetic is that?” Kayleigh taunted.

      

      “You sure, babe?” Brandon asked, before saying to Kayleigh, “We’ve never fucked without protection.”

      

      “Aw, that’s so boring. I feel so bad for you having to put up with your boring wife,” she said. “But not anymore,” she giggled.

      

      “Fuck” Brandon groaned. “I’m going to cum so fucking hard.”

      

      “Get down there and lick your husband’s asshole while he cums in another woman,” Kayleigh said to me, shoving my head downward.

      

      Brandon opened his legs wide and pulled them up, slightly, exposing his asshole. I slid my tongue over it and within moments I felt it begin to flex as he growled at the top of his lungs.

      

      I felt his dick—all the way down to his asshole—as it throbbed violently on my tongue. I felt each time his dick pulsated and injected a massive load of warm sperm right up into Kayleigh’s unprotected, fertile body.

      

      “Fuck!” Brandon groaned over and over. His body flexed, released, flexed again, and repeated as he huffed and moaned from his huge explosion.

      

      “Give me every last sperm, baby,” Kayleigh said soft and sweet, as she kissed Brandon on his cheeks. “I’ve wanted that sperm for so long. It belongs to me—not your dumb, useless wife.”

      

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I couldn’t refute any of it because, not only did I have a mouthful of my husband’s contracting asshole, but I knew I was done-for if I made anything difficult for Kayleigh.

      

      “Fuck,” Brandon sighed one final time.

      

      Kayleigh giggled at me and, looking down at me over her shoulder said, “You can stop licking his asshole, now. Ugh, you’re so desperate,” she laughed.

      

      I pulled off of my husband’s ass and stood up.

      

      I had never felt more dejected, defeated and humiliated in all my life. I felt furious and betrayed. And yet, as I wiped my mouth, I felt my pussy pulsing and wet inside my panties. I barely moved at all before I worried I might climax in my thong. I couldn’t believe I was so turned-on by all of the horrible things that had happened to me.

      

      But there I was, trying desperately not to cum as I sat back down.

      

      “How was it, babe?” Kayleigh asked Brandon. They chatted quietly for a moment—too quiet for me to decipher—and I sat in the chair, secretly touching myself to the sight of my husband’s dick still hard and throbbing deep inside Kayleigh’s pussy.

      

      I trembled and shook and felt the familiar swell as my own climax arrived. I huffed and tried to remain as quiet as possible, riding my orgasm in the chair as I clasped my legs together and shook wildly.

      

      Kayleigh knew, though. She looked over her shoulder and said, “See, Brandon? She’s having an orgasm. I told you this was her fantasy.”

      

      I felt so angry, yet I was speechless in the midst of my orgasm.

      

      Kayleigh knew this, and she took full advantage.

      

      I could do nothing but remain seated, climaxing, with my hand over my mouth as Brandon looked at Kayleigh and then at me. I tried to speak, but I couldn’t; not yet, anyway.

      

      “She was never going to tell you. I only found out today. That’s why I knew I should do the noble thing and tell you,” Kayleigh said.

      

      “I’ve always loved you, Brandon. You deserve somebody better. Somebody who doesn’t have slutty secrets like that. And now, maybe you’ll get more than just a nice girl,” Kayleigh said, already rubbing her belly. “Maybe you can get a loyal wife and a family?” she smiled, looking at me.

      

      “Maybe so,” Brandon said. “I always liked you, too, you know.”

      

      “Well, then, why stop only one round of sex? Let’s go into the bedroom and make a baby on yours and Chelsea’s bed,” Kayleigh said. “You and Chelsea can figure out what you’re going to do going forward. But from now on, I’m a part of your marriage, now—a big part. That’s what Chelsea wants, after all,” she said, eyeing me.

      

      “I mean, if she didn’t, she would come out and tell me. It’s not like I have any other secrets to spill, right  Chels?” Kayleigh smiled.

      

      I was silent.

      

      Brandon carried Kayleigh away and down the hallway. She had her arms wrapped around him and was still sitting on his dick as it oozed cum down his ballsack.

      

      I grit my teeth and wanted to cry. I wanted to go into the bedroom and attack Kayleigh with all my fury and might.

      

      Instead, when I regained my composure, I snuck down the hallway and listened to my husband as he fucked Kayleigh doggystyle on our bed.

      

      Kayleigh already knew I would be there peeping on them. “Get in here and pamper my asshole, babe,” she demanded.

      

      And, like the servant I had now become to my best friend and my husband, I did as I was told.
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      I looked around my new college campus with a heart full of hope.  It was the fresh start I needed.  The leaves were already beginning to fall from the campus maple trees, even though the air was still warm from summer.  I hadn’t realized I was grinning until Aaron told me so.

      “What are you so happy about?” he asked.  He tugged on the straps of his backpack, looking devilishly sexy in his burgundy button up and jeans.  His short golden-brown hair was just long enough to blow in the wind.  I could feel my lips stretch into a wider grin as I took him in.  “Nothing,” I said.  “I guess I’m just excited about going to the same college as my hot boyfriend.”

      He smiled and closed the distance between us, wrapping his arms around my waist.  “You’re the one who’s hot,” he said, pressing a finger to my nose.  I wasn’t sure what he saw in me.  Whatever it was, no one had ever seen it before.  I was the “nerd” of my high school, though I was never actually nerdy enough to fit in with the smarter kids.  I never really felt like I fit in anywhere, until I met Aaron.

      It was by chance that Aaron and I were attending the same college, though destiny only played a small role.  We were attending the closest state school to our home towns.  Aaron and I were from different towns, but we met at our summer jobs at the movie theater between them.  No one that had worked there knew me from school or my reputation for getting bullied.  It was the first time I felt like I could really be myself.  Most of that was because of Aaron.

      Aaron’s lips pressed to mine and I inhaled the sweet smell of his sun-kissed skin.  My hands found his neck, still trembling with nerves even though we’d been dating for two months.  I pulled him in close and felt my body tense against his.  My glasses started to slip down my nose and I broke our kiss to adjust them.  “I hate these things,” I said.

      Aaron laughed.  “I like them,” he said.  “I’ve always had a thing for girls with glasses.  At least stylish ones like yours.”

      “You think my glasses are stylish?”

      He nodded.  “They go well with your curly hair.”  He ran his fingers through my hair and I thought I might melt at his touch.  My eyes began to close until they caught something curvy in the distance.  They opened and readjusted, only for my stomach to drop to the ground.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

      Aaron turned his head.  “What?”

      The curvy figure made eye contact and released her sly grin.  She dropped her luggage and waved an arm over her head.  “Well, look who it is!  Hey, virgin!”

      My cheeks burned red hot and I balled my hands into fists.  “Brittany, who’s that?” asked Aaron.  I held him close, using him more as a shield than I should’ve done.

      “That’s Ginny,” I said.  “We went to high school together.”

      “Did she just call you a virgin?”  He chuckled.  “But we’ve fucked at least a dozen times.”  His eyes widened.  “Oh.  Fuck, was I your first?”

      I exhaled and nodded as Ginny came over.  Despite the warm air, she was dressed all in black.  A black crop top went with her black skinny jeans.  Her eyes were black like her soul, but somehow they still had a playful light in them.

      “Who’s this rugged stud?  He’s gotta be related to you, because I know you’d never get a boyfriend.”

      Aaron stood in front of me and pulled my arms around him.  “Actually,” he said, “that’s exactly what I am.  Her boyfriend.  I don’t know the Brittany you knew in high school, but she’s different now.  So you better watch your back.”

      My heart raced.  He was saying all of the worst things to say to someone like Ginny.  “Oh, is that so?” she asked.  Normally, that would be about the time she’d give me a shove.  This time, she looked at Aaron instead and took a step back.  “Guess that’s what college is all about, right?  Broadening your horizons and all that shit?”

      “Exactly,” said Aaron.  “In fact, maybe the three of us should hang out tonight.  You two can catch up and get to know each other better.”

      Ginny grinned and stared at Aaron.  “Sounds great.  How about 7?”

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said.  I was less worried about being bullied and more worried that the big flirt would somehow steal Aaron away from me.  After all, she was hot and so was he.  I could only hope and pray Aaron would find her personality as disgusting as I did, but what if he didn’t?  What if he wanted her like every other guy did?

      “Come on,” said Aaron.  “We’re in college now.  It’s time to grow up.  By the looks of it, you two will be in the same dorm hall.  You’re bound to run into each other on occasion.  Don’t you want to start off on the right foot?”

      I groaned.  “I’d rather switch schools.”

      Ginny’s eyes widened.  “Geez, man.  I had no idea you felt that way about me.”

      “Really?  You couldn’t tell how much I hated you in school?”

      “Hated me?  For what?  A little teasing?  We were just joking around.  We always considered you one of the girls.”

      That was a lie and a half.  She was trying not to look like such a jerk in front of my hot boyfriend.  That could only mean she was already thinking about trying to steal him from me.  But if I didn’t agree to hang out, then I would look like the asshole.  I didn’t want to push Aaron away sooner.

      “Alright,” I reluctantly agreed.  “We’ll meet at 7.”
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening, I met Aaron back in the same courtyard where we’d run into Ginny.  Aaron was in dark slacks and a blue button down.  I wondered why he was so dressed up.  Was it for me?  Or was it for my arch enemy?

      “You look nice,” I said, looping an arm around his thick waist and bringing him into me.

      “I agree,” said a deep voice from behind me.  I knew without looking that it was Ginny.  Aaron smiled and peered at her over my shoulder.

      “Ready to do this?”

      “Do what, exactly?” Ginny asked.  I wondered the same thing.

      “Come on,” he said, taking my hand and pulling me toward the courtyard exit.  “I know of a place where we can be alone.”

      I knew without looking behind me that Ginny was close by.  I could feel her body heat as she followed us toward the middle of campus.  We followed Aaron in silence, unaware of where he was taking us until the theater building came into view.

      “Are we allowed in there?” I asked.

      Aaron turned to answer, but it was Ginny whose voice rang out first.  “Of course not.  I have to hand it to you, Brittany.  Your boyfriend’s pretty cool.”  It was the first time she’d called me by my name since I’d met her.

      “I know a guy who acts here,” said Aaron.  “One of the doors has a bad lock.”  Aaron led us to that area of the building and jiggled the handle until the door popped open.  “You guys wait here while I make sure the coast is clear.”

      Ginny and I were alone as he disappeared inside.  I ignored Ginny as best I could, but then she started talking.

      “Hey, girl.  I’m really sorry for how I was in school.  I was a bitch.”

      “Yeah,” I said.  “You were.”

      “I know it’s not an excuse, but I was kind of dealing with some shit.  Now that I’m living on my own, I don’t feel as much like lashing out.”

      “Really?  Because you still seem pretty irritating.”

      “Hey, I’m trying to apologize here.”

      I met her gaze.  She looked surprisingly genuine.  Her brows were pinched together and for once she wasn’t grinning.  “It’s cool,” I said.  “But you should know that I’m different too.”

      “I guess so,” she said, nodding her head in Aaron’s direction.  “I’m guessing I can’t call you ‘virgin’ anymore.”

      I smiled.  “Nope.  You can’t.”

      “That’s a shame.  I could’ve taught you a thing or two.”

      I didn’t know what she had meant by that.  I assumed she’d meant she liked teasing me, but this was an odd time to be lamenting it if she was trying to apologize.  I shrugged it off as social awkwardness, something I was frequently guilty of myself.  Aaron called us inside when the coast was clear.

      “Come on,” he said.  We slipped inside the dark theater and headed to the stage.  I still couldn’t believe I was hanging out with Ginny, much less sharing some of my boyfriend time with her.  I thought about her apology all the way to the stage and realized maybe she wasn’t such a bad person after all.

      Aaron flicked on a dim light and sat down at the edge of the stage, letting his legs dangle off. I sat next to him.  To my surprise, Ginny sat next to me and sat rather close.  Then she proceeded to take off her black crop top.

      “Woah, what are you doing?” I asked.

      “It’s fucking hot in here,” she said.  “Relax.  My bra has plenty of coverage.”  She was right.  It was a thick, but lacy bralette that covered her ribs as well as her chest.  But I could see her nipples poking through the fabric, and I was sure Aaron could see them too.

      “I don’t mind,” said Aaron.  His eyes swept over Ginny’s taut abs and my body tensed.  This had already become my worst nightmare.

      “Aaron, I’m right here, you know?”

      “What?” he said.  “You can’t admit when another girl is attractive?”

      “Relax,” said Ginny.  “I’m not going to steal your man.”

      “Oh yeah? And how do I know that?”

      “Why don’t you pull down the top of your dress, Brittany?  Make it even.”

      I looked at Aaron and then Ginny.  Fuck it, I thought.  I slipped my dress down, letting the fabric bunch at my waist.  I was as lean as they come, but I had a little bit of muscle too.  I leaned back against the stage behind me to try and show off my abs more.

      “Not bad,” said Ginny.  “But how does your pussy look?”

      Aaron chuckled, and I shrugged my shoulders.  “Aaron seems satisfied with it.”

      “It’s perfect,” said Aaron, making my chest swell with pride.

      Ginny raised a brow and leaned forward.  “I notice you didn’t describe it.’”  Without warning, she lifted the skirt of my dress up to my hips.  She tugged at my panties to try and peek inside.  “Come on, girly.  What does it look like?  Do you shave or trim?”

      “None of your damn business,” I said, clutching my waistband back from her.

      “Look, I’ll show you mine.”  She stood and unzipped her dark jeans.  She pulled them down over her hips with her panties and thrust her shaved pussy in our direction, but I put up my hand.

      “Put that thing away.  No one wants to see your disgusting pussy,” I said.  I couldn’t help but smile.  I’d never successfully insulted Ginny before.  It felt good.

      “Is this disgusting?” she asked.  Without thinking, I turned my head and saw deliciously plump folds between her fingers.  My jaw must’ve fallen open, because my mouth suddenly went dry.

      Aaron was laughing at us.  “You know what would be hot?”

      I glared at him.  “No.  No fucking way.”

      “You don’t even know what I was going to say.”

      “Yes, I do.  All you guys are the same.  You like to take two straight girls and make them fuck each other.”

      Ginny was still touching her pussy as she giggled.  “Your boyfriend’s been trying to get you to fuck another girl?  Interesting…”

      “What’s so interesting about it?” I asked.

      “Oh, I forgot,” she said.  “You never had any friends.  Friends do that shit to each other all the time.  You know, you’re just hanging around and get kind of horny.  Then you give each other oral and fondle each other’s tits.  It’s no big deal.”

      I burst into laughter.  “Yeah, if you’re a lesbian.”

      Ginny smirked.  “Don’t knock it until you try it.”

      “Maybe you should teach her,” Aaron said, egging her on.

      Ginny’s eyes lit up.  “Yeah, maybe I should.”

      I took another look at her pussy and noticed how wet it was getting.  Why was it getting so fucking wet right now?  And why was my mouth watering at the sight of it.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and lowered my gaze.

      Aaron leaned into me and kissed me hard.  I didn’t know what for.  As his lips parted, so did mine until our tongues met.  He wove his fingers into mine and lifted my hands up.  I continued kissing him as he slipped my fingers between Ginny’s thighs.  I didn’t realize I was touching Ginny’s wet pussy until it was too late.

      He palmed the outside of my hand, trapping it there.  He placed my other hand on the hard-on in his pants while we kissed.  He helped me finger Ginny until even Aaron’s kiss couldn’t distract me anymore.

      I pulled away and stood up.  “This is crazy,” I said.  “I’m not doing this.”

      “Sit down, virgin,” Ginny said.  I glared at her, but she only smiled.  “That’s right.  I can call you that again, now that I know you’ve never done this kind of thing.  You’re still a bit of a virgin, aren’t you?”

      Aaron, who was still sitting, took my hand and looked up at me with big round eyes.  “Please?” he begged.  “For me?  Just a little fingering.  That’s it.”

      “Fuck,” I breathed.  I didn’t want to disappoint Aaron.  So what if I fingered another girl’s pussy for a second?  That didn’t make me a lesbian.  And if my boyfriend wanted to see it, then all the better, right?  “Fine,” I said.  “Whatever.  But I’m not going to get turned on.  It’s a waste of your time.”  I turned back to Ginny.  “There’s no way I’m letting you call me virgin anymore.”

      She grinned and pulled up her pants.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “I’m going to let you receive,” she said.  “That way you’ll know how good it can feel even if you aren’t a lesbian.”

      She pushed on my shoulders until I fell back down on the stage, and then she sat down beside me.  Her hand moved slowly up my thighs.  My body trembled under Aaron’s and Ginny’s heated gazes.  What the fuck was I doing?  I hated Ginny more than anyone in the world and now I was going to let her touch my pussy?  My breath was quick and shallow, but I tried to hide that I was aroused.  I shouldn’t have been aroused.  Not by a girl.  Definitely not by Ginny.

      Her slender hand slipped inside my panties.  When her fingers grazed my slit, I bucked against her.  She smiled like she knew what that meant.  But I could still save face in front of Aaron.  I tried not to let my hips roll forward again, but when Ginny’s fingers slipped inside me, I couldn’t help it.  I was eager for a release.

      Her stroke was slow and equally teasing.  Little puffs escaped me as the tension built.  Aaron was biting his bottom lip, staring at the two of us with renewed lust.  In fact, I was sure I’d never seen him look at me like that before.

      I tried to ease into it.  So what if Ginny was fingering my pussy?  My hot boyfriend seemed to be enjoying it and it did feel good.  That didn’t make me a lesbian.  I wasn’t even sure it made me bi.

      Ginny continued to finger me in long, smooth strokes.  Her fingers were warm and the pressure against my clit was firm.  There was something about her touch that made me loathe her and crave her at the same time.  I was disgusted by the fact that her fingers were inside me, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt.

      Aaron leaned forward, his gaze now on Ginny.  Ginny leaned forward too.  I could see what was happening long before it happened, but I couldn’t put a stop to it.  Ginny’s finger’s felt too good.  The sight of the two of them was too good.  They leaned in closer until their lips met.  My boyfriend and my enemy were kissing over my lap while my enemy fingered my pussy.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathed, feeling my climax burst through me.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”  I hunched forward, trying to contain myself.  I hadn’t been prepared.  I hadn’t realized I was so close.

      Aaron chuckled.  “Wow, I’ve never seen her come so fast before,” he said.  “I think you should reward Ginny for making you feel so good.”

      I pulled my panties up and my dress down, frowning at the wet mess I’d made.  “Reward her?  How?”

      “You should eat her out,” he said.

      “Now, wait a minute.  All she does is finger me and now I have to eat her out?”

      Ginny placed a hand on my stomach, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.  “I know of something I want even more.”

      Her eyes flicked to my boyfriend and she licked her lips.  A ‘no’ was on the tip of my tongue until I saw how much Aaron wanted her.  The jealousy that had snaked through me earlier had subsided.  Watching the two of them kiss was what had made me come.  How hot would it be to actually share him with another woman?

      Aaron turned to me.  “I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do.”

      I opened my lips to say no, but nothing came out.  Ginny, noticing, moved forward with her plan.  I was helpless to stop her.

      She lifted her bralette up until her tits were exposed.  It was too late to shield her from Aaron’s gaze.  Her breasts were out in the evening air, nipples hard as little erasers.

      I wanted to tell her to put them away, but they were so perfect, and she looked so beautiful sitting there with them fully exposed.  The setting of the auditorium behind her added a nice touch.  I could only imagine us on this stage while the auditorium was full of people, with Ginny flashing her perfect tits to everyone.

      Ginny leaned over me and pressed her lips to mine.  I let her.  I didn’t know why, but I let her.  Her tongue probed my lips and swept against mine.  She tasted like honey and melons.  I reached up for her tits and massaged them in my hands.  But before I could please her too much, she pulled back.

      “I’m going to suck your boyfriend’s cock now.”

      All I could do was nod.

      The thought of Ginny swallowing my boyfriend’s cock made me hum with jealousy, but the thought of watching him come for her made me salivate.  “Go on,” I said, finally finding my voice.  “Do it.”

      Aaron shifted on the stage and laid back while removing his jeans and briefs.  Ginny grinned wide and crawled over him.  They both lay beside me on the stage, about to put on a show just for me.

      She parted her lips, keeping her gaze fixed on Aaron’s huge cock.  The giant, bulbous head met her lips and pushed past them.

      I couldn’t help but groan and place a hand behind her head as Aaron pushed his cock in and out, inching toward the back of her throat.  I moaned, my clit sparking with the desire to come again.

      Ginny sucked in her cheeks and swirled her tongue over Aaron’s shaft.  Why was it making me wet to watch her suck him?  Maybe it was the way Aaron was moaning while beneath her.  Maybe it was the sight of her hanging breasts.  Whatever it was, I couldn’t change it.  My pussy was wet and aching with need.

      Without warning, Aaron withdrew his cock and hunched forward.  “That was a close one,” he said.  “I almost came.”

      “Why didn’t you?” asked Ginny, her lips full and her eyes wide.

      “Because all this has me wanting something more.”

      Adrenaline raced through me.  What the fuck did he mean ‘something more?’  I couldn’t help but slide a hand between my legs, inching up my dress just enough to show a sliver of my wet pussy.  I slid my panties to the side and began to play with myself.  Now Ginny and Aaron were getting the perfect view of my pussy and tits.

      “What does it make you want?” I breathed, my eyes fluttering with desire.  “Whatever you want, you can have.”

      “Do what?” Ginny asked.

      My fingers slid between the lips of my pussy and disappeared inside.  I moaned and rolled my hips at the image of what was to come.

      “You’ll find out soon enough,” said Aaron.  He gripped her shoulders and turned her away from him, pushing her down toward the stage.  I had to hold my glasses to my face to keep them from falling.  After removing his shirt, he slid her dark jeans and panties down over her ass.  Her tits were pressed up against the cold stage making her skin break out in goosebumps.  Aaron’s hands gripped her ass cheeks and spread them wide.  When his saliva touched her asshole, I knew it was too late to turn back.

      Ginny stared at me as I teased myself to the sight of them.  She clawed at the stage, desperate for something to grip as she braced for the cock she knew was coming.

      I wondered if this was the first time she’d ever done anal.  I wondered if, in some way, she’d be losing her virginity today.

      Aaron lathered his cock with his own spit and worked a finger inside her hole.  “It feels better than I thought,” Ginny said, confirming that she was a virgin when it came to anal sex.

      Aaron worked his finger in and out until she was nice and relaxed.  My moans grew louder.  “Fuck her hard,” I breathed.  “I’m about to come.  I want to see you fill her first.”

      Aaron spit one more time on her ass and then leaned over her until his lips were near her ear.  “Ready to lose your virginity?” he whispered teasingly.  It was clear to more than just me that she’d never done this before.

      She didn’t reply.  It looked like she didn’t like the virgin jokes any more than I did.

      His thick tip pressed to her slick hole and pushed against her.  He inched inside, spreading her open.  “Fuck,” she breathed as she tried to take him in.  He was so long and so thick that it looked like she might split in two.  “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

      Aaron groaned like he was in heaven and then slammed his dick all the way inside her.  I let out a moan and heard Aaron moan louder.

      “Yes, yes!” I said.  “Fuck her hard.  Make her like it.”  I couldn’t believe I was talking this way.  Not once had I ever talked dirty with her.  The sight of them turned me on so much.

      Aaron pulled his hips back and slammed them forward.  He began to rock himself in and out of her, his thick rod massaging her inner walls.  My chest tightened, but my pussy pulsed with pleasure.  I fingered myself and teased my clit.

      As if following my lead, Aaron reached under Ginny’s stomach with his free hand and began to finger her.  “How does it feel, baby?  Do you like it?”

      She huffed as the pain and pleasure swirled into one.  “Yes,” she breathed.  “I fucking like it.”

      “Oh fuck, that’s so hot,” he said, fingering her faster as he played with her clit.

      While Aaron pounded her ass, his balls with each thrust, Ginny wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me toward her head.  “This isn’t right,” she said.  “You playing with yourself all alone.”

      I understood her meaning and spread my legs, scooting my exposed pussy toward her.  She wrapped her arms around my thighs and watched me lean back as her tongue made contact.  She licked up and down my wet, puffy slit.  My back arched, and my breasts rose and fell with my heavy breathing.

      “Fuck,” said Aaron who now had the perfect view of us.  “I won’t last much longer.”

      “Good,” Ginny said in between moans.  “Because neither will I.”

      I shared their sentiments.  I placed one hand on my breast and kept the other hand on the back of Ginny’s head.  Aaron fingered her nice and slow while she devoured my pussy.  With each flick of her tongue came a moan as Aaron rammed her ass with his long, hard cock.  As if each of his thrusts sent a vibration through all of us, a chain reaction of grunts and moans sent us all over the edge.

      It started with me.  I clutched Ginny’s hair in my fingers as I came against her face.  Then she let out a moan against me as her orgasm shot through her.  Aaron’s fingers then dug into her ass and he slammed harder than ever before, burying his cock deep inside her as he shot his load.  His warm, slick cum filled her ass, defiling her in a way I would never forget.

      Aaron withdrew his cock and leaned back on his ass.  I sat up and pulled my dress down my hips and up over my breasts.  Ginny was the last, laying there almost naked with Aaron’s cum spilling out of her ass.  Fuck, did I really just let them do that?  And did it really make me come?

      “Congrats,” said Aaron.  He was out of breath.  “You’re no longer a virgin.”  It was then that I realized Aaron had done this intentionally to turn the tables on the teasing.  This was something I could hold over Ginny’s head.  It was more evidence to me that Ginny wasn’t going to steal Aaron after all.  Even though I wasn’t sure I was done wanting to watch them fuck.

      Ginny began to dress.  “I’m thinking I might want to do this again.”

      My cheeks turned red and my gaze met Aaron’s.  “I think I’d be down for that.”

      Aaron grabbed my hands in his and leaned toward me.  “Do you mean it, Brittany?  Can we do this again?”

      I adjusted my glasses and looked at Ginny.  She seemed different to me now.  Vulnerable in a way, even though it was me who’d given up her boyfriend.  I couldn’t help but feel like I understood her better now.  That we were closer somehow.

      “Yeah,” I said.  “I don’t think we’re through here.  “I’m sure there are lots of things we can try that we’ve never done before.”

      “I’m impressed,” said Ginny.  “I always thought you were too much of a saint for any of this.”

      “Not anymore,” Aaron said, wrapping his arms around me from behind.

      “That’s right, Ginny.  Not anymore.”
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      I’m not sure what compelled me to look through my hotel window at that exact moment.  I was feeling restless, I supposed, and decided to see what the weather was like thinking I might go for a walk outside near the woods.

      But once I pulled the curtains back, I couldn’t stop staring at the couple in the pool.  It was a pitch-black night with a full moon, illuminating every curve of their bodies.

      The dark-haired man had wide shoulders and had leaned his back against the side of the pool.  The blond woman in front of him had her ass pressed to his groin.  He kissed her neck and gave her breasts a quick squeeze before untying her top.

      A gasp escaped me.  They were so sexy and yet so public.  Weren’t they afraid of getting caught?  And what if I wasn’t the only one watching them?  Didn’t that matter to them at all?

      On top of everything else, I couldn’t get over the feeling that I knew the guy from somewhere.  But with it being so dark, and with his body sandwiched between the girl and the side of the pool, I couldn’t make out much about him.

      The girl’s top came loose and her supple breasts floated in the water.  His hands cupped them again, his fingers twisting her nipples as if they were dials.

      Her moans could be heard through every cabin in our wooded resort.  My own nipples pearled against my bra and my panties were wet.  I’d never been turned on by another woman before, but then again, I never watched one get fucked in a pool before either.

      And they were fucking.  Her bottoms were floating alongside her top, drifting away from their bodies.  Her back was arched, her hand on his neck, while they kissed.  Their tongues tangled while they moaned into each other’s mouths.

      Whoever the guy was, he was good at pleasing her.  One of his hands drifted down her stomach and between her legs.  I knew that he was already inside her based on his rough thrusts from behind.

      Across the way, I saw a couple cabin lights flicker on, shadows moving about the windows.  I definitely wasn’t the only one that had noticed the erotic couple in the pool.

      The moans died a slow death as they came and then drifted back down to earth together.  The girl turned to face the boy and kissed him long and hard before swimming away to collect her swimsuit.

      I could just barely make out the outline of the guy’s roman features.  So familiar, and yet…I couldn’t make out enough to be sure.

      I stepped away from the window, no longer interested in going for a walk.  I needed a cold shower to calm my body down from the heat that spread through it while watching them.  I went to the bathroom and started the water.  When I undressed, I felt every inch of my clothes drifting against my sensitive skin.  Just removing my shirt was close to making me come.

      I stepped under the cascading water and ran my hands over my body.  I cupped my breasts like he’d cupped hers.  I dipped my hand between my legs and teased my swollen pussy.

      I imagined the stranger taking me from behind while I was on display for the whole resort.  Thrusting, writhing, moaning.

      A moan of my own drifted into the cabin air and my body shuddered.  I came much more quietly than they had, but I still felt insecure.  As if someone was watching me.  Maybe because I’d imagined it that way.

      I don’t know why I felt ashamed as I turned off the water, but I did.  I wrapped myself up in a towel and stared at my reflection.  Pink, flushed cheeks.  Mousy brown hair.  Big hazel eyes that looked almost too young.  Jailbait young, even though I was twenty-two.

      A couple like that would never be interested in a girl like me.  They probably had sex everywhere and were unable to keep their hands off each other.  They were both sexy, athletic, and beautiful.  I was…average.

      I dressed in some casual pajamas and went to bed, but I couldn’t escape my thoughts of them.  Even in my dreams I saw them fucking and heard their moans.
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        * * *

      

      To say I was rattled the next day would be an understatement.  I hoped a fresh cup of coffee and a healthy breakfast would bring me down to earth.  I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d seen that guy somewhere before.  Maybe he was an actor or a model.  Maybe I’d seen him in a car commercial or something.

      I picked up an orange from the continental breakfast and poured some coffee in a ceramic mug.  I turned to head toward the table when I slammed into a wall of muscle.

      My gaze traveled upward until it met eyes so dark they were almost black.  And that’s when it dawned on me.

      This was pool guy, and I most certainly knew him from somewhere.

      “Hey, Michelle,” he said, smirking as if he knew I’d watched them.  “Funny running into you here.”

      I stumbled over my next words.  “Travis…what are you doing here?”  Travis was my ex-boyfriend, only he didn’t look like that when we dated.  And we never had sex because I was still young enough to believe in saving myself until marriage.

      But once I got to college, I lost my virginity.  And Travis, it seemed, gained about fifty pounds of muscle.

      He nudged his shoulder against mine.  “Same as you.  Vacationing.”

      I wanted to ask him if that was him in the pool last night, even though I already knew it was.  I didn’t, because I didn’t want him to know I’d been watching.  Travis had always been trying to get into my pants when we dated, and he would’ve taken great pleasure in knowing I came to thought of him pounding me from behind.

      “Come on, peach.”  Peach was the nickname he’d given me when we dated.  “I want you to meet someone.”

      He took my hand and dragged me to a small table where a blond woman sat.  It didn’t take half a second to realize she was the girl from last night.

      “Michelle, this is Kaylee.  Kaylee, Michelle.  She and I dated back in high school.”

      Kaylee studied me with a smirk that matched Travis.  No wonder they had sex in public.  Everything was just a big joke to them.

      “Nice to meet you.  Would you like to eat with us?”

      Kaylee had a big plate of pancakes and sausages.  I don’t know where she fit all that food because her body was slim with curves in all the right placed.

      “Nah.  I should head back to my room.”  The words were a lie.  My body wanted to stay, and my curiosity wanted to get to know Kaylee more.

      “Nonsense,” she said, taking my hand in hers.  It was slender and silky and warm.  Even from across the table and through the cloud of maple syrup, I could smell her coconut shampoo.  “You and Travis have history and I’m curious about it.”

      “Not this one,” Travis said to Kaylee, confusing me.  What did he mean by that?

      “Oh, come on, Travis.  I just want to talk to her.  That’s all.”

      Why did I get the feeling they wanted to murder me?  And why did I sit down of my own free will?

      My body was a traitor, but my mind wasn’t much better.  My mind was in overdrive thinking of ridiculous scenarios.  All but the one they were after.

      Kaylee asked me questions about my time with Travis and looked genuinely interested in the answers.  Out of nowhere she said, “You’re really pretty, Michelle.  You know that?”

      Travis, who was sitting beside me with his arms folded over his chest, lifted his gaze to his girlfriend.  “Stop it, Michelle.  I know what you’re doing.  Trust me, she isn’t interested.”

      I glared at Travis.  I didn’t know what Kaylee wanted, but how dare he answer for me?  “Interested in what?” I asked.

      Kaylee looked around as if this was top secret shit.  When her blue eyes met mine, I melted.  “Ever had a threesome?”

      I shook my head, my heart racing.

      “Ever wanted to?”

      My jaw fell open.  I didn’t know where she was going with this.  Was she asking me to have a threesome with her and Travis?  If so…my body was definitely interested.

      Travis sighed and rubbed his face in his hand.  “I told you she’s not –”

      “Yes,” I blurted out before Travis could answer for me again.

      His eyes widened.  “Wait, what?  Seriously?”

      I kept my gaze on Kaylee while I answered Travis.  “It’s been a long time since we dated,” I reminded him.  “I’m not the same Peach you used to know.”

      Kaylee grinned.  “Is Peach his nickname for you?”

      I nodded.

      Her eyes were alight with mischief.  “Peach is fitting.  Because I can’t wait to see yours.”
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        * * *

      

      Kaylee and Travis led me back to the room.  It was still early morning and I couldn’t believe I’d just agreed to a threesome with my ex-boyfriend and his new girlfriend.  The only reason I didn’t turn and run away was the memory of them fucking in the pool.  Travis looked like a lay I never should’ve missed out on and Kaylee was the first woman that had ever turned me on.

      So despite the bizarreness of the situation, I was curious and almost eager to experience it for myself.

      Once we were back at their room, Kaylee pushed against Travis’s chest and said, “Go for a walk.  I’ll call you when we’re ready.”

      Travis glanced at me as if trying to make sure I was really down for this, then he turned on his heel and left.  “Where is he going?  I thought we were going to…um…”

      Kaylee giggled.  “You’re cute.”  She took my hand and led me inside.  “This isn’t your typical threesome.  I like something very specific.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat.  “Like what?”

      She closed the door and her gaze swept over my body, sending a shiver up my spine.  “I like to watch.”

      “You like to watch what?”  What had I gotten myself into?  I tried to remind myself that I could leave at any moment if I got too uncomfortable.  So far, my body wanted to stay rooted in place.

      “I like to watch Travis fuck other girls.  I like to get them dolled up for him.  I like to get them nice and wet for him.”

      My heart raced so fast I thought it would jump out of my chest.  Kaylee took a step toward me and pushed a strand of my hair behind my ear.  Her fingers tickled the lobe, sending a jolt of pleasure through my body.

      “I’m going to kiss you now,” she warned, but I didn’t need the warning.  I was more than ready.

      Her eyelids closed and her lips came closer until they brushed against mine.  She smelled of maple syrup and cinnamon.  Her lips were soft against mine, parting slowly.  I pushed my tongue forward, readying it to meet hers.

      When her tongue touched mine, my body tingled.  I’d never kissed a girl before, but I enjoyed kissing her.  It was soft and delicate and forbidden.  I wasn’t a lesbian and she wasn’t my lover.  She was Travis’s.

      But there we were, tongues dancing while Kaylee began to undress me.  First, it was my crop top and then my bra.  Next, she kissed her way down my torso, pausing to suck in each nipple, and tugged my leggings and panties down.

      She stared at my pussy for a long moment, studying it like it was a math problem.  Then her thumb touched the light dusting of hair above my slit and tugged the skin upward.  When my clit came into view, she sucked it into her mouth and I nearly collapsed from the pleasure.

      My fingers were in her hair.  Her tongue flicked against my sensitive nub.  Her eyes were focused on my face as my body shook.  She was so soft and gentle it was almost like she wasn’t even there.  Her tongue was like a whisper against my skin, and yet my body had never felt more ablaze.

      She stood up and led me to the bed.  I reached for her clothes, but she grabbed my wrists.  “This is about you,” she cooed.  She pushed my naked body against the hotel mattress and climbed between my legs.

      Her fingers gripped one of my thighs and bent my leg upward.  She licked at my wet pussy like it was a lollipop.  Her tongue was flat enough that I could roll my hips against her.  That was, apparently, her way of learning what I liked.

      Once she understood the rhythm, she devoured me, reaching up to pinch my nipples while she sucked.  My fingers found her hair again and clasped her strands tight.  My back arched and moan after moan escaped me, reverberating off the walls.

      By the time Kaylee slid two fingers inside me, I was ready to come.

      She pumped her fingers in and out, curling them against my most sensitive spot while she licked and sucked my clit.  Her finger still tugged at my nipples, sending jolts of electric pleasure through every one of my limbs.  I cried out and writhed against her as if I were being strangled when really, I was just a coming mess on her sheets.

      I was covered in clean sweat as I came down, panting and almost begging for more.

      Kaylee stood up and grabbed something out of her suitcase.  It was a ruby red lingerie set.  “Now it’s time to get you dressed,” she said.

      She brought the panties to my ankles and slid them up my legs.  My arousal dripped in the fabric, staining the new pair of panties.  She then hoisted me up to sitting and slipped on the bra, her lips brushing my neck as she clasped it behind me.

      Last were the stockings that she rolled up my slender thighs, fastening them to a red garter belt. She was preparing her offering to her boyfriend.  My ex-boyfriend.

      She pulled out her phone and said, “We’re ready.”  The call ended and Kaylee moved to a chair positioned at an angle to the bed.  She waited patiently for Travis to return.

      When the door swung open, I knew there was no turning back.
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        * * *

      

      Kaylee was in a flowy, thigh-length dress that rode up to her hips when she sat down.  Her legs were slightly parted as were her lips.

      Travis took one glance at me on the bed and his smirk returned.  He’d always been cocky, but now I knew I was giving him the one thing he’d always wanted when we last dated.  I almost didn’t want to give in out of spite, but then my body really wanted to know what it felt like to be fucked by him.

      He removed his shirt and tossed it to the side before pouncing on the bed and climbing over me.  His head hovered above mine, but he didn’t kiss me.  Not yet.

      Instead, he dragged his knuckles over my cheek, down my neck, and over my breast.  My nipple puckered through the bra, begging to be teased.  When my back arched, seeking his touch, that’s when his mouth claimed mine.

      I’d kissed him before, but never like this.

      Our mouths were open, our tongues tangling together.  He smelled of woods and musk and sex.  His hands glided over my breasts and along my ribs.  My skin broke out in goosebumps as his fingers trailed lower.  Over my belly button.  Over my panties.

      He dug his fingers into the fabric and parted my folds.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him hard, my body writhing against him.

      In the corner of the room, I heard small gasps escaping Kaylee’s slender throat.  I stole a peek at her and watched her hand slide up under her dress.  She teased her panties in the same the way that her boyfriend was teasing mine.

      I worked at Travis’s belt and slid it free.  My fingers unfasted his pants, but before I could pull out his cock, he gripped my hips and flipped me onto my stomach with ease.

      I could no longer see Kaylee, but she could see me as her boyfriend slid my panties down and pulled my hips up into the air.  He buried his face in my pussy, licking and sucking like he’d been hungry for this for years.

      I gripped the bed sheets, pushing my hips against him as I sought release.  His tongue was warm and his breath tickled my skin.  He slipped two fingers inside me at once while teasing my clit with his tongue.  He knew right where my g-spot was – something I hadn’t been expecting him to find as fast as he had.

      I threw my head back and moaned, not unlike Kaylee had the night before.  When my head came back, Travis fisted my hair, holding me in that position.  He was now just fingering me while circling my clit with his thumb.

      A moment later, his warm tongue found my asshole and probed it.

      I couldn’t hold back any longer.  Three sensitive areas were being stimulated at once.  I cried out, my whole body shaking with euphoria, and Kaylee’s moans grew louder in response.

      I was still panting when Travis flipped me onto my back again.  Kaylee was in the corner with a hand in her panties as she fingered herself to the sight of us.

      Travis tugged the cups of my bra down below my breasts and sucks my left nipple in his mouth.  He teased it with lazy circles by the tip of his tongue.  My fingers found his hair, clutching him to my chest as I wriggled beneath him. He sucked and sucked, alternating nipples, while he tugged his cock out of his pants and briefs.

      He unhooked my stockings from my garter belt and together we shimmied my panties off of my body.  Kaylee looked like she was aroused as I was.  Her breaths were quick, her chest heaving with the desire to see more.

      Just when I thought Travis was going to enter me, he climbed above me instead until his cock dangled in my face.  It was long, thick, and hard, and I wasn’t sure I could take it in my mouth or my pussy, but for Kaylee, I was going to try.

      I parted my lips and sucked on the engorged tip while flicking my tongue against his sensitive underside.  His palms were plastered against the wall behind us while he threw his head back and groaned.

      “Fuck,” he hissed as I sucked on more of his cock.

      “How does she feel?” Kaylee asked.  It was the first time she spoke since I started fucking her boyfriend.

      “Amazing,” said Travis.  My eyes were wide.  Were they really having this conversation right now?  But my chest filled with pride.  “She’s so tight and warm.  I probably won’t be able to last long.”

      My heart fluttered with desire and a sense of accomplishment.  It only made me want to suck him that much harder, so I did.  I sucked him in until he hit the back of my throat, gagging on it while it choked me.

      My fingers found my slit so I could play with myself while I gagged on his cock.  I never sucked anyone’s cock this hard before, but there was something about knowing that Kaylee was watching that made me want to perform more than usual.

      Travis began rocking his hips, fucking my face like it was any other hole in my body.  Then, in one quick motion, Travis pulled his cock free and sprayed his cum over my face.  I kept my tongue outstretched, eager to taste every drop.

      Travis’s eyes met mine while his cum marked me and I started wondering why I had ever denied him sex before.  So far, he was my best lay, and I couldn’t believe I almost never experienced it.

      Kaylee got up from her chair and joined Travis on the bed.  He moved to the side while Kaylee climbed over.  She kissed me, licking her boyfriend’s cum off my tongue.  And then she began to lick the rest of my face cleaning it.

      “You’re going to eat me out while I watch my boyfriend fuck you,” she said, and all I could do was nod.

      At some point, Kaylee must’ve removed her panties, because when she straddled my face, her pussy was naked.  It smelled like coconut and honey as she lowered down.  I gripped her hips and flicked my tongue against her clit, making her moan and roll her hips against me.

      Then Kaylee bent over and pressed her own tongue to my slit, dragging it up and down.  Her hot mouth closed on my clit, pulling it between her teeth.  I started to lose control of my body, another impending orgasm building to new peaks.

      I mimicked her sucking and flicking until she began rolling her hips above me like ocean waves lapping against the beach.  I felt the engorged tip of Travis pressing to my slit.  The pressure of him and the sensuality of Kaylee’s tongue sent me over the edge.

      Travis thrusted into me and I arched my back in pleasure.  My pussy was still swollen from the orgasm that Kaylee had given me.  Travis thrusted inside me in one go, making me wail against Kaylee’s cunt.

      Kaylee rocked against me while her boyfriend rode me like a storm was brewing inside of him.  He was getting his revenge for me never having fucked him, and I was getting taught a lesson – that I should’ve fucked him.

      And Kaylee was getting off to the whole thing.  Her moans grew louder and her hands gripped my hips tightly as she came, her pussy throbbing against my tongue.  Travis was still plowing me like I was the first pussy he’d ever had, and I felt a third orgasm building inside me.

      Kaylee moved to the side to watch her boyfriend finish the job.  But she didn’t just sit and watch.  She leaned over and sucked on my nipples while Travis fucked me.

      I raised up on my elbows to see his huge, fat cock spreading me open.  Travis looked like a beautiful god sending his wrath down on unruly mortals.  His brows pinched together and his huffs were deep.

      Kaylee’s eyes were on him too while she sucked on me.  Then her fingers found my clit, circling it while she sucked and her boyfriend fucked me.

      “I’m going to come,” Travis warned, and I realized he was bareback.  He was going to fill me with his cum and possibly impregnate me.

      But it was worth the risk.  I wanted to feel his seed swimming inside me.  I wanted to be marked by him and ruined for all men.

      But more importantly, I wanted to impress Kaylee.  She seemed eager to see me defiled in the dirtiest ways by her boyfriend.

      “Come for me,” she begged him, and that was all he needed.  He pounded me hard, slamming his hips against mine until I thought I might break in two.  His cock swelled in my pussy and then his hot seed flooded my tunnel.

      Just then, another orgasm rocked through me, shaking my body like a mini earthquake.  I clutched Kaylee’s hair and arched my back.  I thought I might die from the intensity of the pleasure.

      Travis and I came down together, panting in unison.  When Travis pulled his cock free form my pussy, Kaylee immediately inspected it.  She watched his cum drip from my puffy, swollen slit.  She scooped it up in her fingers and then pushed it back in as close to my cervix as she could get.

      My head was still spinning from the intensity of this early morning sex.  “What now?” I said, uncertain of whether I should leave or whether we’d become good friends.  My body didn’t want to leave them, and my heart was starting to warm up to them in ways that it shouldn’t.

      Kaylee only smiled.  “Now, you’re our plaything for the weekend.”

      “Looks like I was wrong,” Travis said, smirking.  “I guess you did want this after all.”

      “And what about after the weekend?” I asked, afraid I sounded too desperate.  But I wanted more.  More Kaylee and more Travis.  The idea of letting them go off to fuck another woman made me insanely jealous.

      “After the weekend, we’ll exchange numbers.”  Kaylee climbed over me and gave me a long, but soft kiss.  “Because so far, you’re my favorite.”

      She was my favorite too.  And my body was already craving a second round.
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      My boss was hot.  Like drop dead gorgeous.  Every woman in the office thought so, but most of us kept it to ourselves.  We tried to be professional, after all.

      Except for Kendall.  Kendall had a mouth on her.  She was gorgeous from head to toe and frequently told stories about her sex life to other coworkers – whether they wanted to hear about it or not.

      One of these many stories was about our extremely hot boss, Bryan.  She was sitting on my neighbor’s desk, her long legs dangling of the edge, swinging while she recounted a day last week where Bryan supposedly hit on her.

      Well, he didn’t just hit on her.  Apparently they made love in his office.  “We’re like totally together now,” she said, her eyes rolling playfully while a smile graced her pouty pink lips.

      I surge of jealousy spread through me, but I didn’t know why.  I had no claim to Bryan.  He’d never flirted with me.  He was my boss, anyway.  It’s not like I could do anything with him even if I wanted to.

      I mean, I wasn’t a girl like Kendall.

      While the other girls were still oohing and aahing over the idea of Kendall and Bryan screwing in his office, our boss left said office and headed in our direction.  Suddnely the whispers and the murmurs  stopped as Bryan’s broad frame neared my desk.

      He had a folder pressed against his thick chest.  His tailored suit clung perfectly to his beautiful frame.  My heart fluttered at the sight of him, especially now that Kendall had claimed he was willing to screw one of his employees.

      Of course, I didn’t believe her for a second.  That is, not until he approached my desk with his winning smile and his dark hair slicked back.  He set the folder on my desk, touched my shoulder gently and said, “Good work on these reports, Rachel.  Keep it up.”  He winked and I had all the girls’ attention.

      Even Kendall’s.

      Bryan lingered at my desk, his hand still on my shoulder.  Then, he very quietly cleared his throat, straightened his tie, and excused himself back to his office.

      My eyes felt wide as saucers as they swept around the room.  Maybe it was just Kendall’s story, but I had the distinct feeling that Bryan was being a tad more than professional with me, but not in a crude way.

      My heart melted into a puddle at my feet.  Especially when my wide gaze was met with other wide gazes.

      “You better watch out, Kendall.  I think Rachel’s out to steal your man.”

      “I bet Kendall was lying,” said another woman.  “It’s clear Bryan has the hots for Rachel.  And I’ve never seen him act that way to Kendall.”

      Kendall huffed and hopped off of my coworker’s desk.  She marched toward me, her tight black skirt inching up her legs with each step.  She jammed her finger into my shoulder, her nostrils flaring.

      “If you think you’re going to steal my man away from me, you’ve got another thing coming.”

      I turned away from her back toward my desk.  “I’m not stealing anyone.  He’s not yours and he’s not mine either.”

      Kendall scoffed.  “Oh, he’s mine alright.  You just make sure to keep your clothes on.”

      I rolled my eyes and opened the folder full of my reports.  That’s when I noticed a small note inside.  See me in my office, it read, and my heart fluttered.

      I quickly closed the folder and pretended to get back to work.  I didn’t want to show up to Bryan’s office while everyone’s eyes were still on me.  So I waited an hour or so and pretended to use the restroom.  Instead I slipped into his office before anyone had noticed.

      Bryan was hunched over his desk, writing something down.  If he noticed me come in, he didn’t show it.

      I cleared my throat.  “You wanted to see me?”

      He smiled without lifting his gaze.  “Yes, Rachel.  Come and take a seat.”

      My throat bobbed with a swallow and I sat down.  “What can I do for you?” I asked him.

      His icy blue eyes finally lifted and met mine.  “I want to ask you something, but I’m a little nervous.”

      He’s nervous?  He should see how fast my heart is racing right now.

      “Oh?  What for?”

      “Well, I know I’m your boss and you’re my employee, but I was wondering if you’d want to grab a coffee sometime.  Or…dinner.”

      I wiped my palms on my pencil skirt and felt my cheeks burn with heat.  Was my boss asking me out?  Was this even allowed in the code of conduct?

      Of course, who would say anything?  Certainly not me.

      “Yes,” I smiled.  “I’d love that.”

      He exhaled a breath he’d been holding in and smiled back.  “Oh, good.  I was afraid this would be a total disaster.”

      I shook my head.  “No.  Not at all.  I always thought you were sorta cute.”  I wanted to slap myself.  Why did I just say that?

      He leaned back in his chair and tapped his pen against the desk while his eyes scoured my body.  “Oh yeah?  Because I always thought you were sorta drop dead gorgeous.”

      Could my heart beat any faster?  I didn’t think so.  I needed to get out of there before I spontaneously combusted.  “Is that all?” I asked, feeling foolish.

      He nodded, still smiling.  I got up and moved toward the door when I heard him get up behind me.  His presence loomed over me as he approached.  I turned to face him only to realize he was inches from my body.  I backed up against a wall while he bracketed me with his thick arms.

      “What do you say I take you to dinner after work.  Tonight?”

      My mouth went dry.  His manly scent enveloped me.  “Tonight sounds great,” I managed to choke out.

      “I’d like to kiss you, Rachel.  And I don’t know if I can wait until tonight.”

      My eyes fixed on his.  “Then kiss me.”

      His lips crashed against mine eliciting a moan from my throat.  He was a damn good kisser.  His arm snaked around my waist and pulled me close.  But before our tongues could collide, the door swung open.

      Kendall walked in and zeroed in us immediately.  I swore I could see steam pouring out of her ears.  “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

      Now was the time for me to find out if Kendall had been lying or not about being with Bryan.  Bryan looked horrified by being caught, but he could’ve just been scared of an HR call.

      Adrenaline coursed through my veins as we waited for Kendall’s next move.  “I’m reporting this,” she said, and then she skulked out of the room.

      Bryan ran a hand through his hair and exhaled.  I made a move for the door when he gripped my wrist and tugged me back to him.  “I don’t regret it,” he said.

      “Regret what?”

      His fingers stroked my cheek.  “Kissing you.”

      I felt like I could die right there.  I was probably going to miss my chance at being with the most handsome man I’d ever seen because of stupid Kendall.

      I gave Bryan a small peck goodbye before darting from his office and down the hall where I finally caught up with Kendall.

      I tugged her shoulder, spinning her around.  “So it’s okay for you to screw the boss, but for no one else to?”

      She clucked her tongue.  “You’re not screwing him.  He kissed you.  Big deal.”

      “Well you’re not screwing him either,” I said, calling her bluff.  Her eyes widened as if I’d uncovered the truth.

      Of course, she was lying.  I should’ve known.

      “Are you really going to report him?  I’m sorry that you’re jealous, but we’re being consensual.  There’s no power play here.”

      She smirked.  “Let’s just see what HR thinks about it.  Human Resources can be the judge.”

      “Please,” I begged.  “I’ll do anything.  I really, really liked him.”

      “Oh get over yourself.  We all really like him.  Why do you think I made up that stupid story?”

      “Please tell me what I can do to get you to drop this.”

      Her smirk grew wider, her eyes twinkling with mischief.  I hung my head in defeat.  Whatever ideas she had were sure to be bad.  I was practically bargaining with the devil himself.

      “He’s probably not going to go for it.  Neither will you, I reckon.”

      “Go for what?  What is it that you want?”

      She tilted my chin so that my gaze met hers.  “I want to fuck him first.  Before you get the chance to.  And I want you to watch it happen.  So that every time you fuck him after me, you’ll have to think of me.”

      My body tingled at her request.  My belly did a little flip.  I swore my body was getting aroused by the thought, but that couldn’t be.  This was not an arousing situation.

      “You’re right,” I said.  “He won’t go for it.”  I hoped he wouldn’t, even though I wanted to be able to keep my date with him.

      “And you?  I notice you didn’t tell me to fuck off.”

      I exhaled.  The heat of her daring gaze burned a hole through me.  “If you can get him to agree then I’ll watch.  I’ll do anything to keep you quiet.”

      Fuck, was I really agreeing to this?  What if he said yes?  Would I ever be able to be with him knowing that he screwed Kendall first?

      Kendall took my hand in hers – her skin was silky smooth – and led me back to Bryan’s office.  She didn’t bother knocking, just like she hadn’t last time.  Instead, she barged right in.

      And that’s when we saw Bryan stroking himself under his desk.  “Fuck,” he hissed when he saw us.  He quickly shoved his hard cock back in his pants and stood up.

      “Were you jerking it to miss beauty queen over here?”  She laughed.  “How pathetic.  You’re like a school boy when it comes to her.  I can’t believe I ever thought you were relationship material.”

      “Kendall, learn to fucking knock.”

      “Learn to lock your door,” she shot back.

      “It’s broken.”

      “Then get it fixed.  Or be prepared for something bad to happen.  Like the ultimatum I’m about to give you two.”

      Bryan glanced at me and my cheeks flushed.  Both because he might’ve been stroking his cock to the thought of me and because I knew what Kendall was about to present him with.  The fact that he was already hard wasn’t helping things.

      “What’s the ultimatum?”

      Kendall dropped my hand and my palm suddenly felt empty.  She stalked toward Bryan and placed her hands on his desk while leaning over it.  Her skirt rode up her thighs showing off a small piece of her panties.  I’d never been into girls before, but if I had to watch someone fuck Bryan, Kendall was at least pretty.

      “I can report you to HR, or you can fuck me right here and now while miss beauty queen watches.”

      Bryan audibly swallowed and met my gaze.  “And did you agree to this?”

      I couldn’t look him in the eye as I nodded.  Why had I agreed?  Oh, right.  Because I was so desperate to sleep with him for myself.

      “I don’t know,” he said.  “Rachel, you’re never going to want to go out with me if I do this.”

      I stepped forward, showing my confidence – or at least trying to.  “I agreed because that’s how much I want to go out with you, Bryan.  Please, it’s the only way Kendall is going to drop this ordeal.”

      Kendall smiled and stood up, showing off her proud bosom.  “You heard her.  She wants this.”

      Bryan stepped around his desk and cupped Kendall’s face in his hands.  My chest felt like it was splitting in two as he leaned in to kiss her.  To my surprise, she placed a hand on his chest, holding him back.

      Had she changed her mind?  One could only hope.

      “Not so fast,” she said.  “I want to get a little warmed up before the entre.”  She hopped up on his desk, hiking her skirt all the way up to her waist.  She spread her legs and tugged her panties to the side.

      Bryan made a show of dropping to his knees when Kendall laughed.  “Not you.”  She pointed at me.  Her.”

      My jaw slackened.  “What?”

      “You heard me.  I need you to come warm me up for your little boyfriend.”

      She was lying.  She didn’t need a warm up.  Her pussy was already dripping wet.

      Still, I followed orders so she wouldn’t tell on us.  I moved toward her and dropped to my knees while Bryan stood up slowly.

      I’d never eaten out a girl before, but I was desperate.  I liked Bryan a lot and nothing would give me greater pleasure than snagging a man like him.  A man that all the other girls wanted.

      Kendall smelled and tasted like honey.  I stretched out my tongue and dragged it along her slit.  Her fingers found my hair and twisted it in her grip while she rolled her hips against me.

      “Mmm, yeah,” she said, staring up at Bryan.  I glanced at Bryan and could see he still had a hard-on.  Was this turning him on?  Watching me eat out another girl?

      I sucked on Kendall’s clit and loved the way she writhed and moaned for me.  I figured most of it was fake until she really started to seem like she was losing herself to the moment.  Her fingers loosened their grip on my hair and her moans shifted to something softer.

      But Kendall quickly recovered.  The last thing she wanted to do was lose her perfectly bitchy personality.

      She tugged on Bryan’s tie, lowering him to her.  “Now, you may kiss me.  I want your tongue down my throat when she makes me come.”

      My panties were soaked.  This was the most degrading experience of my life and for some reason, I was enjoying every second of it.

      Bryan leaned down and claimed Kendall’s mouth with his own.  He kissed her and swept his tongue along her tongue.  It felt like we were both tonguing her at the same time but in different areas.  I guess that was what we were doing.

      Kendall grabbed Bryan’s hand and placed it on her chest.  He cupped her and teased her nipple through her blouse while she started to unfasten it.

      I licked and sucked on her while she slipped the blouse from her shoulders.  Next, she unfastened her bra and exposed her perfect – and probably fake as her personality – tits.

      Bryan leaned down to her chest and sucked on each nipple one at a time, occasionally using his teeth.  I realized I was getting a taste of the kind of many he was in bed and it made me so incredibly jealous that Kendall was experiencing him before I would.

      But that was her goal, right?  To steal him from me in this way.  To get back at me for supposedly stealing him from her.

      Before I knew it, she was coming on my tongue while my future boyfriend sucked her tits.  I felt a disgusting sense of pride at the event.

      Her moans rolled slowly from her throat.  Her fingers slid through Bryan’s hair.  And when she was done completely, she pulled my head away from her and smiled down at me.  “Now you’re going to watch me suck his cock.”

      She slipped down from the desk until she was on her knees beside me.  Her fingers worked at Bryan’s zipper and he nervously glanced toward the door.  It wouldn’t lock and we’d already been caught doing naughty things.  Before, it was just a kiss, but if someone walked in now?

      Well the three of us would be fired for sure.

      I gasped at the sight of Bryan’s long, thick member.  Kendall was holding it in her hand, stroking it like some sort of pet.  He was bigger than I expected him to be, and I wasn’t sure I could take him let alone her.

      Then it dawned on me.  What if she could please him better than I could?  What if our first encounters would already be ruined by Kendall?

      I had no time to think before she wrapped her puffy pink lips around Bryan’s thick tip.  She swallowed him in until he was at the back of her throat making her gag.

      Bryan’s head rolled back and a groan slipped from between his lips.  He had his hands on Kendall’s head while he pumped in and out of her.

      They looked so good together that I had to touch myself.  My fingers slid between my legs and up under my skirt.  My panties were soaked as I pushed them into my slit and teased my clit.  My nipples puckered in my blouse, and when I looked back up at Bryan, I noticed him staring down at me.

      We watched each other get off to the fact that Kendall was sucking his cock.  This was a new level of connection I’d never felt before, and Kendall seemed too self-absorbed to notice.

      She thought she was ruining any future connection I’d have with Bryan, but on the contrary, she was cementing something deep in us that we’d always remember and carry with us.

      While Bryan watched me play with my panties, he rolled his hips faster.  Kendall’s mouth opened wider and Bryan groaned.

      “Fuck,” he hissed as he emptied his load into her mouth.  She drank every drop with pleasure and wiped the spare streams from the corners of her lips.

      Then, Kendall turned to me and kissed me.

      At first, I was taken aback, but then I tasted Bryan’s cum on her tongue and I smiled.  I kissed her back, eager to taste every drop of him and steal as much of him back from her as I could.

      Kendall didn’t know that Bryan and I were playing a little game of our own.  A game called, Give Kendall What She Wants While Taking Something More Precious In Return.

      Kendall stood up and directed Bryan to the desk.  “I want her to see me ride you so that she can see how much better I am at fucking than she’ll ever be.”

      Bryan glanced at me as he sat on the desk, his cock still out and dripping with cum.  Kendall leaned over him and unbuttoned his shirt, exposing his thick, ripped abs.  I licked my lips, still on the floor while I looked up at them.

      My fingers were inside my panties now, playing desperately.  Feeling Bryan’s gaze on me was everything I needed to keep going.

      Kendall straddled his lap and angled his cock to her wet slit.  She sank her hips over him and I watched his beautiful shaft disappear inside her.  But the pain of jealousy only fueled my pleasure.  My fingers strummed my clit and I bit my lip while I watched her fuck my dream man.

      Bryan gripped her hip with one hand and caressed her naked tits with the other.  Kendall bounced up and down on his lap, clearly trying to be more of an actress than anything.  But when her hips began to roll sensually, I knew she was genuinely trying to get off.  And the more genuine she was, the more into it Bryan was.

      He huffed and thrusted his cock in and out of her, sending her bouncing faster on his lap.  They rocked and thrusted together, Kendall’s tits swaying and Bryan’s balls bouncing.

      They looked so hot together that I almost came.  But I wanted to wait and save it for when Bryan was coming.  I wanted us to come together to salvage what Kendall was trying to tear apart.

      “Get a good look,” Kendall said while glaring over her shoulder.  “Because I doubt you’ll ever be able to see your boss again without thinking of him nice and deep inside of me.”  As she said that, she rolled her hips and clenched her ass while she grinded on him, showing me just how deep inside of her he really was.

      I mimicked them by slipping three fingers inside of my wet pussy.  I fucked myself while I watched them, feeling a sense of humiliation and pride simultaneously.  It was an incredible whirlwind within my body and mind, lifting me up to new heights.

      Just then, Bryan gripped both of Kendall’s hips and spun her around until she was on the desk.  He rammed inside her, taking her by surprise, and then he pulled out.  He flipped her onto her stomach so she was bent over the desk and then he angled his cock to her ass.

      “You want to fuck me so bad?” he asked.  “Well then I hope you like anal.”

      Kendal braced for his thick cock by gripping the edge of the desk.  Bryan shoved his slick dick inside her, burying to the hilt.  His balls swung against her wet pussy while he pumped in and out of her.

      He looked so hot taking out his vengeance on her, and nothing made me want him more.

      I fingered my pussy to the pace that he fucked her.  Kendall’s tits were squished beneath her and Bryan looked like he was going to explode.  But before he did, he motioned for me to join them – but I wasn’t sure how he meant.

      “Climb on top of her,” he ordered, and I did what I was told.

      I sat above Kendall’s hips so that Bryan could see me as he fucked her ass.  He cupped my neck and kissed me deep while he fucked her.  Then he shoved two fingers inside me while his thumb circled my clit.

      The three of us were moaning so loud, I was sure the entire office could hear us.  I no longer worried that anyone would walk in because certainly they’d have enough warning of what they’d be walking into.

      And unless they wanted to watch the three of us, then they should know better than to open that office door.

      Bryan tore open the buttons of my blouse and tugged the cups of my bra down under my tits.  He sucked on them one at a time while he thrusted against Kendall.  Kendall was too busy moaning with pleasure to care that I was also getting off.  My climax started in my belly and spread outward like a storm.

      I clutched Bryan’s neck as my body quaked with ecstasy.  Bryan groaned and pressed his forehead to mine as he emptied his load inside of Kendall’s tight hole.  Kendall, who’d been playing with her clit while she got pounded, was coming too.

      The three of us writhed and shivered and were covered in sweat.

      Bryan withdrew first and then I climbed off of Kendall.  She stood up, looking embarrassed and also greatly euphoric at the same time.

      “Well,” she said, trying to dress herself again.  “I suppose that’ll teach the two of you a lesson.”

      Bryan pulled me to his side and said, “That’s right, Kendall.  You really showed us.”

      Kendall groaned and rolled her eyes.  “Are you seriously still going to stay with her?”

      “Of course I am,” he said.  He looked at me and smiled.  “If she’ll still have me, of course.”

      I touched his neck and kissed him hard.  “Of course I’ll still have you.”  I turned to Kendall.  “So, we have a deal then?  No reporting us?”

      She flipped her hair behind her shoulder.  “Girl, I was never going to report you two.  I just wanted to have a little fun.”  She smiled and then slipped through the office door which was something I was much too afraid to do.

      Only Bryan and I were left in his office and we held each other close.  “It’s almost closing time,” he whispered.  “That means I get to take you out.”

      I smiled from ear to ear.  “That’s right.  Dinner.  But I wonder what our dessert will be?”

      His eyes bore hard into mine.  “Oh, I know what my dessert will be.  You.”

      His lips crashed against mine and my heart swelled.  “You know, maybe we should skip dinner,” I said.  “And go straight to dessert.”

      He smiled wide.  “You read my mind.”
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      “I can’t believe you broke up with him.”  I watched Sasha brush her golden locks while looking in my bedroom mirror.  I wished we could’ve been dormmates.  Being roommates with Sasha would’ve been so much fun since we’d been close since we were young.  Still, I was happy that she and I got into the same college.

      “He was just too into me, you know?  Don’t get me wrong.  Greg is great.  He’s gorgeous and good mannered.  He’s a real gentleman.  But that’s the thing.  I want something fun.  Dirty and wrong.  Greg is too nice, you know?”

      I thought about Greg and smiled.  Greg was the epitome of the perfect guy.  Sasha overlooked everything great about him.  Sasha was always looking for a big adventure and Greg was down to earth.  But that’s what I liked about him.  Sure, he was beautiful, but he was sweet and tender too.

      “I would keep someone like Greg forever.”

      Sasha smirked in her reflection, her eyes meeting mine.  She put the brush down and spun to face me.  “You can have him if you want.  I’m pretty sure Greg has a little crush on you too.”

      My cheeks flushed with heat.  “I couldn’t do that.  Friends aren’t supposed to date their friends’ ex-boyfriends.”

      She waved her hand.  “Nonsense.  If you desire him and he desires you, then you two should be together.  I think you’d both make a rather cute couple, actually.”

      “Really?”  My body felt warm and euphoric at the thought.  Could I really let myself be with someone who used to date my best friend?  I chewed my lower lip, eager to find out if Greg really did like me the way Sasha claimed.

      “Of course, Hannah.  I don’t mind at all.  In fact, I’d be happy to see the two of you together.  That is, if you can stand the thought of being with someone who’s already been with me.  Physically, I mean.”

      I lifted my gaze to her, feeling another wave of heat swim through me.  “Does that mean you two have…”

      Her smile was wide.  “Of course, silly.  You know I don’t take long when it comes to guys.  I like to have fun.  Keep it casual.”

      I nodded.  Of course, she did.  She always had.  The thought of her and Greg enjoying each other’s bodies excited me for some reason.  But it also unnerved me.

      What if I didn’t measure up to her?  I mean, Sasha was beautiful just like Greg.  Could I really compare to her?  Greg deserved someone gorgeous and sweet.  He deserved the best woman he could find.

      But could that woman really be me?

      Sasha put on a gorgeous pink dress that flared from her hips.  Then she turned to me and stretched out her hand for me to take.  I slipped my fingers in hers, smoothing out my own powder blue dress, and stood up.

      “Do you think Greg will be at the party?” I asked.

      She smiled wide.  “I know he’ll be there.”
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      The sorority we were visiting was full of young college students drinking and dancing.  I knew I was pretty, but I saw so many prettier girls there.  If Greg really was at the party, there’s no way he would notice an average girl like me.  Not when he could do so much better.

      “Come on,” said Sasha.  “Dance with me.”

      She took my hands and raised them above our heads while we swayed our hips.  Her blue eyes shimmered like diamonds.  I was mostly straight, but when it came to Sasha, I felt a little something more for her.

      It didn’t help that her gaze made me feel like I could melt beneath her.

      “You’re so pretty,” she said as she pressed her body close to mine.  “You could have any guy or girl you want.  I hope you know that.”

      I bowed my head, my cheeks flushing again.  “I don’t know about that.”

      She tilted my chin up and leaned in close.  For half a second, I thought she might kiss me.  I wanted her to kiss me.

      “I mean it,” she whispered, her lips so close to mine I could almost taste her bubblegum lip gloss.  “Don’t let anyone make you feel otherwise.”

      Her gaze drifted over my shoulder for a second and then she spun me around so my back was to her.  She wrapped her arms around my waist and leaned her chin on my shoulder.  “Look who’s over there in the corner.”

      I glanced up to see Greg standing next to a group of his friends.  He was gorgeous.  His dark hair was short on the sides with a little length on top.  It was slicked back but still a little messy in that James Dean sort of way.  He wore a black V-neck and dark jeans and his even darker gaze bore into us.

      His friends were yapping his ear off, and yet he was focused on us.

      “He’s probably still into you,” I told Sasha.

      “Nah.  I think he’s into you.  He’s just not sure if you’d be willing to take my sloppy seconds, that’s all.”

      I turned to face her.  “They’re not sloppy seconds.  There’s nothing sloppy about you at all.”

      She kissed my cheek sending a surge of energy through me.  My body buzzed to life in her arms and in that moment, I wasn’t sure who I wanted more.  Sasha or Greg.

      My nipples puckered inside my bra and my panties were damp.  Something about being caught between the two of them – Sasha’s arms and Greg’s stare – made me feel good enough to die happily.

      Sasha gave me a little push forward and I already missed the warmth of her embrace.  “Go get him,” she urged.  “Make me proud.”

      I glanced at her one more time over my shoulder, my heart racing in my chest.  Could I really go get him?  I slowly approached, watching his gaze carefully.  Was it following me or lingering on Sasha?

      The closer I got to him, the more obvious it became that his gaze was fixed on me.  By the time I was within talking distance, my hands were shaking with nervous energy.

      I lifted my gaze to him, but my confidence was still new and blossoming.  I still couldn’t wrap my head around the fact that Sasha seemed okay with this.  She even seemed excited by it.

      “Hi,” I said.

      “Hi,” he replied with a smile.  “How have you been, Hannah?”

      “I’ve been good.  How have you been?  I’m sorry about the breakup.”

      He glanced at Sasha for a moment.  “Don’t be sorry.  She was a little wild for me, don’t you think?”

      I dug my heel into the floor and stared at the grain in the wood.  “She’s not that wild.”  But deep down, I knew it to be true.  Sasha was the epitome of a wild child.  The fact that George thought she was too wild for him made me happy, though.  Maybe that would mean I was perfect for him.

      He sure seemed perfect for me.

      “Does that mean you aren’t too upset about it?” I asked.

      “I wouldn’t say that.  I understand why she did it, but a breakup is still a breakup.”

      I nodded, too nervous to lift my eyes to his gorgeous ones again.  I kept them on the floor until he nudged his shoulder gently into mine.  “To be honest, I always kind of liked you more.”

      “Really?”  My heart fluttered with happiness.  “But then why did you date Sasha?”

      He chuckled.  “Because you wouldn’t have said yes if I’d asked you out.  And because she pursued me first.”

      I struggled to get my next words out.  “I would’ve said yes.  I wish you would’ve asked…”

      His expression shifted from joyous to regretful.  “Really?  You seemed too good for me.  Too pure.”

      “Is purity a bad thing?”

      “No,” he said.  “Not at all.  It’s part of what I like about you.”  He exhaled and ran a hand through his dark locks.  “I guess it’s too late now.  I know you and Sasha are close.  There’s no way I’d have a chance with you after dating her.”

      I wanted to tell him that he did have a chance with me.  That he could have me and I’d want him more than anyone ever wanted him before.  But Sasha’s words kept ringing in my head.  Sloppy seconds. If you can stand the thought of being with someone who’s already been with me.

      It wasn’t that I couldn’t stand it, but that the thought made me question what Greg wanted from me.  Why did he like how pure he thought I was?  He’d already slept with Sasha.  Wouldn’t he want the same from me?  Maybe I’d just be another notch in his bedpost and nothing more.  Maybe he wanted to take my virginity.

      But maybe I wanted to give it to him.

      “Well,” I said with a sigh.  “I suppose I should get back to Sasha.”

      Greg frowned as if he’d been expecting a different response.  I’d been expecting to give him a different one.  I wanted to stay.  More than anything, I wanted to stay.  But my uncertain mind was sending me back off in Sasha’s direction.

      “So?” she asked.  “How did it go?  Are you two going to disappear upstairs for a little fun?”

      I shrugged.  “You know I’m a virgin.  I don’t know why you would tease me with the idea of Greg.  What would he want with me anyway?”

      She wrapped her arms around me, resting them on my shoulders.  “What wouldn’t he want from you?  Are you saying you wouldn’t want to have sex with him?”

      “No, I’m not saying that.”

      “Then what’s the problem?”

      “The problem is that I want more.  But I know if that could ever be possible since he’s been with you.  How will I compare?  What if he doesn’t like it as much because I’m too inexperienced?”

      She blew out a puff of air and pressed her finger to my lips, silencing me.  “You’re overthinking everything as usual.  It’s not that serious.  Greg likes you.  He really likes you.  Probably as much as you like him.”

      “How can you tell?”

      “Come on,” she said.  She took my hand and pulled me back into Greg’s direction.

      “Take this girl upstairs already and fuck her brains out.  She needs to lose this virginity card so she knows how much you really like her.”

      Greg’s cheeks turned beet red and so did mine.  He didn’t say no, but he was confused by Sasha’s insistence.  “I’m not going to do that to her,” he said.  “She wouldn’t want her first time to be at a college party.”

      “I don’t mind.”  The words had slipped out before I’d had the chance to stop them.

      Greg’s dark gaze pinned me to my spot.  “Are you sure?  You don’t have to do this just because Sasha is egging you on.”

      “Oh please.  You don’t think I know my own friend well enough to suggest this?  I wouldn’t push her to do something that she’d regret.  She wants this.  I promise you.”

      Sasha pushed on my lower back until I’d stumbled into Greg’s arms.  “Now go upstairs.  Both of you.”

      The heat of Greg’s body against mine made me shiver with delight.  “We’ll go upstairs,” he whispered.  “But we won’t do anything you don’t want me to.”

      I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.  He took my hand and led me toward the staircase.  I glanced back over my shoulder at Sasha one last time before disappearing into the dark hallway at the top.
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        * * *

      

      Once behind a closed door, my heart starting hammering against my ribs.  Greg took me toward the bed, then turned to face me.  He took my hands in his, pressing his palms to mine.  He smiled genuinely and said, “Hi,” like we had downstairs earlier.

      I felt younger than I was standing next to him.  “Hi.”

      “Would you mind if I kissed you?”

      I swallowed and shook my head.  “I’d like it,” I said.

      Greg tilted my chin upward and leaned in.  He slid one arm around my waist as he pressed his soft lips to mine.  His lips parted and mine parted with them, our tongues meeting for the first time.

      And for a moment, I pictured Sasha kissing him this way.  I pictured him holding her this way.  There was a sliver of jealousy, but mostly, there was pleasure and excitement.

      Still, it made me pull away.  I was overwhelmed by a feeling I didn’t understand.

      “Is everything okay?” he asked.

      “Yes, of course.  I’m sorry.  I just…don’t really know what I’m doing.”

      “We don’t have to do anything,” he said.  He took a seat on the bed.  “We can just talk.”

      I sat beside him and smiled.  But I didn’t want to just talk.  I wanted to be with him.  I wanted to give him all of me.  I wanted to get the sexual tension out of the way so we could focus on being a couple – if that’s what he wanted when we were done.

      I didn’t want to date him wondering if he was only dating me because I was a virgin or not.

      Greg asked me about my major and I asked him about his.  But I grew restless in our idle conversation.  Without thinking, I climbed on top of him, straddling his lap.  He looked up at me, and I could feel the hardness of him pressing between my legs.

      His hands were on my waist and my body temperature rose with each second I was on top of him.  I leaned down and kissed him hard.  Like I wanted it.  Like I meant it.

      His hands slid up my back and around to my sides, grazing my ribs.  My nipples puckered as his hands slowly cupped my breasts.  Then I thought of Sasha in this position.  Riding him.  His long hardness inside her.

      I began grinding my hips, but the sensation was too strong.  I pulled away, unsure of what it was I really wanted.  Why did I keep imagining my best friend fucking him?  And why did I like it?

      Did I really want my first time with Greg to be full of images of Sasha?

      Greg leaned back on his elbows and I could see his erection in his jeans.  He opened his mouth to say something when the bedroom door burst open.

      “You guys are ridiculous, you know that?”

      Sasha locked the door behind her – something we should’ve done – and came toward us.  Greg sat up, his eyes wide.  My eyes were even wider.

      “What are you doing?” I asked her.

      “Helping you,” she said.  “I peeked.  Sue me.  I don’t know why you keep stopping, Hannah, but I’m going to help you out.  I know you want this.”

      “I do,” I confirmed, but Greg looked as if he didn’t believe me.

      Sasha pressed her lips to my ear and whispered, “Then get on your knees and show him.”

      Something about having Sasha there gave me the confidence to pursue Greg.  I moved toward him, but Sasha stopped me before I got to close.

      “One more thing.”  She tugged the zipper of my dress down and let it fall to the floor.  Greg’s gaze swept up and down my body, clad only in a white lacy bra and panties, and then he licked his lips.

      “Wow,” he said and my chest filled with pride.  I could see his hardness growing.

      “Go on,” Sasha urged.  “Take his cock out of his pants and suck him like a good girl.”

      Sasha’s words drifted over my skin like a feather.  I suppressed a moan that bubbled in my throat at the words good girl.  I did as I was told and dropped to my knees before Greg.  Our eyes locked on each other as I tugged down his zipper and exposed his black briefs.

      Even through the black fabric, I could make out how long and thick he was.  I could make out the large bulbous tip awaiting underneath.  My fingers slipped into the waistband and I tugged them down, revealing his cock slowly, inch by inch.

      My mouth watered and my panties were soaked.  Greg leaned forward and brushed a strand of hair from my face.  His knuckles dragged down my neck and over my breast, grazing my nipple through my bra.  My thighs quivered and I was eager for him, but still unsure.

      I glanced back at Sasha over my shoulder to find her coming toward us.  She dropped to her knees beside me and grabbed Greg’s cock.

      She angled the tip of him toward my mouth and Greg’s groaned at the sight of both of us.  “Part those pretty lips,” said Sasha.  “And suck his big cock.”

      I parted my lips and wrapped them around his mushroom tip.  Greg studied me as I sucked my first cock.  I gave into my desires and swirled my tongue around the underside which seemed to drive Greg wild.  Sasha stroked his base while I sucked, and then she lifted my hand to his balls.

      Her lips were to my ear again, whispering.  “Play with them while you suck.  And try to take him as deep as you can.  He likes that.”

      Again, the image of them fucking flashed in my mind.  But for some reason, it felt better knowing Sasha was right here.  Instead of comparing myself, I was experiencing it with her.  We were sharing Greg, rather than competing for him.

      She gathered my hair in her hands and gently pushed on the back of my head.  “Deeper,” she whispered.  “He likes it nice and deep.”

      I relaxed my throat and felt his thick head slip down.  I was close to choking when he pulled back.  “Fuck,” he hissed.  I wondered if he wore that pained expression for Sasha, or if I was unique to him.

      “Good girl,” Sasha whispered.  In her voice, I heard a hint of desire.  I wondered if this was turning her on as much as it was turning me on.

      “Fuck, I’m going to come,” Greg warned, but it was only a second early.  Soon, my mouth was flooded with his hot cum and I struggled to swallow it all down.

      As a few streams dripped down my chin, Sasha leaned in and licked them, her tongue occasionally grazing against Greg’s cock.

      “Oh fuck,” he groaned when he saw the two of us.

      When he pulled out of me, Sasha tilted my head to hers and kissed me.  It was the first time we shared a kiss, but this was more than just a kiss.  Her tongue probed my mouth, searching for a taste of Greg’s cum.  I indulged her, aroused by the idea of our tongues touching in front of Greg.

      My hands had a mind of their own as they drifted to her body and unzipped her pink dress.  She let me peel it from her shoulders until it pooled around her knees.  Greg watched us make out and tease each other’s bodies.  We unclasped each other’s bras and took turns sucking on each other’s nipples.

      I’d never done anything like this with a girl before.  I’d never done anything like this with anyone.

      It felt so good I thought I might explode from the pleasurable energy surging through me.  Sasha leaned me back against the floor and peeled my panties away from my wet pussy.

      Greg stared, his cock hardening again as he watched his ex-girlfriend lower over me.  Sasha spread my thighs wide, putting my pussy on full display for both of them.  She licked her lips and lowered down, her tongue flicking against my clit teasingly.

      My fingers found her hair and I writhed beneath her.  Her breath was warm as it drifted over my skin.  Her tongue was soft and delicate as it licked my folds and teased my clit.  My eyes made contact with Greg’s and I saw the lustful fire dancing inside him.

      He wanted more and so did I.  The thought alone of fucking him while Sasha watched made me come right then and there.

      A moan escaped my tightened throat as my climax erupted through me.  Sasha smiled while she licked and sucked, seemingly pleased to have made me come.  I didn’t think I could love her more than I always had until this moment.  I’d never felt so close to her before, and I’d never felt like less of a virgin than right now.

      She lifted off and glanced at Greg.  “I think she’s plenty wet for you,” she said.

      I leaned up on my elbows, preparing to stand, when Greg lowered down to the floor.  Sasha helped him out of his clothes until he was completely naked.  He gripped his cock and stroked it over me, brushing the tip along my clit.

      He leaned down and sucked my nipples into his mouth one at a time.  I arched my back, wrapping my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck.  I wanted to feel him inside me so badly I thought I would die waiting.  And then I felt his tip press against my entrance and spread me wide.

      I whimpered at the pressure of his long, thick cock splitting me open.  Sasha’s hands were on Greg’s hips, pushing him forward.  There was something so special about knowing she was there with me, like she’d been there for me through everything else.

      Greg pushed all the way in until he was balls deep.  I could feel him pulsing in my belly, bareback with no protection.  His skin brushed against my folds as he pulled back and thrust back in.  He hissed and cursed under his breath as he tried not to come early.

      Sasha stood and slipped her panties down her legs.  I knew what she was doing before she even took a step toward me, and I couldn’t wait.

      She straddled my head, facing Greg, and lowered her hips over my face.  I reached for her thighs and clutched them while devouring her pussy the same way she’d devoured mine.  I was starving for the taste of her sweet honey, and it was everything I could ever imagine and more.

      She moaned and rolled her hips above me.  Greg pinched her nipples while he rocked into me, thrusting harder and deeper.  Together, they roll into each other, using my body for their pleasure, and yet, I couldn’t be happier.

      They didn’t share a kiss, but rather, they experienced their own pleasure through me.  And I experienced my pleasure through them.

      I was no longer a virgin, and I no longer felt strange that my best friend had been with Greg.  Because here we were, sharing him together.

      Sasha must’ve been thinking something similar because she let out a moan.  Her thighs quivered on either side of my head and I could taste her arousal as it poured out.  Her pussy throbbed against my tongue, and I couldn’t help but smile.  I’d just made my best friend come.

      Sasha climbed off of me in time for me to see Greg’s face as he came.  He grunted and groaned.  His brows furrowed as he plowed into me.  As he thrusted and pounded, his hips slammed against my clit, sparking another orgasm inside me.  I wrapped my arms back around his neck and felt my tits brush against his large pecks while he rocked against me.

      Then I felt his hot seed flood my pussy and I wondered if I could get pregnant.  The idea of it sent pleasant shivers down my spine.

      Greg and I panted as we came down together.  Then he pressed his lips to mine and kissed me hard.

      He pulled out and Sasha slow clapped at our performance.  She’d already gotten dressed while we finished and I blushed at her amusement.

      “I hope that was okay,” Greg said, running a hand through his hair again.  He grabbed his jeans and slipped them on effortlessly.

      “It was amazing,” I said, my gaze fixed on my best friend.

      She grabbed my clothes and tossed them in my direction.  “Don’t get all sappy on me,” she teased, but I could see that she felt the same way.  She’d always been so casual about sex, but in her eyes lurked something unfamiliar to her.  A deep bond.  True love.

      I felt all of the same things.

      The three of us returned to the party different people than when we’d left.  Greg and I were holding hands, and yet it was Sasha I felt closest too.  Somehow, all of my wildest fantasies had come true.

      And I had Sasha to thank for all of it.  I knew I’d be thanking her a lot later that night.  Not with words, but with my body.
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      “Everyone pair up for your labs.”

      I looked around the biology class.  I didn’t know anyone and I was shy when it came to meeting new people.  But this was college and I knew I had to get my act together if I wanted to succeed.

      A girl stood in the middle of the room, looking as aimless as myself.  She was gorgeous, with golden locks that fell in waves around her shoulders.  A few guys asked to pair up with her, but she turned them down.  I wondered why.

      Her eyes locked on mine and she smiled.  Then she came over to me and took my hands in hers like we were old friends and not total strangers.  “You’re my lab partner,” she said.

      “I am?”

      She wrapped an arm around my shoulders, bringing me close enough to her that I could smell her wildflower perfume, or shampoo, or whatever was making me want to smell her even more.

      “You are.  You look smart, and I could use a smartie to help me out.”

      “Some of the best students in the class asked to be your partner just now.”

      “Yeah, men.  Men only want one thing from me.  It doesn’t matter how smart they are, they won’t be able to focus with me around.”

      It should’ve sounded cocky, but somehow it didn’t.  It sounded honest.  And I believed her, because she was gorgeous.  Her stomach was flat underneath her tight t-shirt.  Her curves were impossible not to look at, even as a straight girl.  But if she only wanted to be my partner because she thought it would help her grade, I didn’t know that I should agree.

      But everyone was paired already, so I was stuck with her.

      “I hope you’re good at using a microscope,” she said as we settled behind our table.  “Because I kind of suck at it.”

      She sat on the stool, her ass hanging over the edge, dragging her jeans down enough for me to see her pink thong.  My pulse quickened.  This girl was everything I’d ever wanted to be.  But I was too plain and shy to even begin to figure out how to be like her.

      “My name is Amber, by the way.”

      I sat down beside her.  “Lily.”

      She touched a loose strand of my jet black hair and tucked it behind my ear.  “I really like that name,” she said.  “But I don’t know if it suits you.  If you were my kid, I think I’d name you Ramona or something cool like that.”

      A smile slipped onto my lips.  “Ramona is pretty cool.”

      “Right?”  She pulled the microscope toward her and added, “Now show me how to use this thing.”

      She leaned toward the microscope, and I leaned toward her.  My fingers grazed hers on the dial as I showed her how to adjust it.  Her chest rose and fell in sync with mine.  I’d only just met her, but I somehow felt closer to her than I had with anyone.

      She pulled back and stared at me, our faces mere inches a part.  “So, do you have a boyfriend, Lily?”

      I leaned back, unsure where the question was coming from.  Was she into me?  Was she a lesbian or a bisexual?  I was straight, but the thought of her being into me made my thighs clench to suppress the arousal.

      “Um, yes, actually.  I do.”  It wasn’t a lie.  I was shy and plain, but Caleb and I had been high school sweethearts that went to the same college to stay near each other.  I was fortunate enough to win his love before he could meet any girls in college.  But I still worried about him leaving me for someone else every single day.

      Amber didn’t seem upset by my question.  Instead, she seemed intrigued.  “Well, don’t let me near him,” she teased.  “Like I said.  Boys only want one thing from me.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat.  “Surely, you’ve had a male companion before.”

      She laughed.  “No.  Not really.  I’ve lost so many girlfriends over the years due to their boyfriends wanting to sleep with me.”

      “People stopped being your friend over that?  Why?  It’s not your fault.”

      She cleared her throat and glanced down at the table.  “Well, um.  I wasn’t exactly all that innocent.  I usually slept with their boyfriends.”

      My heart raced, but not for the reason I thought it would.  “All of them?”

      She grinned.  “I’m kind of known as a boyfriend thief.  What can I say? I get off on it.”

      “On stealing boyfriends?”

      “And husbands.  My kink is taken men.  So, like I said.  Don’t let me near your boyfriend.”  She winked and I wasn’t sure if that was a sign that she was kidding or not.  Surely, she couldn’t be serious.

      But when my eyes scanned her body, I knew there was no way any man could resist her.  And I’d just witnessed almost every guy in class try to be her partner.  She was gorgeous, flirty, and seductive.  She even somehow had me wanting more from her than just friendship.

      “Let’s get back to work,” I said, trying to steer the conversation away from its current topic.

      We got through the lab, but I was tense the whole time.  Her body was so close to mine, and the warmth of it enveloped me.  Her wildflower scent.  Her curves.  Her silky skin.  She touched my hand tenderly so many times I thought I might break out in hives from nervousness.

      At the end of our project, while she was collecting her notebooks, I touched her arm and said, “Maybe we could grab a coffee.”

      Her smile told me she’d seen this coming, but I didn’t know why.  “Sounds great.”
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        * * *

      

      We went to the coffee shop around the corner and I texted Caleb to meet us there.  I didn’t know why.  Amber had repeatedly told me not to introduce the two of them, but I couldn’t seem to help myself.

      “How did you do it?” I asked, leaning forward in the leather chair by the window as I sipped my coffee.  “How did you steal your friends’ boyfriends?”

      She grinned and took a sip from her own cup.  “It’s easier than you think.  Just wear something sexy.  Have a little confidence.  Go up real close and touch their skin – their cheek or their biceps.  They give in so fast.  Before they even have time to think about what they’re sacrificing.”

      A pool of arousal built between my legs.  My panties were wet and sticky at the thought of her stealing men that weren’t hers to take.

      “And what happens after that?”

      Her smile reached her eyes.  “Why do you want to know all of this?”

      I cleared my throat.  “Just curious.”

      A moment later, Caleb entered, saw us and made his way to our little corner.  Amber put it together immediately.  She could tell he was my boyfriend just by the way we looked at each other.  On her face was a suspicious expression, but I had no idea what she was suspicious of.

      “Caleb, this is my new friend, Amber.”

      Caleb sat beside us, his gaze transfixed on the hot girl sitting across from me.  Her eyes sparkled as they shifted from him to me, a grin being stifled by her teeth as she bit her lips close.  She extended her soft hand and he took it immediately.  “Nice to meet you,” he said.

      “Same.”

      Caleb let go of her hand reluctantly and then turned to me.  “Why is she here?” he whispered.  “I thought I was just meeting you.”

      “I met her in biology lab and invited her along.”

      He nodded in understanding, his eyes weeping up her body.  I could see him trying his hardest to keep himself in check, but failing miserably.  Both Amber and I saw it.  The way he shifted uncomfortably in his seat.  The several times he had to clear his throat before speaking.  The way his eyes yearned to travel down from her face, and the way he kept them from doing so.

      After half an hour had passed, we decided to leave.  Caleb got up first, but I stayed seated.  “I’ll meet you at the car,” I told him.  Amber wore her suspicious expression again.  Caleb left with confusion in his eyes.  If only I could tell him that I was confused too.  I didn’t know what the hell I was doing.

      “What the hell are you doing?” Amber asked, her hand finding my legging-covered thigh.  “I thought I told you not to let me near your boyfriend?  What do you want me to steal him or something?”

      I couldn’t pull my eyes from her as I swallowed.  Fuck, is that what I wanted?  Did I want her to steal my boyfriend?  Because if not, why was I introducing them?

      But that would be crazy.  Because if she stole my boyfriend that would mean letting him have sex with her.  Is it technically stealing if they have my permission?

      I shook my head.  What was I thinking?  Giving my boyfriend permission to sleep with a girl I just met?  What if he didn’t even want to sleep with her?

      I knew that was obvious.  He wanted to, and if I gave him permission, he wouldn’t hesitate.  Amber knew that.  I knew that.  The only thing I didn’t know was what the hell I was doing.

      “I don’t know,” I answered honestly.  “I don’t know what I want.”

      Amber stood up and pulled me up with her.  “Maybe we should discuss this somewhere more private.”

      “Where?”

      She pulled me away from our cozy corner down a hallway that led to the bathrooms.  They were single bathrooms, so no stalls and no sharing with other customers.  She locked the door behind us and then pressed me up against it.

      Her fingers brushed another loose strand of hair behind my ear.  “You’re not the shy little flower I thought you were.”

      “Then why do I feel like one?”

      “Because you’re afraid of the storm that you really are.”  Her hand drifted from my face to my chest, her knuckles grazing over my puckered nipple.  A breath escaped me, and she caught it with a kiss.  Her lips pressed to mine and then they parted.  Mine parted with them.  Our tongues met, hot and needy as her hand drifted down between my legs.

      Her fingers pressed against my slit through my leggings.  She pushed the fabric up until it entered me.  She dragged her fingers forward, teasing my clit while her teeth caught my lower lip.

      “I’m going to steal your boyfriend,” she whispered.  “I’m going to let him have the pleasure of eating me out.  I’m going to suck his big cock, and then I’m going to let him fuck me with it.  And you’re going to watch the whole thing.  In secret.  He’ll never know that you know.  He’ll be a dirty little cheater with a secret, and you’ll have a secret too.  The question is, when do you want to do this?”

      My body quivered against hers, an orgasm spreading through every limb in my body.  My head was dizzy as I answered.  “Tomorrow night.  He has a football game.  But after that.”

      “I’ll be there cheering him on,” she said, dragging her fingers away from my swollen pussy.  I adjusted my leggings so they sat outside my pussy instead of inside of it.  “And then he’ll take me home to fuck me.  As long as you two don’t live together.”

      “No,” I said.  “We don’t.  Not yet.”

      “Good.  I’m guessing you have a key?”  I nodded.  “Then I suggest you get there early.  Find a hiding spot.  Wait for us.”

      My gaze was fixed on hers.  “Yes.  Okay.”

      She sealed the deal with one last kiss before leaving me alone in the bathroom to contemplate my insane decisions.
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        * * *

      

      Adrenaline coursed through my veins the next night as I slipped into my boyfriend’s apartment.  I wasn’t sure where they’d end up, so I opted for the hall closet.  It faced the living room and if they ended up moving to the bedroom, it would be easy enough to step out and follow, peeking through a crack in the door.

      I closed the hallway door except for a sliver to peek through.  There was still time to turn back.  I knew that.  I kept willing myself to cancel the whole thing, because what if this ruined us?  What if I couldn’t look at him the same way again?

      What if I couldn’t be with him?  I could never be honest about the reason why.  I could never admit to having watched him fuck another woman.  To having asked for it only to decide to end things with him.

      I took a deep breath and shook my shoulders and head, trying to get the nervous energy out of my system.  Mid-shake was when I heard the door open.

      “I really appreciate you letting me crash here,” said Amber as she plopped down on the living room sofa.  “My roommate is an asshole.”

      “Of course,” he said.  “You’re Lily’s friend, after all.”

      That’s all he knew.  He didn’t know how long I’d known her from biology.  He didn’t know we’d only just met that afternoon.

      Caleb walked to the kitchen to grab a couple of sparkling waters.  Amber glanced around the apartment, no doubt looking for me.  Her eyes landed on the cracked hallway door and she smiled.

      “Nice place you have here,” she said as he handed her a bottle.  She unscrewed the cap and uncrossed her legs.  They were bare underneath her denim skirt.  Her top was an oversized hoodie that was cropped, falling just underneath her breasts.  She took a sip of water so seductively it got my panties wet.

      She was the type of girl that could lure sailors to their deaths.  And what did that make me?  It made me feel like the ocean that swallowed them whole.  I made Caleb fall in love with me as a sailor would to traveling the seas, only to bring him to a siren like Amber.

      My body burned with desire as I watched them.  Caleb stood above Amber, staring at her like he wanted her, but also like he knew it was wrong.  I could see the battle raging inside of himself, and I decided that I’d be happy no matter the outcome.

      My body wanted to see him fuck her, but my heart would’ve been content with him leaving her instead.

      “I should go study,” he said without making a move.

      Amber took his hand in hers, touching tenderly as she told me was key, and pouted.  “Keep me company?  I don’t have any of my books with me.”

      She brought his hand to her lips and wrapped them around his thumb.  The move was so forward, I expected him to take a step back.  But he didn’t.  He took a deep breath as she sucked it, her big blue eyes looking up at him.

      “I shouldn’t,” he said, lifting his other hand to her face.  “But you’re so sexy.”

      “Have you ever cheated on her before?”  I held my breath until he shook his head.  “I can keep a secret.  She’ll never know.”

      He dragged a hand down her neck and over her breast, giving it a squeeze through her cropped hoodie.  Her fingers fumbled with his jeans until she had them and his briefs pulled down under his ass.

      She grabbed his cock and began to stroke it.  “Fuck,” he said.  “You swear it?  You swear she won’t find out?”

      She held up her pinky for a pinky swear.  He slipped his pinky in hers just as her lips wrapped around his bulbous head.  He ran a hand through her hair and clutched it while releasing a groan.  Her head rocked back and forth and his hips rolled against her.

      This was it.  She was sucking him off.  It would only be a matter of time before he was inside her.

      I shuddered as waves of pleasure crashed into me.  I’d worn a thin, cropped shirt with no bra and leggings with no panties, so that it would be easy to touch myself while I watched them.  I ran a hand from my stomach up to my chest and teased my nipple.

      Amber took Caleb’s dick in farther than I ever had.  She swallowed him whole, somehow smiling while she did it.  She gagged, but more for performance’s sake than anything.  He scooped her hair away from her face and neck, gathering it in a makeshift ponytail so he could better control her.

      My breaths came out in pants as I slid my other hand inside my leggings and teased my clit.  They looked so good together, it was almost criminal.  I slipped a finger inside me, gathering my juices and dragging them over my clit.  I circled my finger slowly, feeling the waves of heat burn through me.

      “Fuck,” Caleb hissed.  “I’m going to come.”

      Amber moved her had faster while reaching a hand up for his balls.  She massaged them while she sucked, her eyes still fixed on Caleb’s which were also fixed on hers.  They stared at each other while he groaned and shot his load into her mouth.  Her throat bobbed with a swallow as she drank his seed and let it slither down her throat.

      My heart thundered against my ribs.  An orgasm tore through me like a hurricane.  I had to bite my lower lip to keep from moaning.  If this is what watching her suck him off did to me, what would watching him fuck her do?

      All I knew was that I couldn’t wait to find out.

      Amber pulled her mouth off of him and stretched out her tongue.  A pool of his semen was left there, and I desperately wished I wasn’t hiding so that I could taste it.  So that I could taste her.

      Caleb pulled her up by her shoulders and together, they tore at each other’s clothes like a couple of wild animals.  Once they were naked, Caleb sat her on the edge of the coffee table and lowered onto all fours in front of her, like he was some kind of slave to a queen.

      Hell, that’s how I felt too.

      Her tits were perfect, hanging naturally like ripe fruit.  Her nipples were small and hard, and Caleb ran his thumbs across them until she arched her back.  Her legs were spread wide, her shaved pussy on full display.  Her eyes flicked in my direction which made me feel even naughtier teasing myself.  Like I was more turned on by her than anything.

      Caleb lowered a hand to her stomach, using his thumb to tug on the skin on her mound, exposing her clit.  Amber wasted no time running her hands through his hair, inching him closer to her.  He spit on her pussy and rubbed his thumb in his saliva, circling it around her clit.  Her hips rolled and bucked while they stared at each other longingly.

      The ache in my chest met the desire in my belly.  A whirlwind of emotions swirled through me, taking control.  I didn’t know what I was doing anymore.  This was crazy.  But when Caleb’s tongue dragged up and down Amber’s slit, I couldn’t bring myself to stop it.

      I slipped my fingers inside me again and tugged at my nipples.  Hot electricity sizzled through me.

      Caleb licked and sucked on Amber’s pussy until she was moaning the softest, sweetest moans I’d ever heard.  She was definitely a siren, and I may as well have been one of the sailors instead of the whole ocean.

      I dropped to my knees, unable to stand any longer.  I teased myself through burning desire and raging hot jealousy.  I was sweaty and bothered and overtaken by the image before me.  Caleb was eating out another girl’s pussy, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

      He took a finger and slipped it inside her.  He thrust it in and out, curving it to hit her g-spot just like I’d shown him many times before.  He was only good at oral because of all the times we’d explored each other’s bodies.  And now he was using that knowledge on her.

      He withdrew his finger and trailed it downward over her taint and to her ass.  She shifted her hips so that her ass was halfway off the table, and rested her ankles on his shoulders.  He teased her asshole for a moment before slipping his finger inside.  He worked it in and out slowly, and her moans grew louder.

      He continued to suck on her clit and tongue her slit while slipping a second finger into her ass.  She rocked against him, moaning and writhing, her fingers swirling in his hair and clasping the strands like they were her anchor.

      When he slipped a third finger into her ass, her body quivered.  I saw how it stretched around his fingers, barely able to take it all.  My guess was that she’d never done anal before.  My other guess was that Caleb didn’t want to get her pregnant, so anal was how he was going to fuck her so he wouldn’t have to use a condom.

      Amber came, her juices dripping down her taint and helping coat Caleb’s fingers as they fingered her ass.  When she came down, a panting mess, he removed his fingers and laid her back against the table.

      He raised to his knees, angling his cock toward her ass.  He held her thighs up against his chest and played with her tits with one hand while the other guided his cock inside.  “You swear you won’t tell her?” he asked, and my heart skipped a beat.  He really thought he was cheating on me and he was going to go through with it.

      Why on earth did this turn me on so much?

      “I swear it,” she gasped, desperate for his cock.

      I sucked on my finger and teased my ass while my other hand teased my pussy.  I wondered what it felt like to be her in this moment.  To be laying there, about to have anal sex for the first time while some girl she just met watched her boyfriend fuck her.  I teased my asshole and watched as he slipped inside her, slowly, her ass straining against his girth.

      She groaned, arched her back, and gripped the edge of the coffee table to brace herself.  Caleb pinched her nipple to distract her as he moved all the way inside of her.  He was balls deep, pushing as far as he could go.  She looked like she was in a mixture of pleasure and pain, but she didn’t stop him.

      On the contrary, she said, “Keep going.”

      He pumped in and out, gasping for breath as his cock was practically choked by her ass.  He kissed the inside of her calf as he filled her.  “You’re so fucking tight,” he said.

      That’s what did me in.  Those words.  I slipped a finger inside my own ass while my other hand rubbed my clit raw.  I never realized anal penetration could feel so good.  When my finger slipped in, it ignited something in me.

      Caleb began slamming Amber harder and faster, and she took it all.  Her gaze traveled around her body, toward the hall closet.  I fingered my ass while watching her take my boyfriend in hers.  And then my orgasm spread through me like sunshine on a hot, summer’s day.  Bright, warm, and blinding.

      Caleb groaned and Amber cried out.  I caught my breath, coming down from my own orgasm as they came.  They stared at each other silently as they came down together.  They looked so beautiful together, and I could only hope I looked half as beautiful with him.

      Caleb withdrew his cock and I watched his cum spill out of Amber’s ass toward the table.  She sat up, smearing more of it against the wood.  They dressed together, making meaningless small talk to compensate for the fact that they still didn’t really know each other.

      Once dressed, Amber checked her phone.  “Shit.  I guess my roommate’s gone tonight.  I can go back home.”

      Caleb rubbed the back of his neck.  “Oh.  Bummer.”  But he didn’t mean it.  I could tell he was glad to have the time to process the fact that he’d just cheated on me.

      There was only one problem.  I didn’t know how the hell I was going to get out of this closet.

      “Walk me out?” she asked, and he did.  That gave me my chance.  I slipped out of his apartment and down the hallway leading to the other stairwell.  Then I waited for him to go back inside.

      I watched as he kissed her goodbye.  She slipped into her car and he went back to the other stairwell.  She drove by my set of stairs and slowed down when she saw me.  Her window lowered and she smirked through it.

      “Get in,” she said.

      I moved quickly, hoping Caleb wouldn’t see.  I slipped into the passenger seat, still out of breath from the adrenaline.

      “Hope you liked the show.”

      I ran a hand through my hair, flustered.  “Yeah.  I mean, I don’t know.  It was hot, but…it felt wrong.”

      She laughed and gripped my thigh.  “All the best things are.”  Her gaze met mine.  “Did you come?  Did you touch yourself while you watched us?”

      “I came twice,” I admitted, feeling my cheeks blush.

      “Good girl,” she said.

      My skin tingled at her words, because I felt like anything but a good girl.  Hearing it in that context made me feel naughtier than ever.  And I knew this wouldn’t be the last time I asked her to steal my boyfriend from me.
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