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      My relationship with Chris was fairly new.  We’d been dating a few months but I was already head over heels.  He was thoughtful, romantic, and sexy as hell.  He was great in the bedroom, too, but lately I felt my personal growth stagnating.  I wasn’t quite sure what it was I was looking for, but over the next few days, I was about to find out.

                  A sexy perfume ad started to play on the television.  A tall, slender brunette lay in a hotel room, writhing around in the bed sheets.  The curve of her breasts was perfect.  The muscle tone in her thighs made me envious.  But more than anything, I was curious about how she looked while getting fucked.  Then the rugged man appeared in the doorway.  He had a five o’clock shadow, a sexy suit, and he was dripping with lust.  I was almost angry the commercial didn’t go further with its sexual content.

                  “Do you ever think about other women?” I asked Chris one day, when we were watching TV.  Every other ad had a sexy woman and I figured he had to notice from time to time.

                  He turned to me with a suspicious expression.  “Think about them how?”

                  I shrugged.  I wasn’t exactly sure where I was going with this either, but I knew I thought about women frequently despite being pretty certain I was straight.  Their breasts and hips and soft skin were to die for.  Who wouldn’t want to kiss a woman?  Who wouldn’t want to caress their most sensitive parts and watch them squirm and moan?

                  I adjusted my ponytail so it sat higher on my head and straightened out my t-shirt, stretching it farther over my leggings.  “Like, naked?”

                  Chris threw back his head and laughed.  His auburn hair shook as he chuckled.  His skin was rough in that sexy, rugged way.  I started realizing in that moment that I was curious to add a soft palette next to him.  “I mean, I watch porn.  But you knew that already.”

                  “Yeah, of course.  But do you ever…want to see other women naked?  Do you ever think about fucking other women?”

                  “What’s gotten into you, tonight?” he asked, adjusting himself next to me on the sofa.  He pulled his jean covered legs in toward me and furrowed his thick brows.

                  “I don’t know,” I said in a defeated tone.  “I don’t want this to come out the wrong way,” I started, “but I kind of want to try something new.”

                  “You’re bored with me, is that it?”  Fortunately, I didn’t take Chris too seriously.  He had the thickest skin of anyone I knew.

                  I playfully shoved his broad shoulder.  “Not at all.  You know I love that cock,” I said, winking.  “I guess I’m just looking for a thrill.”

                  “Oh I can give you that, baby,” he said, leaning into me.  He wrapped his big arms around me and pulled me into him.  Then his lips swooped into my neck and landed softly against my skin.  He always enlivened my senses.  His kisses always sent a tingle down my spine.  But now I had the image of a sexy woman in my head, and my body buzzed with new electricity.  It was like seeing green now instead of blue, and I marveled at the difference.

                  I pushed him away and forced the muscles in my face into a serious expression.  I looked deep into his large brown eyes and said, “I’m serious.”

                  He stared back daringly.  He always saw everything as a game.   “What exactly are you serious about?”

                  “Do you ever think about fucking other women?  Like a hot waitress, or a sexy neighbor or anyone?”

                  “This is one of those trick conversations, isn’t it?”  He raised an eyebrow at me, but kept his arms wrapped snug around me.  I felt warm and safe in his embrace.  I loved that he held me so close even when our conversation was uncomfortable for him.

                  “It’s not a trick at all.  If it helps…I would kind of think it’s hot if you did think of other women in that way.”

                  “Hot? Why?”

                  “Fuck, I don’t know.  Why do you think I’m hot?”

                  “Because you’re perfect,” he said, leaning back into my neck.

                  I pushed on his big chest again, forcing him to look at me.  “Ok then.  I think it’s hot because it’s perfect.”

                  He exhaled and dropped his head.  “Ok, you really want to know?”

                  “Yes, that’s all I’m asking.”

                  “Yes.  Okay?  Sometimes I think about other women.  But you’re my everything and I let it roll off.  I would never pursue it.”

                  My chest tightened a little at the news, but my pussy got wet.  Fuck.  I’m a great big ball of confused emotions, I thought.  But ultimately, everything he had said was perfect.  He did think of other women, but he was loyal to me.  Isn’t that what I had wanted all along?

                  “Like who?” I asked, finally, when I had a grip on myself.

                  “Oh no,” he said, waving his finger at me.  “We’re not going down this road.”

                  “Please?” I begged, sliding my hand over his neck and up through his hair.  I twirled some strands in my fingers while flashing him the biggest puppy dog eyes I could.

                  “This is just going to lead to a fight or worse.”

                  “Worse?”

                  “You’ll confront them or something.”

                  “No I won’t,” I said.  “I promise.”

                  He squinted questioningly at me.  I slid my hand back to his face, cupping his cheek in my palm.  He leaned his head toward it, kissing it softly.  He exhaled and closed his eyes for a moment.

                  “Fine,” he started.  “You know the bar we like?”

                  “The rainbow lounge?”

                  “Ok, there’s a bartender there.  She looks a little edgy…tattoos, leather.  I’ve wondered what fucking her would be like.  Not sure it’s something I’d ever pursue even if I was single.”

                  My mind raced as I tried to think of the woman he was describing.  Surely I’ve seen her before, I thought, but no image came to mind.  I could not recall a single bartender that looked particularly edgy or who had tattoos.

                  “Tell me about her hair,” I said, hoping something would jog my memory.

                  “I don’t know, it’s like yours, I guess.”

                  “Like mine how?  Thick? Brown?  A ponytail?”

                  “I don’t know, babe.  That’s not my area.  I guess it’s a similar color.”  I rolled my eyes.  He was useless!

                  “Ok, fine,” I said, admitting defeat.  “Well I want to see this girl sometime.”

                  “See! I knew it!” he yelled, jumping back from me so that he could throw his arms up.  “You are going to confront her.”

                  “No, no.  I just want to see her.  It’s not hot if I can’t picture the two of you fucking.”

                  “You want to picture us?” I had him utterly confused now.

                  “Yeah,” I said, shrugging.  “I think it’d be hot.”

                  He laughed and then scooped me up in his arms again.  “You wanting to think of me with another woman is hot to me.”  Then he leaned in and started kissing my neck again.  He nibbled in my favorite spot, a tight muscle that ran above my collarbone.  I had no more fight left in me and surrendered to him.

                  “Fuck,” I moaned as he dug his teeth in deeper, gently massaging me with his bite.  Besides, I thought, I can think of him fucking someone for now.

                  His tongue flicked against my skin and his hands ran up my back, cradling me in his grip.  I closed my eyes as he slid me on my back and climbed over me.  I imagined sitting on the other side of the room, watching him do to an “edgy” woman what he was doing to me.

                  I imagined a brunette, gasping as he bit her neck, his hands running all over her body.  I felt his cock harden against my thigh as he lay on top of me and imagined it was hard for someone else.  My chest tightened with jealousy but the rest of my body was on board.

                  He slid one hand up the back of my shirt, resting at my bra strap.  His other hand slid up the front of me, cupping one of my covered breasts in his hand.  He still bit and kissed my neck while teasing me.  I moaned against his ear and pictured a tattooed brunette writhing under him on the sofa.  I reached down to his bulge and cupped it in my hand.

                  Chris was ripped and I loved feeling him on top of me.  I knew that I would love to see him on top of another woman just as much.  My pussy pulsed and tightened, getting wetter by the minute.

                  His fingers worked at my bra clasp for a minute until it snapped open.  My bra loosened its grip on my small breasts, allowing his other hand access to slide under and against my nipple.  I moaned again as his rough palm brushed over it.

                  He brought his lips to mine and slid his tongue in, giving me a taste of what he’d do to my pussy if he were down there.  I imagined him eating out another girl and the image soaked my panties.

                  I massaged his bulge and he moaned in my mouth, turning me on more.  I grabbed firmer and he followed suit by massaging my breast harder.  I loved it when he was a little rough with me and I knew I’d love seeing him be rough with another woman too.

                  He sat up for a moment to lift his graphic t-shirt over his head, showing off his hard earned physique.  I ran my hands slowly up his abs and to his pecks, admiring his hard body.  Then I moved my fingers to unfasten his jeans.  I looked up at him with big eyes and watched him exhale deeply.  God he’s hot, I thought, eager to get his pants off faster.

                  He reached down and started to pull my shirt up over my breasts, carrying my bra with it.  I raised my arms so he could slide them both off me.  He tossed my top and bra over the couch and I heard them land somewhere on the floor.  Then he climbed off the couch and slid his jeans and boxers off and stepped out of them.

                  I was now face to face with his raging hard cock.  It was long and thick and filled me to the brim.  I desperately wanted to see that hard cock fill up a pussy like it did mine.  I grabbed his shaft in my hand and lowered my head to it.  He laid his head back on his shoulders as I wrapped my lips around his head.  I moved my mouth further down on it, but I could only get about halfway before it was at the back of my throat.  I wondered how far a different girl could get on it.  Suddenly, I wished there was a girl I could hand it over to.

                  I imagined holding another woman’s hair back as she sucked off my boyfriend.  Fuck that’s hot, I thought and before I knew it I was sucking him faster than I ever had.

                  He pulled me off and said, “Whoa, whoa.”  He laughed and then continued.  “You’re going to make me cum already.”

                  “Sorry,” I said with a smile.  I lowered my mouth again and slowed down my pace.  He placed a hand on the back of my head and slid his fingers into my hair.

                  I loved the rough texture of his dick against my tongue.  I loved the way it filled my mouth completely, and I even loved it when his cum spilled down my throat.  I wouldn’t have minded if he came early.  I knew I could just make him cum again.

                  I hushed the thoughts of another woman for the time being, so I could honor his wish of wanting to wait to orgasm.

                  I reached for his balls with my hand and I rolled them in my fingers like marbles.  He groaned and pressed my head down farther on his dick.  He knew how much I could take in and was gentle with me, but I always tried to take in more each time.

                  He brought his hand down to the side of my face and rubbed my earlobe in his fingers. Then he dragged his fingers down my neck against that special place.  Goosebumps crawled down my spine and my nipples hardened.  Then he reached his hands down to my breasts and teased my nipples while I sucked.

                  I couldn’t help but moan against his cock, causing him to harden even more.  He pulled my head off and grabbed my arms to pull me up next to him.  He cupped my cheek and leaned in for a kiss.  His other hand found the waistband of my leggings.  He slid his hand in over my panties, cupping my wet pussy.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned in our kiss as he dragged a finger up and down my slit, pushing the fabric of my panties in slightly.  He smiled as we kissed and then he circled my clit slowly.

                  He broke our kiss to put both his hands in my leggings, cupping my ass cheeks.  He loved thongs so I always wore them for him.  We fucked often so I was always ready.  He slid my leggings down and I stepped out of them.  He took a step back and eyed me up and down.

                  “God damn, you’re sexy,” he said, twirling his finger in hopes that I’d spin around.  I did, poking my ass out a little for his viewing pleasure.

                  He walked up close to me, his cock sliding naturally between my legs against the fabric of my thong.  He gave my ass a little spank and then grabbed it firmly, pulling my hips toward him.  He leaned over me and left a trail of kisses down my spine.  When he reached my thong, he bit the strap with his teeth and slid it down over my ass.

                  He stood back up and then gently pushed my back so that I would kneel on the couch and bend over the back of it.  I did as he wanted, exposing my wet pussy to the cool air conditioning in our apartment.  My thong was still wrapped tightly around the middle of my thighs.  He leaned over and exhaled against my pussy, sending a warm current through my folds.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned again.  He kissed my outer labia, teasing me.  Then, with an open mouth and flattened tongue he laid his mouth against my wet cunt.  I imagined for just a moment that a woman was licking me, and I felt like I could come instantly.

                  Ok, back to Chris, I thought.  He slid his tongue from my clit to my narrow entrance.  He dipped the tip of his tongue in and pulled it out, sliding it back down to my clit.  He circled it and flicked, then swiped his flat tongue across the entire width of my pussy.  He grabbed my ass cheeks in his hands while he licked.

                  “I’m going to come,” I warned as his tongue moved faster.  He pulled away and stroked his cock a few times.  Then he placed the tip of his dick against my entrance, wiggling it around in my juices.

                  “Fuck,” he said as he pushed in slowly.  He kept pushing until he was all the way in, and I groaned as he filled me up.  He reached a hand to my breasts and rolled a nipple in his fingers.  I reached down to my clit and started massaging it.

                  He pulled back out slowly and then pushed back in.  “You feel so fucking good,” he told me.

                  “So do you,” I replied in a half moan, half whisper.

                  He pulled out faster and pushed in faster.  I rubbed my clit to the same rhythm as his pumping.  He teased my breasts and kissed my back, sending chills throughout my entire body.  Then he leaned back and grabbed my hips with both hands.

                  I kept circling my clit and he started to pump harder, his balls sometimes slapping against my fingers.  He ran his hands up and down my back and then back to my hips.  He pushed in and out, groaning with each new thrust.

                  One hand moved to the space between my neck and shoulder so he could hold me in place as he slammed against me.

                  “Fuck!” he cried and I moaned each time his cock filled up my wet pussy.  I closed my eyes and imagined him fucking a tattooed girl from behind.

                  “I’m going to cum!” I cried as he pounded into me.  I pictured another woman’s tits bouncing back and forth as my hot, rugged boyfriend pounded her.

                  “Shit,” he said and I felt him tense.  His cock twitched and his balls pulled up toward his shaft.  I felt the head of his cock extend in my pussy, followed by hot, thick ropes filling up my wet cunt.

                  My pussy pulsed around his hard cock and my body shook under him.  I was thankful that I had the sofa to brace me as I came.  We moaned and groaned in unison, and eventually collapsed together.  Our breathing was low and heavy.  I loved feeling his big, hard body lay against me.

                  “How is the sex so good?” he asked in between deep breaths.

                  “We just have great chemistry,” I said, secretly wondering how much better the sex could be if we invited a third person into our bedroom.

                  “See,” he said, still exhaling deep breaths, “you’re all I need.”

                  “I know,” I said.  I turned my head over my shoulder and looked at him.  “What if we tried something new, though?”

                  “Fuck, Casey,” he said.  “You finally broke me, okay?”

                  A huge smile crossed my face.

                  “We’ll try your little fantasy, okay?”  He pulled off of me and I spun around to throw my arms around his waist.

                  “You mean it?”

                  “If we can find someone to agree, then sure.  I can’t really complain about getting to fuck two women,” he said, laughing.

                  “Thank you! Thank you!”

                  He leaned down and planted a long, romantic kiss on my lips.  I was already running through ideas for our first time with another woman.

                  But who? I wondered.

                  ---

                  The next night we went to our favorite bar.  I had to see this bartender he mentioned, and I hoped she was working while we were there.  It was one thing to find a woman we both wanted to invite into our lives and a completely separate thing to find one to agree.  I didn’t know anything about this girl, and the most my boyfriend had interacted with her was buying alcohol.

                  The bar seats were all full so we settled on a table in the back corner of the joint.  I folded my arms across my chest and pouted my lips.  How was I going to see her if I couldn’t see any of the bartenders? I thought.

                  “Chill, Casey,” said Chris.  “I don’t know if any of this is such a good idea, anyway.”

                  “I’m not going to say anything unless she seems like a flirt with you.”

                  “Why would she flirt with me when I came with you?”

                  I shrugged.  “She could just not give a shit.  Or maybe she’d be hoping to help make our couple a threesome?”  I giggled and winked but Chris just rolled his eyes.

                  He leaned forward across the table and said, “Look, I’m down for experimenting, but this seems kind of forward.”

                  “Trust me, will you?” I said, brushing him off.

                  A few minutes later, a young man came up to take our drink order.  I hardly paid him attention.  My eyes were locked on the bar, waiting for two seats to empty.  I noticed the bar was full with older men mostly, and I wondered if that was a sign that an edgy young chick was working behind it.

                  “Whiskey sour,” I said as I brushed past the waiter.

                  “Where are you going, Casey?” asked Chris.

                  “Bathroom,” I said without so much as looking at him.  The bathroom was on the other side of the bar, so it would give me a chance to walk all the way around it and maybe spot her.  I tried peeking in the open spaces between customers, but I wasn’t having very much luck.

                  Then, just before I reached the bathroom doors, I saw a guy get up from his chair and there she was.  She wiped the bar where the old man’s drink was.  Her figure was perfect and she had sexy, full breasts.  She wore a black graphic t shirt and tattoos lined her arms.

                  Fuck, she’s hot, I thought.  I was thoroughly impressed with my boyfriend’s taste and I was surprised at my lack of jealousy.  Instead, I suddenly felt proud to be one of his choices in women.  Seeing how beautiful and sexy this girl was made me feel like I was beautiful and sexy too.  I smiled from ear to ear, and then she saw me staring.

                  “Can I help you?” she shouted across the slick wood.

                  “No,” I said, suddenly flustered by her forwardness.  I pushed open the bathroom doors and rushed into a stall.

                  I didn’t have to pee, so I just sat on the toilet sort of hyperventilating.  Come on, Casey.  You can do this.  I stood up, straightened my semi-casual outfit, and headed back out.

                  She was helping a customer at the other end of the u-shaped bar, giving me the perfect view of her ass.  I bit my lower lip as I saw her ass sway in her short leather skirt.  She kept shifting her weight to the other leg and it perfectly defined the shape of her ass.

                  Again, I was caught.  She had turned back around and I hadn’t diverted my gaze in time.  Shit, I thought and rushed back to my table.  I felt her eyes on me the whole time and wondered what she was thinking.

                  I slid back into the booth, Chris eyeing me the whole time.  “Please say you didn’t do anything stupid.”

                  “Like what?  I want to the bathroom, like I said.”

                  But suddenly the bartender was walking toward our table, her long legs stretching out one in front of the other.  She wore sneakers despite being in a skirt.  I couldn’t deny that I loved her style.

                  “Can I help you with something?” she said when she had reached our table.  She put both hands on her hips and leaned on her right leg, pushing her curves out to the side even more.

                  “No, I think we’re fine,” said Chris, misunderstanding her intention.

                  “I don’t think you are,” she said, glaring at me with crystal blue eyes the whole time.  “Your girl has a staring problem.”

                  Chris turned to me with a narrow gaze and I looked at him sheepishly, shrugging my shoulders.  “I’m sorry about that,” he said, turning to the bartender.

                  “Not good enough,” she said, not taking her eyes off me.  “I need a word with you…”

                  “Casey,” I told her, assuming she was wondering what my name was.

                  “Yes, Casey.  Come with me.”

                  Chris and I eyed each other for a moment, wondering what the hell she was going to do to me.  I slid out of the booth and followed her down a narrow hallway toward some back room.

                  “Look, I’m really sorry,” I said, worried now that she was going to kill me or something.

                  Before we reached our destination she turned around suddenly with a new look in her eyes.  “I saw you staring at my ass,” she said, fluttering her long eyelashes.

                  “Like I said,” I repeated, “I’m sorry about that.”

                  “Did you like what you saw?”  She raised an eyebrow at me and then tugged her skirt up slightly.  Is she flirting with me? I began to wonder.

                  I gulped and nodded, hoping that was the right answer.  Thankfully it was as she placed her hands on my waist and gently guided my back to the wall.  What the hell is going on here? I wondered.  Then she leaned in with closed eyes, so I closed mine too.  I felt her warm, vanilla scented skin near me and her soft lips touched mine.

                  I’m kissing my first girl, I thought, fully in love with the experience.  Every muscle in my body relaxed as the comfort of her kiss enveloped me.  I felt like I was floating above the bar, rather than standing in it.  To ground myself and convince myself that this was real, I reached out to touch her too.

                  I wrapped my hands around her neck, brushing my thumb against her cheeks.  Her breath rolled over my lips, mid kiss.  I slid a hand to her waist and around to her lower back.  She stepped in closer to me, strengthening the grip she had on my hips.  My panties were wet in a matter of seconds, but the seconds stretched on for seemingly hours.  Yet, I never wanted it to end.

                  My hand lowered to the ass I had been caught staring at, and I grabbed a cheek full.  She moaned and slid her leg between mine, pushing her thigh against my crotch.

                  I was tempted to rock my hips and come right there, but I tried to focus on my mission.  As hot as this was, I really wanted to see her get fucked by Chris.  I kept up the kiss, but steadied my hips, even though they wanted more than anything to rock and sway.

                  She pulled away and stared at me with her cool, blue eyes.  “You’re hot, you know that?” she said.

                  “So are you,” I replied, cocking my brow.

                  “Unfortunately, I close the bar tonight, so I won’t be off until 3.  And I don’t know what you’re plans are with your boyfriend.”

                  “How did you know he was my boyfriend?”

                  “Just a lucky guess,” she said, smiling.

                  She was trying to get me alone.  I felt a frown form on my face when I realized she might not be down for letting Chris fuck her.  “Are you a lesbian?” I asked outright.

                  “I don’t like labels,” she said.

                  “What does that mean?”

                  “It means I’m fluid.”

                  “Ok,” I said, trying not to sound frustrated.  “Do you like cock at all?”

                  Her eyes widened and she scoured my face for answers to what I was up to.  “From time to time, yes,” she said, finally giving up.

                  “Would you like to try my boyfriend out for a spin?”  I couldn’t believe the words were coming out of my mouth so easily.  I just asked this total stranger if she wanted to let my boyfriend fuck her.

                  “Like I said, I have to close up the bar…”

                  “We can do it after.”

                  “We?  What is your game plan?” she asked.

                  “Well…” this was getting harder and harder.  I just wanted a yes or no from her and I needed to do all of this explaining.  “I want to watch.”  I lowered my head in shame, preparing for her rejection or for her to call me names.

                  “Ohhh,” she said, finally relaxing.  “That sounds pretty fun, actually.  I’ve always been curious about that lifestyle.”

                  I picked up my head and smiled.  “It’d be a first time for us, too.  In fact, my boyfriend’s a little weirded out by the proposition.”

                  “Why did you pick me?” she asked, crossing her arms over her chest.

                  “He admitted to having the hots for you.”

                  “He was the one with the hots for me?”

                  “Well, I do now,” I said playfully.  Then I leaned in and kissed her pouty lips.  She put her hands on my neck and pulled me in closer.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth and danced around mine.  A moment later, she pulled away.

                  “I should get back to work,” she said.

                  “So is that a yes?”

                  “Shhh,” she said, holding a finger up to her lips.  She leaned into my ear and whispered, “Since I’m closing, I’ll be alone at some point.  We could do it here after I lock up.”

                  “That sounds hot!” I exclaimed.  She suddenly covered my mouth with her hand.

                  “Shut up or you’ll get us both in trouble.”  I looked at her and nodded.  She removed her hand and kissed me one more time before turning to walk back down the hall.  I waited a moment and then followed her.

                  When I got back to the booth, Chris looked concerned.  “Are we banned now or something?”

                  I couldn’t help but laugh, but he wasn’t amused.  “No.  Everything is great, actually.”

                  “What do you mean?”

                  “She’s into us,” I whispered, leaning over the table.

                  “No shit?”  Suddenly Chris was excited.  His eyes were wild and he leaned back in his seat, proud of himself.

                  “Don’t get too cocky yet,” I said, playfully grabbing his crotch which was semi-hard.

                  “Hey!” he shouted, pushing my hand away so he didn’t get bigger.  I couldn’t help but giggle at how easy he was to please.  “So what’s the plan?” he asked.

                  I leaned into his ear and whispered the details.  “Now all we do is wait,” I finally said.

                  ---

                  At fifteen ‘til, the sexy bartender made last call.  She was the last one working the bar, and by 2 a.m. it was clear of everyone except for me and Chris.

                  We watched her strut to the doors and lock them before cleaning.  Chris and I clinked our glasses together in celebration.  I was extremely nervous but eager.  I hoped Chris and the bartender felt the same.

                  I watched as she started wiping down the bar.  “What’s your name?” I called to her.  She looked up and smiled, as if realizing for the first time that we hadn’t introduced ourselves.

                  “Samantha,” she called back.  “Yours?”

                  “Casey.”

                  “Chris.”

                  “Nice to meet you,” she said, laughing to herself while she finished.  “I’m not going to clean the floor until after we have our fun,” she told us.

                  Everything seemed so professional and organized.  It felt like we were hiring her in a way.  I hoped it would feel more organic once the fun actually started.

                  She finished the bar and then walked over to us.  We stood up from the table and Chris shook her hand.  “Thanks for agreeing to this,” he said in a rigid, professional manner.

                  She slapped his chest with her wet rag.  “Don’t make this weird,” she said with a smile.

                  “Yeah,” I teased him.

                  “Shut up,” he said, playfully pushing my shoulder.  I stumbled but Samantha caught me at the shoulders.  I wore a tank top and feeling her touch on my bare shoulders was like floating again.  Our eyes met and our expressions relaxed.  Then, without thinking, we both leaned in to kiss.

                  “Fucking hot!” cried Chris while we made out.  We swapped saliva and our hands roamed faster than they had before.  She grabbed my breasts and I grabbed her ass.

                  She pulled away from our kiss and asked, “Will you get me ready for him?”  I assumed she meant foreplay and I nodded.

                  I leaned in to kiss her again, laying a hand on her neck and rubbing my thumb against her ear lobe.  Then I moved my lips to her cheek and then her neck.  She released a soft moan and I could hear Chris giggling as quietly as he could.

                  I found the large tendon that ran along her neck and I took it between my teeth.  She moaned louder so I continued.  Between soft bites, I flicked my tongue across her skin and I could see the goose bumps forming across her neck.  I dropped my hand to her chest and cupped one of her breasts through her t shirt.  I quickly realized she wasn’t wearing a bra.

                  “Ohhh,” she moaned.  The thin t shirt fabric was the only thing keeping my palm from caressing her nipple right then.  I flipped my hand around so that my knuckles could drag along the spot where her nipple protruded.  I pulled away from her neck to watch her expression.  She bit her lip and closed her eyes, fully taking in the moment.

                  I lifted her shirt up slowly, letting my knuckles drag across her stomach as I did.  Then I bunched the cotton shirt above her chest, exposing her breasts for the first time.

                  I looked back to Chris who was nodding in eager approval.  I licked my lips and then dove my head in.  I wrapped my mouth around her nipple and sucked.  She moaned louder.  I reached down as low as I could while keeping my mouth at her breast, and reached behind her knee.  While flicking my tongue across her nipple, I pulled my fingers up the back of her thigh slowly, lifting her skirt up to her hips.

                  Her bare legs were smooth and creamy.  I couldn’t wait to see what she kept between them.  I discovered quickly that she was wearing a thong, and I grabbed a bare ass cheek in my hand.  I moved my mouth to her other nipple, flicking and sucking while I fondled her round ass.

                  She moaned and soon I heard Chris exhaling slowly.  I could tell from his breathing that he was turned on.  I pulled my head from Sam’s chests and kissed her again.  Then I took a step back to admire her half exposed body.

                  I led her to the table, but didn’t push her on it yet.  First, I dropped to my knees and looked up at her lovingly.  She ran her hand through my hair and bit her lip again.  I brought my hands up to her thong straps and slowly slid them down, revealing the most perfect pussy I’d ever seen.

                  Fuck, Chris has great taste, I thought.  When her panties were around her ankles, I sat her on the table and she kicked them off.  I kneeled again but spread her legs to reveal her wet folds.  I looked back at Chris who was salivating and then turned my attention to her beautiful cunt.

                  I moved my head, smelling wet pussy for the first time and I was pleasantly surprised.  I kissed the crevice where her legs joined her pelvis.  She watched me in anticipation, but I enjoyed the tease.  I licked along her outermost folds and stopped any time I got to close to her clit.  She moaned and twitched, obviously eager for my tongue to hit the right places.

                  I placed an open mouth around as much of her cunt as I could and flattened my tongue.  Then I dragged it from her entrance up to her clit and back down.  She moaned and leaned back on her hands, pushing her bare chest out.  I licked slowly, not wanting her to come yet.

                  Chris walked near us and stretched his hand out to hold my hair back.  Then I watched his hands touch the top of Samantha’s thighs, nearing her hips.  She nodded toward him to let him know it was ok.  That was the last time he held back for the rest of the night.  Suddenly, I saw his hands reach for her round tits and massage them.

                  A pang of jealousy hit me, but my pussy was wet regardless so I kept going.  I watched my boyfriend run his hands all over a strange girl’s body while I licked her pussy.  The room was spinning.  It all felt so surreal, but if it was a dream, I was enjoying the sleep.

                  I slid my tongue into Samantha’s slit and sucked on her clit.  She started to twist her hips on the table and I watched a small pool of saliva grow under her.  Chris leaned down to suck on one of her nipples and she gasped.  My pussy ached and I could hardly stand the heat of all my clothes.  She looked as if she was about to come so I quickly pulled my mouth from her cunt and stood up.

                  Chris stood up too and then Samantha leaned over to me and pulled my tank top off.  I raised my arms and watched her throw it to the floor.  Then Chris stepped behind me and unclasped my bra, sliding it slowly off my shoulders.  My bare breasts were hanging in front of the sexy Samantha and her eyes looked hungry.

                  She leaned in and grabbed my breasts in her hands.  She put her mouth on one of my nipples and I felt Chris’s hands on my jeans, unbuttoning them.  I sighed and leaned my head back against my boyfriend.  This night was turning out better than I could’ve imagined.

                  As much as I enjoyed being in the middle of them, I still wanted to see my boyfriend’s cock in a new pussy.  I leaned down and kissed Samantha while Chris slid my jeans down my legs.  My tongue darted into Samantha’s mouth and Chris spanked my ass before pulling down my thong.

                  I grabbed Samantha’s neck in my hands and braced myself.  Chris had bent down and started licking my pussy from behind.  My knees were weak.  The taste of Samantha’s sweet saliva while having my boyfriend’s tongue on my cunt drove me wild.

                  It was like I had drifted off into the night sky.  My body was completely filled from head to toe with euphoria.  My muscles were relaxed, but my pussy was tense, aching to finally be satisfied.

                  I finally lifted my face from Samantha’s and I tapped Chris on the head.  He stood up and moved to the side of me and Samantha.  He rested his hands on both of our backs.  I stood on my tip toes to kiss him and Samantha started lifting his shirt up, revealing his abs.

                  “Holy fuck you’re ripped!” she cried.  We both sort of laughed and Chris stood a little taller.  He finished taking his shirt off, flexing like the proud man he was.

                  Then, for the first time, I saw my boyfriend lean down and kiss another woman.  As if in slow motion, I saw the space between them disappear until their lips were caressing each other.  My heart sank, but I wanted to see more.  I ran my hand along his bicep to let him know I was enjoying it, even if I did have a few conflicting thoughts about the scene.

                  His strong arms reached in toward Samantha and he cupped his big hands around her neck.  I found a chair nearby to sit and enjoy the show.  He moved a hand to her breast and rubbed his thumb in circles over her nipples.  I mimicked his movements on my own breast and the sensation was unreal.  I had felt his hands a million times, but there was something about watching them on another woman that was bringing a heightened pleasure to me.

                  I saw his tongue slide into her mouth and watched as the muscles in his back flexed.  I saw her hands run along his abs and around to his back.  When she had her fill, she moved her hands to his jeans and started to unfasten them.  That’s when I noticed his bulge.  It was huge!  He was so incredibly hard for her.  Or maybe he was hard that I was watching.  I wasn’t sure, but I hoped it had something to do with me still being in the room and giving the okay.

                  “Look how hard you are for her,” I said, testing the waters of dirty talk.  They both moaned, giving me the impression they enjoyed it.  I was excited to find a new way to contribute.

                  She slid his jeans down and he shimmied them to his ankles.  Then I watched her scoot her ass off the table and drop to her knees, kissing his abs as she lowered herself.  When her face was level with his crotch she slid his briefs down, releasing his giant cock.

                  “Oh yeah,” I said, starting to massage my own breasts, “tell me how bad you want that cock, Samantha.”

                  She turned to me and with the most adorable, seductive eyes said, “I want his cock so bad!”

                  I spread my legs promptly and started to explore my wet pussy.  I slid a finger into my slit and then dragged the juices up to my clit.  My cunt was so swollen and puffy. I was definitely ready to come.

                  “Show me,” I commanded, the sound of my own voice turning me on.  She took the shaft of his cock in one hand and eyed it for a moment.  Then she looked up at Chris who reached his hand down and swept it from the top of her head to her chin.  With his thumb, he tugged her chin down and opened her mouth.

                  Then she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock.  I watched his head fall back as he moaned.  I wondered what it felt like to have a new mouth on his cock while his girlfriend watched.  I started circling my clit faster and rocking my hips in my chair.

                  “Fuck that’s hot,” I told them so they knew I was still enjoying the show.

                  Samantha started sinking his cock into her mouth further until she couldn’t take anymore.  Then she pulled off quickly and gasped for air.  She can take in more of him than me, I thought.  I hoped he would still enjoy my mouth on him after this.  Still, I loved watching the two of them.

                  “That’s right,” I said.  “Take it all in.”  She put his whole cock in her mouth again, pulling off after a few seconds for air.  My cunt was begging for a release.

                  She moved her head back and forth on his dick and I heard him groan each time she took him in. He brought his head down again to look at her and then he looked at me.

                  “Oh fuck!” he said when he saw that I was rubbing my pussy to them.  “I don’t know how much longer I can hold it in,” he admitted.

                  I smiled and watched Samantha move back and forth a little faster.  She was daring him to come and it was torture for him not to.  She’s a lot of fun, I thought.  I loved that she liked teasing as much as I did.

                  “That’s it,” he said, pulling his cock out of her mouth with a pop! sound.  He reached down and grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her up to him.  He leaned in to kiss her again.  Then he slid his arms around the backs of her thighs and lifted her ass back on the table.  He spread her legs as wide as he could to give me a good view of her soaking pussy.

                  Then I watched him slid his finger in and massage her clit with his thumb.  His other hand was on her neck, clutching it firmly.  She leaned back on her hands again and I was mesmerized by the way her breasts hung elegantly in the smoky bar air.

                  She gasped as he fingered her and I matched his motions on my own pussy.  With my other free hand I grabbed my nipple and rolled it in my fingers.  I bit my lip to keep from moaning too loud.  They were so hot, I knew the second he started to fuck her I would come.

                  Then he slid his fingers out of her cunt and grabbed her hips, sliding her to the edge of the table.  Then he maneuvered his hips so that the tip of his cock rested against the slit of her pussy.

                  “Are you ready for the fucking of your life?” I asked her.  She looked at me with relaxed eyelids and nodded.  “Good girl,” I said.

                  “Stick your cock in,” I commanded.  I gasped as I watched the head of his dick disappear in this new woman’s wet pussy.  I watched her expression tense and her eyebrows furrowed.

                  I rubbed my pussy faster in circles and watched my boyfriend slide his entire shaft into this girl’s cunt.  Fuck this is hot, I thought.

                  “Mmmm, how does that feel?” I asked both of them.  In unison they said, “Amazing,” and “Incredible.”  I knew I was about to come any second.

                  “Now fuck that pussy good,” I told him.  She gasped at my demand, bracing herself for the pounding of her life.  He grabbed both of her hips in his hands and pulled his cock out halfway.

                  Then he pushed it back in faster than the first time, eliciting a groan from Samantha.  I circled my clit and massaged my breasts.  I licked my finger tips and rolled them over my nipples to simulate a tongue.  I slid a finger into my slit to mimic him thrusting into her.

                  He picked up his pace, pushing his cock in as far as it would go.  I watched Samantha lean her head back and grip the edge of the table in her hands.  The faster he pumped, the more the table shook.  I felt my pussy throbbing around my fingers and I knew it was a matter of time before I’d come.

                  He pushed in harder, slamming his hips against hers.  He pulled out and pushed back in.  Her breasts rolled about with each new thrust.  She moaned and he exhaled like he was trying to hold everything back.

                  “Now come for me,” I told them.  Chris pulled his cock out and rolled a condom on it.  Then he slid his dick back in slowly.

                  I got my fingers ready, knowing this was it.  I watched him massage her breasts again before moving his hands back to her hips.  He leaned in to kiss her to throw her off guard.  When she was least expecting it, he slammed into her cunt and she moaned louder than she had before.

                  “Fuck!” she cried.  Then he thrust in and out of her with the intention to come.  He took a peek back at me to see me fingering myself.

                  “Shit, I’m going to come!” he cried.  Then, with an animal roar, I watched his ass clench and his thighs shake.  I massaged faster and felt the tension in my cunt building to climax.

                  “Fuck, me too!” cried Samantha, unexpectedly.  Hearing that she was coming too is what did me in.  My pussy started throbbing and ripples of ecstasy rolled through me.

                  Like being struck by lightning, my body shook as I watched my boyfriend come into another girl’s pussy.  It was the most intense orgasm of my life, and I loved knowing that everyone was coming at once.

                  A few seconds later, everyone had collapsed.  We panted in unison until we all burst into a fit of laughter.

                  “Fuck that was intense,” said Chris.  I nodded with a euphoric smile on my face.

                  “You guys are interesting,” said Samantha.

                  “Interesting enough to hang with us again sometime?” I asked her.

                  “Definitely,” she said, smiling.

                  I couldn’t have been more pleased.  This was the first time I’d seen Chris fuck another woman and every detail was perfect.  I had small reservations about where our relationship would take us next, but if it was anything like that, I was ready for it.

                  We all got dressed and then Chris and I helped Samantha finish closing the bar.  We exchanged numbers and then Chris and I kissed her goodnight.  On our way back to the car, Chris grabbed my waist and pulled me close to him.

                  He planted a tender kiss on my lips and said, “I fucking love you, Casey.”

                  “So you had fun, then?” I smiled mischievously.  He nodded.  “Good boy,” I said, patting his chest.

                  “So we’ll do this again then, right?” he asked me hopefully.

                  “I believe we will,” I assured him.  I couldn’t stop smiling the whole way home.
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      Despite it being the middle of the afternoon, I slowly pulled the blinds down and peeked out through the slats.  My boyfriend, Ben, and I had a perfect view of the pool.  Now, it was the perfect view of his ex-girlfriend, Bonnie, who had just moved in nearby.

                  I remember apartment hunting with him this time last year.  When we heard we could get a poolside unit, we jumped at the opportunity.  We celebrated like we had way more money than we had when we were approved.  There was just something sexy and luxurious about living poolside.

                  Little did I realize it would mean Ben being able to watch his half naked ex strut around in the sunlight.  Her body looked flawless, too.  I bit my lip as I watched her adjust her thin pink bikini top.  She sat coolly on lounge chair, her long legs stretching out from perfectly curvy hips.  How did he break up with her? I wondered, ogling her perfect body.

                  Apparently she was wild and he wanted someone a little more down to earth, but that didn’t exactly boost my confidence.  Every girl, after all, has at least a small desire to do something wild.  I just hadn’t ever been presented with the opportunities.

                  Bonnie leaned back in her seat, giving me a perfect view of her round breasts as they slid to the side of her chest.  Pfft, I guess they’re real after all, I thought.  She had her legs bent slightly with her feet flat on the chair and she wore silver aviator shades.  Her blonde hair fanned out behind her, showing off some of her darker roots.  I wanted to be more judgmental, but I mostly watched in awe of her.  How is it possible for someone to be so cool?

                  “Are you doing it again?” I heard my boyfriend’s low voice ask.  I snapped my fingers to my side, letting the slats close quickly, obscuring my view once again.

                  “I’m not doing anything,” I lied.

                  “Why are the blinds closed then?”

                  “It got hot.”

                  “You never close the blinds in the middle of the day.”

                  Damn, I thought.  He knew me too well.  He stepped forward from the bedroom doorway and walked past the couch.  Suddenly his big, square body hovered over me.  He leaned in close to me and then stretched his arm out toward the blinds to peek out.  “I knew it,” he said, dropping his hand.  “She’s by the pool again.”

                  “So what?” I said, peeking out one more time at the goddess below.  “I’m just curious.”

                  “You’re obsessed,” he said.  “Look, it’s over between us.  I promise.”  He placed his hand on my shoulder and I was glad to be wearing a tank top that day.  The rough palm of his hand against my skin sent chills down my spine.  We had been together for two years but I never got tired of feeling his body next to mine.  I just hoped he felt the same.

                  I rolled my head to the side until my lips were resting gently on his hand.  Then I gave it a kiss.  A huge smile crossed his face and leaned toward me.  With his other hand, he held my chin up to him and then he placed his soft, warm lips against mine.  My whole body went weak just like the first time he kissed me.  His jaw relaxed and his mouth opened slightly.  I matched his motions until his tongue slid into my mouth.  His saliva was so warm and sweet.  How did I end up with such a cool guy? I wondered.

                  Despite our hot kiss and his sensual touch, the image of Bonnie kept popping into my brain, and then something weird happened.  My panties started to get wet!  Here I was, making out with my stud of a boyfriend and thinking about his half naked ex downstairs.

                  I pushed harder into his kiss, devouring his mouth.  He liked the new ferocity and pushed back, grabbing both my shoulders and pulling me toward him.  We only broke our kiss to exhale.  His hands moved from my shoulders to my biceps and then to my back.  He pulled me close to him and then slid his hands to my waist.  He grabbed it like he was ready to throw me on the couch and fuck me right there.

                  And all I could fucking think about were Bonnie’s tits.  But I was too hot to stop now.  Ben moved his lips to my cheek, then my ear and finally my neck.  I exhaled into his neck.  His kisses were so perfect and he smelled of woodsy musk.  I thought of Bonnie again and wondered how he was with her.  Did he use the same moves?  Caress the same private places?  My imagination ran wild.

                  His tongue circled mine and occasionally flicked the roof of my mouth.  Then he bit my lower lip as he squeezed my hips.  I placed my hands on his chest, feeling his pecks through his white t-shirt.  God he’s built, I thought.  My body was in good shape, but not like his and not like Bonnie’s.  Suddenly, the image of their perfect bodies fucking entered my mind and I felt my pussy get wetter.

                  What’s wrong with me?  But I couldn’t shake the image from my mind.  Ben’s hands slid under the hem of my tank top, his rough palms caressing my lower back.  I lowered my hands to his abs, taking in all their glory with my fingertips.  As his hands slid upward, closer to my bra, my hands slid down toward the belt buckle on his khaki shorts.  I couldn’t wait to take his big cock in my mouth so he could fuck me.  After thinking of him with Bonnie, I was ready to go.

                  He unclasped my bra and I unfastened his belt and shorts.  He looked down for a moment at my hands and laughed a short, sexy, nervous laugh.

                  “What?” I whispered with a smile, curious why he was laughing.

                  “It’s funny,” he said.  “It’s almost like watching her turned you on.”  I dropped my hands and took a step back.  Is it that obvious?  “That,” he continued, “or you’re just trying to one up her at sex.”

                  “It’s that one!” I quickly shouted, hoping to cover up my true thoughts.

                  He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me back in.  “You don’t have to worry, Amber.  I love you.  I already think you’re hot as hell, but you’re also my best friend.”  I couldn’t help but smile and we continued making out.

                  My bra was loose now and his hands roamed all over my chest and torso over the fabric of my red tank top.  Eventually he had pushed my bra cups above my breast and massaged my tits through the fabric.  Fuck, I thought as my pussy swelled with pleasure.  He rubbed my nipples through my shirt and I couldn’t help but exhale into his mouth.

                  His hands felt so good on me, like they belonged there.  For a moment, I had even forgotten all about Bonnie.  Ben was great at distracting me from most things.  I continued with my first mission, to remove his pants and briefs.  I slid my fingers under the waistband of both and tugged them over his tight, round ass.  Then I grabbed a cheek in each hand and squeezed.  It was perfect.

                  Then I pulled away from his kiss and his hands to get on my knees.  I looked up at him with big round eyes and he bit his lower lip.  I slipped his pants and briefs down far enough that his hard cock sprang out, almost hitting me in the face.  We both giggled and I dropped his pants to the floor.  He didn’t bother to step out of them yet.  Instead, he was holding his cock toward me, hoping I’d take it in my mouth soon.

                  I might’ve been ready to come, but I still wanted to tease him a little. So I stretched out my tongue and gently licked the underside of his shaft.  A deep, sexy moan escaped his throat as he watched his girlfriend tease his cock.  His Adam’s apple shifted up and down.

                  I wonder how Bonnie sucks cock, I thought as I tried to out-do her.  I licked from the base of his cock to the tip in a zig zag motion.  It twitched in my hand and I watched his balls tighten with anticipation.  I reached my hand out and lay them in my palm.  I rolled them between my fingers tenderly.

                  “Fuck,” he groaned.  He looked down at me and placed a hand behind my head.  He ran his fingers through my hair, brushing the brown strands out of my face.  I wondered if he would look at Bonnie the same way.  I looked up at him, his hard body covered in sun lines from the blinds.  I ran my hand up his pelvis and under his shirt.  I explored each ripple of his abs.

                  I kissed his shaft lovingly and then took his balls in my mouth.  I sucked, watching him watch me.  It was such a great feeling to please my man like this.  I swirled my tongue around his sack, gliding and massaging.  I brought one hand to his shaft and tugged as I sucked.

                  “You’re so hot,” he said in a low voice.  Surprisingly, I imagined he was saying that to Bonnie and was instantly conflicted.  What if he still thinks she’s hot? How could he not, she was an absolute diva.  Still, I was turned on by the idea and for a moment I assumed Bonnie’s identity.

                  I moved my mouth an inch from the head of his cock, looking up with the wildest eyes I could muster.  He sighed and leaned his head back in preparation.  I exhaled and then wrapped my lips tightly around the head of his cock.  He was thick as well as long and his head stretched my jaw as far as it could open.  I loved the feeling of his cock in my mouth, despite the slight discomfort his size caused.

                  I moved my mouth as far down as I could, which unfortunately was only halfway before the tip was hitting the back of my throat.  He kept his hand on the back of my head, his fingers tangled in my hair.  I bobbed back and forth slowly at first, then quickening the pace.  He moaned with my rhythm and my pussy grew wetter.

                  I sucked and teased with the tip of my tongue.  When I pulled off for air, he’d look down at me with the biggest smile.  Then I’d tease him again, tracing each vein of his cock with my tongue.  I’d even invent my own patterns, circles and figure eights and draw them with my tongue on his shaft.  I loved watching it move and twitch just above my face.  I was eager for his cock, and my pussy was too.

                  He curled his index finger, commanding me upwards and I always did what I was told.  I stood up and faced him, his cock pressing into my stomach.  He slid my tank top slowly off my torso and my bra went with it.  I was topless now, and he was bottomless.  He reached for my breasts and caressed them.  He dragged his knuckles across my nipples, hardening them.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned at his touch.  He pushed his mouth into mine mid-moan.  I used to think he did this to keep me quiet, so no one would hear me, but now we had our own place.  I finally learned he loved my moans so much that he had to kiss me during them.  It turned me on each time he pushed his lips into mine because I knew without a doubt that he thought I was sexy.

                  His hands traveled from my breasts, down my stomach, and to my jean shorts.  He unfastened them and slid the tough fabric down my ass cheeks.  He stopped for a moment to grab a hand full of my round ass.  He squeezed as hard as he could before hurting me.

                  “Fuck!” he cried as he held my ass.  “That black thong is so sexy.”  He kissed my neck, looking over my shoulder at the ass in his hands.  Then his fingers slid just under my cheeks to push the jean fabric down lower.  Eventually they fell to my ankles and I shimmied my legs out of them.

                  I reached my hands under his shirt and slid it up over his flexed abs and eventually over his beautiful head.  He had the face of a model and the hair to boot.  I sometimes wondered what such a hunk was doing with a girl like me, but I tried to just be grateful for it.

                  Now we were both naked except for my thong.  He grabbed my hips and spun me around so my back faced him.  Then he bent me over the couch.  I’d always been a bit ticklish so I giggled at his touch.  Then he bent over and ran his fingers along the inside of my thighs.  When he reached the fabric covering my swollen, wet pussy, he moaned.

                  He leaned over me, his cock pushing between my legs and his lips at my ear.  “So fucking wet,” he whispered.  “Good girl.”  I bit my lower lip.  I always lost it when he called me good.  The tone of his voice was so smooth and sexy.  I wanted to be putty in his hands.  I wanted to be everything to him and to give him everything.

                  He traced the lines of my thong with his fingers, sending chills up my spine.  He then ran his finger down the middle strap; the one that ran between my ass cheeks.  He pulled the fabric to the side, exposing my soaking, wet cunt.  I waited eagerly for the tip of his cock, but he surprised me.

                  Suddenly I felt his tongue.  I gasped.  He started exploring my pussy like he’d never been there before.  Ben was great at changing it up, and he was always full of surprises.

                  “Oh!” I’d cry when he hit a new and sensitive spot.  He really enjoyed the game and I loved letting him play.  His tongue slid up and down my slit.  He slipped it between all of my folds.  He even kissed my outer labia in a way that also managed to massage them.  My pussy was no doubt pulsing and begging for his cock.  He took notice.

                  “You ready for a good fuck?” he asked.  I nodded.

                  “Yes, please,” I begged.

                  “Good girl,” he said as he gave me a light spank.  Then I felt the head of his cock pressed up against my entrance.  I bit my lip and closed my eyes.  As he pushed it in, an image of Bonnie appeared.  I thought of her tits as she laid by the pool.  When his cock was pushed all the way in, I pictured her bent over in my position.

                  I reached my hands to the edge of the couch for support.  Ben picked up his pace, moving in and out quicker now and moaning loudly with each thrust.  I reached between my legs and started to circle my clit while he fucked me.  I couldn’t stop thinking of Bonnie.

                  With each new thrust, a new image appeared.  Bonnie bent over.  Bonnie on her back.  Bonnie riding Ben.  Ben eating her out. Her tits bouncing as they fucked.  His tongue down her throat.  Me fucking Bonnie.  Me sucking her tits.  Me licking her pussy.

                  “Fuck!” cried Ben, about to blow.  I circled my clit faster as my boyfriend pounded me over the sofa.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned.  I felt my orgasm build with each new thought of Bonnie.  Ben and I came simultaneously which wasn’t uncommon for us.

                  As he finished, he slowly collapsed over me and I draped myself over the back of the sofa.  We panted in unison.  He reached for my hair and tucked it behind my ear.  Then he kissed my cheek.

                  “I guess it’s ok if you spy on my ex if it’s going to lead to this,” he joked.  Little did he know how right he was.

                  ---

                  The next morning I felt hung over which was odd because I hadn’t drank.  I did have a million dreams of Bonnie, though.  It must’ve tampered with my REM cycles.  I opened my eyes and stretched my arms far above my head.  Then I rolled over to see Ben sleeping soundly next to me.  I leaned in to give him a kiss but stopped short.  My eyes peered across his soft cheeks to the nightstand.  I saw his phone laying there and had a brilliant idea.

                  I snuck out of bed quietly and threw on my robe.  I grabbed his phone and slipped out of the room.  I made a cup of coffee in the kitchen while listening intently for any sign he was awake.  When I heard him snore, I eagerly entered his password and browsed through his messages.

                  There were no messages to Bonnie, but she was still in his phone book.  I opened a new template and started typing, “Hey, what’s up?”

                  I paused.  What the hell are you doing, Amber?  I scolded and cursed myself.  Was I really about to try and text his ex as him?  Was my curiosity really that strong?  I had never been with a woman before and here I was pining after my boyfriend’s ex.  She was beautiful, but what if I ruined everything over it?

                  I sighed and then closed out the message.  I tip toed back into the bedroom to return his phone to its resting place.  While I was standing over Ben, the steam from the coffee grew louder.  Suddenly, Ben opened his eyes which were still puffy from sleep.  Then he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me in close to him.

                  “What’s up, beautiful?” he asked in a hoarse voice.  I leaned down to kiss his cheek.

                  “Oh nothing,” I said.  I desperately wanted more information on Bonnie, but so far he’d been pretty closed about it.  Fortunately for me, Ben always knew when there was something on my mind.  He alerted himself and sat up in bed, leaning his back against the grey headboard.

                  “What are you thinking about?” he prodded.

                  I bit my lip.  I couldn’t hide from him any longer.  “I had like…a million dreams.”  I looked at him, trying to read his expression and trying to determine if I was brave enough to tell him.  Since it was still early in the morning, my defenses were down.  “About Bonnie,” I finished.

                  He exhaled and rolled his head down to his chest.  “I told you not to worry about her.  She’s only even in these apartments because they’re closest to the community college.”

                  “No, that’s not-“

                  He rubbed my arm over my purple robe.  “I don’t even talk to her much anymore.”

                  “I know,” I said, hanging my head sheepishly.  “I think-“ I was so close to telling him but fear held me back.

                  “You can tell me anything,” he said, tucking my hair behind my ear lovingly.

                  “I’m attracted to her,” I finally spat out.  I didn’t dare look at him.

                  “What?” he asked, half laughing.

                  “See, this is why I didn’t want to tell you,” I said, pushing on his chest.

                  “Like you want to go fuck her or something?” he asked, genuinely confused.

                  “Or…” I shifted my eyes slowly to him as I confessed my new deep desire.  “I want you to.”

                  “What’s gotten into you?” he asked.  “We have something really good here, and you want to bring her between us like that?”

                  “I mean…I want to be there too.”

                  The air was thick with silence save for the coffee pot which was sputtering out its last few drops of liquid.

                  “It’s silly,” I said, unable to handle the tension.  “Forget I said anything.”

                  I started to stand up from the bed, but Ben grabbed my arm, holding me in place.  “Now, wait a minute.  You mean, like a threesome?”

                  I shrugged.  “I don’t know, I guess,” I said.  “I’ve never done any of this before.  I’m not sure why I want to now, but-“

                  “But what?”

                  “I couldn’t stop thinking of her while you fucked me yesterday.”

                  He laughed a nervous laugh.  “Really?”

                  “I also couldn’t stop thinking of you fucking her…”

                  “That’s hot,” he confessed, and his cock started to push through the sheets.

                  “I know I don’t really know her and maybe it’s all a bad idea, but it was just an idea I had.”

                  “Well she’s kind of crazy,” he said.

                  “I almost texted her,” I admitted.

                  “You didn’t, right?”  I shook my head.  “Good,” he said, exhaling.  “Because she’s crazy.”

                  “As you’ve said.”

                  “Not without reason.  But if this is something you’re really interested in, I might be able to make it happen.”

                  “I am,” I said confidently.

                  “Well, that’s hot!” he said with wild, beaming eyes.  I couldn’t help but smile at his excitement, but I did wonder what I was getting myself into.  “I’ve actually had a threesome with her before,” he said.

                  “What?  Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

                  “I didn’t want you thinking you had to live up to that.”  He knew me well.  I probably would’ve been insecure over the idea of him having a threesome before me.  But now?  Now I could give him one too.

                  “Things need to be different this time,” I told him.

                  “How so?”

                  “I call the shots.”

                  “That’s not a problem on my end,” he said.  “It could be for Bonnie.  She doesn’t like to be told what to do.”

                  “Tell her that’s the only way she’ll get to fuck you again,” I said.  I could tell Ben was taken aback by my new demands, but I was really starting to grow into my own skin.

                  “Alright,” he said.  “Just give me the day to start talking to her again, so it’s not too weird.”

                  “Sounds good,” I said.  Then I leaned in quickly to kiss him.  I was rejuvenated by upcoming adventure, as long as she agreed to it that is.

                  Why would she agree to it though?  I tried not to psych myself out too much, but I also didn’t want to get my hopes up.  I bounced my way into the kitchen to finally grab a cup of coffee.

                  ---

                  That night, Ben surprised me with the news that Bonnie would be coming over.  I was nervous as hell.  Not only had I never met Bonnie before but I’d never been with a woman before and I certainly had never let Ben be with another woman.  He had said she’d be coming over, but I wondered if she knew what my intentions were.

                  “So did you talk about our plan with her?” I asked him from the kitchen while he lay stretched out on the sofa.

                  “Hell no,” he said.

                  “Oh.”

                  “Don’t worry.  She’ll do it.  She just needs to meet you before she agrees to it.”

                  “Sure. Of course.”

                   He got up from the sofa and walked toward me.  He placed his warm hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eye.  “Don’t worry.  If she’s the same Bonnie I used to know, this is her kind of thing.  And you’re hot as hell.”  I blushed and smiled.  He leaned in to kiss me and I swooned in his arms.

                  He’s so fucking hot and strong, I thought as he slid his tongue into my mouth.  I gave a low purr as we kissed, his hands traveling down my back and to my ass.  Then he gave it a good squeeze.  My nerves faded a little with each new distraction.  Then suddenly, there was a knock on the door.

                  He pulled away from our kiss and his eyes shifted to the foyer behind me.  Then he looked back at me.  “You ready to meet Bonnie?”  I nodded, my heart beating faster.  He walked around the kitchen counter toward the door.  I followed him halfway, positioning myself in the living room with my hands folded in front of me.

                  I look like I’m going to interview her, I thought and quickly changed my stance.  I folded one arm across my chest and placed my other elbow against my wrist, letting my free fingers weave nervously in my hair.  Ben had his hand resting on the doorknob and he flashed me one last warning look.  I nodded, ready to meet the incredibly wild and sexy Bonnie.

                  He opened the door and I gasped.  She was even sexier up close.  What am I doing?  She’s his hot ex-girlfriend and I invited her over to fuck him?  What’s wrong with me?  But my thoughts didn’t deter me.  My curiosity was stronger than my doubt.

                  “Heeeeyyyy,” she said, her bright green eyes darting toward me instantly.  She wore a bright red halter top and I noticed she was braless underneath.  Her nipples were hard and poking slightly through the fabric.  Her breasts were bigger than mind and round and her stomach was flat.  I envied her as much as I wanted to fuck her.  She wore dark wash jeans and a pair of black converse shoes.  She looked sexy but ready for anything.  Her shoulder length blond hair fell in a swooping wave around her face and her lips were as red as her top.

                  I looked down at myself.  I wore some basic blue jeans and a black v-neck.  I suddenly felt very ordinary in her presence.

                  Bonnie was holding three beers in her hands and she almost dropped one when she threw her arms around my boyfriend.  My body tingled as I watched her breasts press up against him.  He wrapped his strong arms around her small waist and it only made me want to see more.

                  She pulled away from him and looked at me.  She stood tall with confidence and had big, fiery eyes.  She smiled and walked toward me.  “Beer?” she asked.

                  “Um, sure,” I said.  I reached out to her extended hand and grabbed one, unsure if I would end up drinking very much.  I knew I wanted this experience to be memorable and I was a light weight with alcohol.  If there’s an experience, I reminded.

                  “So, you’re the new beau?” she said, looking me up and down.

                  “Yes,” I replied with a nervous laugh.

                  “Cool,” she said.  “Good to meet you.”  She put the other beers on the coffee table and then stood back up, placing a hand on her hip.  Then she turned her head over her shoulder to look at Ben.  “This one never talks to me anymore,” she said, pouting her lip.

                  “Sorry about that,” he replied, walking toward us.  “I’ve just been busy with work.”

                  “Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes.  Then she turned to him and lightly pushed his chest in defiance.  Unexpectedly to both her and I, he reached toward her and tickled her in retaliation.

                  He’s flirting! I thought, both confused and excited by the idea.  She seemed taken aback though and looked back at me with a concerned expression.

                  I waved at her and said, “You’re fine.  He’s just a big flirt with pretty women.”

                  A look of shock crossed her face, followed by a sly smile.  “Is that so?” she asked, eyeing him up and down.  He shrugged in response, then turned to me and winked.

                  “What’s going on here?” she asked suspiciously, taking a step back.

                  “Nothing,” I said.  “Nothing if you don’t want it to.”

                  “Excuse me?” she said, crossing her arms across her chest and turning toward me.

                  “My girlfriend thinks you’re hot,” Ben said finally.  I let my head fall in my hands.  Fuck why did he just say that?

                  “Oh yeah?” she said, pleasantly surprised.

                  “You should see her during the afternoon,” he continued.  “She peeks at you through the blinds like a perv.”

                  “Ben, shut up!” I cried, suddenly embarrassed.

                  “No shit?” Bonnie replied.

                  I rubbed my arm nervously and looked at the floor.  “It may be a little true,” I admitted, feeling the blood rush to my cheeks.

                  “So it takes your girlfriend wanting to fuck me for you to contact me again?” she grilled Ben.

                  “I told you I’ve been busy,” he said.  Then he walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.  Then I watched in amazement as he raised a hand to her hair, swooping it over her shoulder and to her back.  She watched me intensely for cues that I was bothered by his flirting.  I smiled awkwardly, hoping to communicate that this was what I wanted.  Ben read me easily and then made his move.

                  Suddenly I was watching my boyfriend lean into her neck and place his lips on her skin.  His arms were still wrapped around her waist but he had flattened his hands so his palms rested on the bare skin of her stomach.  She closed her eyes to fully take in the moment and I watched her nipples get harder.

                  Holy fuck this is hot, I thought as my pussy ached.  I wanted so badly to reach out and touch her beautiful body, but I didn’t have the same history that Ben had with her and knew it would probably be weird.

                  I watched him kiss from the curve of her neck slowly upward toward her ear.  When he reached it he kissed her ear lobe and she sighed.  I watched his fingers wiggle against her abdomen, his thumb sliding just barely up her halter top.

                  Suddenly her eyes opened and she pushed her way out of his embrace.  “What’s wrong?” he said, genuinely bewildered.

                  This is it, I thought.  She thinks we’re total weirdoes and is going to bolt.  But I couldn’t have been more wrong.  I watched as she strutted over to me with a ferocious glare.  When she was a foot from me, she reached her arms up and rested them on my shoulders.  Then she turned her head over her shoulder to look at Ben.

                  “You can’t just leave your girlfriend to be a third wheel,” she said.  I didn’t know what she meant, but I was about to find out.  She turned back to me and looked at me seductively.  She relaxed her jaw and her eyelids started to drop as she slowly leaned her head forward.

                  She was about to kiss me and I was in disbelief until her lips were on mine.  My nipples hardened and my pussy was getting wet.  Her breasts were inches from mine.  She slid a hand up the back of my neck and into my hair, cradling me in our kiss.  Then her lips parted and my lips parted.  Our tongues met and my body became filled with ecstasy.

                  I decided to be daring and I lifted my hands to her waist, grabbing tightly.  She moaned in my mouth and I followed with an exhale.  She moved a hand across my collarbone and to my chest, rubbing my breasts over my shirt.  Then I released my first moan of the night.  Is this sexy bombshell really fondling me? I couldn’t believe it, but as good as this felt, I really wanted to see her get fucked by my stud of a boyfriend.

                  Still, I let her continue, in hopes it would lead to that eventually.  “Fuck this is hot,” said Ben, prompting Bonnie to end our kiss.

                  “It’s about to get hotter,” she said, never breaking her gaze at me.  She gave my breasts a gentle squeeze and lowered her hands to the bottom of my t-shirt.  She slid her hands under the fabric, her soft skin caressing my stomach.  Then she began to lift.  I’d only known this girl for five minutes but I was letting her undress me in front of my boyfriend and I couldn’t have been more turned on.

                  She slid my shirt above my chest and head, tossing it to the floor.  Then she leaned into my neck and kissed quickly around my skin as if she was turned on too.  When her lips reached the straps of my black bra, she slid it down so she could kiss my shoulder.  She repeated this on the other side so that both of my bra straps were hanging around my biceps.  Then she took a step back.

                  “What’s wrong?” I asked.

                  “Absolutely nothing.  I’m just admiring your beauty,” she said with lust in her eyes.

                  I blushed in disbelief.  She walked behind me and pulled my hair behind my shoulders.  Then she wrapped her arms around my waist like Ben had done to her and started kissing my neck again.  Her hands traveled up my stomach and rested over my bra, massaging my breasts.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned, watching a bulge appear in Ben’s khaki shorts.  Then Bonnie moved her hands to my back to unhook my bra.  My pussy was wetter than ever as I felt these new pair of hands roam my body.  She slid her palms and fingers over my ribs and under the fabric of my bra until her palms were resting against my nipples.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned again when she rubbed her thumbs against them.  Then she pulled my bra down my arms and threw it on the floor.

                  “So you want to fuck me?” she whispered in my ear, making my eyes pop open.

                  “Well, actually,” I managed to mutter.  “I want to see Ben fuck you.”  I waited for her disapproval.  After all, he was her ex.  But to my surprise, she seemed up for the adventure.

                  “Oh!” she cried, dropping her hands from my chest.  “This is new for me.”  She walked around to the front of me and stared at my naked breasts.  “Just let me get more in the mood,” she said, lowering her mouth to my nipples.

                  “Fuck,” I groaned as she pulled one into her lips.  She flicked it with her tongue sending an electric shock through my whole body.  My knees were weak and I wasn’t sure I could hold myself up as this hot blond sucked on my tits.  I watched my boyfriend as he took off his white t shirt and showed off his rippling muscles.

                  Bonnie lifted her head from my chest and lifted her halter top over her head.  “Now we’re all topless!” she joked.  Her breasts were big and round with perfectly sized nipples.  “Have you ever touched another woman’s tits before?” she asked.  I shook my head and swallowed hard.

                  She reached her hands for mine and brought them up to her chest.  My palms rested against her nipples and my mouth became dry.  I massaged them and watched her exhale, biting her lower lip.  Then I let my hands roam down her sides and to her perfect tummy.  I stepped in toward her, careful to look for any signs that she wanted me to stop, but she was only smiling.

                  I reached a hand up to her neck and leaned in to kiss her.  Our naked breasts pushed together, sending shockwaves down my spine.  Suddenly, I felt a rough hand on my lower back and opened my eyes to see that Ben had stepped closer to us.  He had his other hand on her lower back.  I reached my hand down to Bonnie’s jeans and unfastened the top button, followed by the zipper.

                  I pulled away from our kiss and kissed Ben to let him know I wanted him to continue.  Bonnie watched us kiss with eager and hungry eyes.

                  Through our kiss, I saw her slide her hands up his abs and to his chest.  He exhaled from her touch and I was so turned on.  I pulled my lips from his and took a step back, sitting on the arm of the sofa.  Bonnie’s hand ran up to his neck and he looked at her naked tits.  His bulge grew larger.

                  She tilted her head and he leaned his toward her.  I watched them kiss for the first time and they were both topless.  I couldn’t help but rub my hands over my breasts while they made out.  Their breathing got louder and his hands landed on her waist.  He grabbed her hips tightly like he did me.  He pulled her in close and I watched as her nipples brushed against his chest.

                  Fuck this is hot, I thought, nearly panting.  I slid my hand between my jean covered thighs and massaged my swollen pussy through the fabric.  I bit my lower lip and watched as Ben’s hands slid slowly up her back, their tongues darting in and out, circling around each other’s.

                  I walked over to Bonnie and stood behind her, sliding my hands to the waist of her jeans.  Then I whispered in her ear, “You ready for the fucking of your life?”

                  Her eyes shot open in surprise as she took in my question.  I remembered what Ben had said about her usually calling the shots and I waited for her to retaliate.  After a moment, however, she relaxed into it and nodded.  Then I dragged her jean fabric down her thighs and to her ankles.  She kicked off her shoes, still kissing Ben, and then she stepped out of them.

                  I was bent near her feet, running my hands up her legs.  She was wearing a pink thong and I had the perfect view of her toned round ass.  I reached my hands up to it and squeezed.  I caught Ben looking down at me, his bulge twitching in his khakis.

                  I gave her a little spank and she cooed into his mouth.  He pulled off long enough to moan, “Fuck!”  Then, without hesitation, he reached for her breasts and massaged them.  He was cursing and she was moaning at his touch and I was getting to watch everything with a soaking wet pussy.

                  This is better than I imagined! I thought to myself.  But I figured I needed to help things along, still.  I stood up and shimmied off my own pair of jeans, revealing my black thong.  Both of them looked at me for a moment with lust in their eyes.  Then I stepped between Bonnie and Ben, placed my hands on his pants, undoing them.

                  As I unzipped his pants I felt a pair of soft hands cup my breasts and I sighed.  As I bent over to slide Ben’s pants and briefs down, she moved her hands to my ass, sliding a finger along my thong line.

                  “Fuck,” I moaned, completely bent over in front of her.  I lifted myself up to find myself face to face with Ben’s raging cock.  He placed a hand on my head, preparing for me to take it in and I relaxed my jaw.  I slid my open mouth around his head for a moment before pulling off.

                  I stood up and turned around, passionately kissing Bonnie.  Ben rubbed his cock on my ass as we kissed and I loved the feeling of both of them.

                  I pulled off Bonnie and made my first command.  “Suck his cock,” I told her.  Her eyes widened, but she dropped to her knees instantly.  I stepped back and pulled my thong completely off.  Then I sat on the arm of the sofa to watch the show.

                  I placed one foot to the side of me on the arm, exposing my wet pussy to my boyfriend as he prepared to have his cock sucked by another woman while I watched.  I placed a finger in my slit and dragged the juices up to my clit, beginning to circle it.

                  I watched Bonnie look up at Ben as she held his huge dick in her hand.  Then she stuck out a flat tongue and rested the head of his cock on it.  He moaned and brushed his fingers through her hair.  He dragged his thumb from her forehead down her cheek and pulled on her chin.  Then he pushed himself into her mouth, making her gag at first.

                  “Shit,” he said as she pulled off quickly.  “I went too fast again.”

                  “It’s okay,” she told him, wiping her lips.  “I like it.”  His cock twitched at this and I played faster with my pussy.  Then she wrapped her lips around his head again and began to move back and forth on it.  I watched as her beautiful tis bounced with each forward movement.  I grabbed my own tits as I played with myself and watched them moaning to each other.

                  “You like sucking my man’s cock?” I asked her.  I heard her mumble approval with her mouth full.  “Wait until he fucks your wet pussy,” I warned, turning myself on more and more with each word.  I couldn’t believe I was actually saying this stuff aloud and encouraging my boyfriend to fuck her.

                  He placed his hand on the back of her head and pushed his cock in as far as he could go without hurting her.  He looked down at her and she looked up at him.  Then he reached one hand down to her tits and started to fondle them.  I noticed one of her hands holding his balls and the other one move between her legs, massaging her pussy.

                  Fuck, I thought to myself, now that I knew everyone was turned on by the scenario.  Watching her touch herself while she sucked him nearly brought me to orgasm.  But I wasn’t ready to finish yet.

                  She bobbed her head back and forth on his cock while fondling his balls.  He groaned and she moaned.  I stopped touching myself and hopped from the sofa to walk over to them.

                  I kneeled next to Bonnie for an up close view of my boyfriend’s cock in her pretty mouth.  I raised a hand to her head and pet her as she sucked.  “That’s a good girl,” I told her.  “Take it all in.”

                  She sucked harder and faster when I gave her directions and I could tell she liked being dominated.  Maybe it was just that she had never been dominated before.  I loved giving both of them what they wanted as I pleased myself.

                  “Now take his cock out your mouth,” I told her.  She quickly did as she was told, taking a few deep breaths.  I took his cock in my mouth for one quick suck before making my new demands.

                  “Stand up,” I told her.  Ben stepped back so she could rise and I stayed on my knees.  When she was fully standing, I reached for the waistband of her thong and pulled it down over hips and too her ankles.  She stepped out of it and looked down at me, smiling.

                  I reached my thumb just above her clit and pulled gently on the skin.  Then I stuck my tongue out and licked my first pussy.  She was warm and sweet.  When she moaned it made me weak.  She rested her hand on the back of my head while I slid my tongue up and down her wet slit.  It made me happy to taste how wet she was.

                  I slid my finger into her tight cunt while I circled her clit.  Her knees started to buckle and Ben reached his arms out for support.  She grabbed his bulging biceps as he played with her tits.  I licked as best as I could for my first time, making sure to move all around her pussy and in between her folds.  She seemed to be enjoying herself.

                  Suddenly she started to shake and I felt her pussy throb around my tongue and fingers.  I was pretty certain I had made her come.

                  “Fuuuck!” she cried, nearly falling into Ben’s arms.  I couldn’t help but smile at my work.  When her body stopped shaking, I pulled my mouth and fingers from her pussy and stood back up.

                  “Now you’re going to get some hard cock,” I told her.  She was panting in his arms but nodded.  She fell to her knees and then laid on her stomach on the floor.  I watched Ben walk over to her and place a foot on either side of her thighs before falling to his knees.

                  I sat by the wall, leaning my back against it while I watched my boyfriend’s cock hovering over his ex-girlfriend’s perfect ass.  He brushed her hair to the side so I could see her face better.  She watched me with a smile while she waited in anticipation of his cock.  He gave me one more questioning look to confirm this is what I really wanted.  I responded by spreading my legs and massaging my pussy.

                  He reached for his khaki’s and pulled a condom out of the pocket.  Then he rolled it on slowly to his hard member.

                  He smiled at me and then slid the tip of his cock between her thighs where they met her ass so that it was resting at the entrance to her wet cunt.  I started sliding my fingers in and out of my own swollen pussy, and then I watched him push in.

                  They both moaned in unison as he slid deeper into her and I admired the way her tits looked pressed against the carpet.  He reached his hands for her ass and tightly grabbed her cheeks.  He pulled out slowly, and Bonnie exhaled with relief. Then he pushed back in, making her groan again.

                  I circled my clit quickly and pulled at my nipple.  He pulled her ass cheeks up higher so he could get a better view of his cock entering her.  He pushed in again and gave her a little spank.

                  “Oh!” she cried, biting her lower lip.

                  “You like my boyfriend’s cock?” I asked her.  She nodded as he pushed in again.  “Tell me,” I commanded.

                  “I love your boyfriend’s cock,” she said.

                  “Where?” I asked.

                  “In my pussy,” she said.

                  “Fuck, that’s hot!” cried Ben, quickening his pace.  I watched him spank her ass again and start pounding her harder. Her whole body bounced back and forth over the carpet, her tits barely moving from being squished on the carpet.

                  I fingered my pussy while watching my boyfriend on his knees sliding his cock in and out his ex’s pussy.  She moaned and he groaned, panting between loud expressions of ecstasy.  I pulled at my tits and circled my clit, loving the way they bounced together as they fucked.

                  He pumped harder, thrusting his hips into her ass.  He leaned over her back, placing a hand on either side of her to hold him up.  I watched his cock enter and disappear and it wasn’t long before my pussy started to pulse from the pleasure.

                  “Ohhh!” I moaned as my body shook from orgasm.  Ben turned to watch me cumming while he fucked Bonnie.  In no time at all, he was joining me.  He pumped faster and then his body shook above Bonnie’s as he exploded in her.

                  We both collapsed simultaneously, me against the wall and he against Bonnie.  Then he pulled out and rolled over.  I watched Bonnie prop herself up on her elbows and suddenly we all started laughing.  We sounded like we had just finished running a marathon.

                  “Did we really just do that?” asked Bonnie, looking at Ben’s naked body.

                  “I think we did,” I said, still in shock that she was up for the adventure.

                  “Will we do it again, though?” asked Ben, gazing at me hopefully.

                  “That’s up to Miss Bonnie,” I said, crossing my legs like a pretzel.

                  “I know I just met you, Amber, but you’re one badass chick,” she said.  “Of course I’m down.”

                  The three of us took a moment to catch our breath before jumping up to grab our beers.  We all sat on the carpet around the coffee table now and we clinked our bottles together.

                  “To new adventures,” I said with a devilish smile.

                  “To new adventures!” Ben and Bonnie shouted.
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      I brought the fire engine red gloss wand to my lips.  It belonged to my best friend Jessica who graciously loaned it to me.  I was about to celebrate my one year anniversary with Aiden, and I wanted to look as hot as she always did.  I knew makeup was only one facet of her beauty because Jessica naturally looked like a goddess.

                  Jessica was a fiery red head with long, straight hair that fell to the middle of her back.  She was average height for a woman, but taller than me.  I could pretend to be as tall as her if I wore my most painful pair of heels.  She had curves to die for and there wasn’t a single top or dress that didn’t hug them perfectly.  Her breasts were round, but natural.  Her hips were just wide enough to draw your attention.  She looked great in a pair of high waisted khaki shorts and a low cut top.

                  To this day I still couldn’t believe she had been the one to introduce me to Aiden without him falling head over heels in love with her.  Realistically, I knew beauty wasn’t everything, but Jessica was fun too.  She was bubbly and positive.  She enjoyed life’s every moment and encouraged others to do the same.  She was a light to everyone around her.

                  I slid the gloss along my lower lip, hoping for some magic transformation.  I wasn’t ugly by any means, but I often felt ordinary.  I had wavy brown hair that took on a life of its own.  My eyes were small compared to hers, and my figure was average.  All in all, I was grateful.  I had a healthy body with strong legs and a decent pair of breasts.  My hair had character and I did have a great smile, but tonight I wanted to wow Aiden the way Jessica wowed everyone else.

                  I wasn’t sure the bright red would suit me but I hoped for the best.  It seemed garish at first, like a stamp was pressed against me, rather than a subtle touch of makeup.  I continued, however, hoping that once the rest of my face was done the red would fit in a little more.

                  My thoughts bounced between envy of Jessica’s perfect body and remembrance of her positive attitude.  Be positive, I told myself.  What was I fretting over anyway?  I knew Aiden loved me.  Our anniversary should be nothing but a celebration.

                  I became easily distracted by thoughts of Aiden’s strong figure.  He’s so hot, I thought.  He was a health nut and worked out regularly.  He wasn’t a big man, but every inch of his body was toned with muscle.  Just thinking about his abs got me hot, and thinking of his arms made my insides warm.  I always loved being held by him and staring into his deep green eyes.  I loved running my fingers through his short, dark brown hair.

                  I suddenly felt surrounded by beautiful people.  Tonight’s my night to be beautiful, I thought.

                  I finished swiping my mascara across the last of my lashes.  My eye liner was formed into two perfect wings.  I straightened my hair, reminiscent of Jessica’s, and I tied the halter straps to my sexiest red dress.

                  My phone buzzed on the dresser and I ran immediately to check it, assuming it was Aiden.

                  Happy Anniversary, Kate! texted Jessica.  I only then realized how clenched my jaw had been, because smiling felt like such a relief.

                  Thanks!  I texted back.  I’m kind of nervous.  Weird, right?

                  I looked back in my full length mirror and smoothed my dress over my curves and analyzed my makeup again when my phone buzzed.

                  Don’t be nervous, she replied.  You’re going to be getting messy later tonight anyway…LOL.  Want me to come over for moral support?

                  I told her the support would be great.  Aiden wouldn’t be coming to pick me up for another two hours anyway.  I excitedly rushed to the kitchen of my one bedroom apartment to make us a couple of drinks.  This should take the edge off, I thought as I poured two gin and tonics into my favorite glasses.  I started to sip on mine a few minutes before Jessica showed up.

                  I heard a knock and breathed a sigh of relief.  I rushed to the door to let Jessica in.  I was so happy to see her since I knew she’d lift up my mood.

                  “Holy shit, you look hot!” she cried as she stepped in the doorway and grabbed my hands in excitement.  She wore jeans with rips at the knees and a black crop top.  The black of her top created the perfect backdrop for her long, red hair.

                  “Really?” I asked with a softened, hopeful expression.

                  “Oh yeah.  I had no idea my makeup would look so…smoldering on you,” she said, winking.  I couldn’t help but laugh and absorb any compliment she was willing to get me.  “I mean, I’d do you!”

                  I noticed her eyes shift as she said that, her pupils dropping to my breasts as if she were actually turned on by me.  I shrugged it off quickly, but took note of it.  I had been friends with Jessica for three years and she had never given me that look.  It was the look of someone picturing you naked.  It was lustful.

                  I invited her back to the kitchen where we sat at my bar stools and our drinks were displayed on my new decorative tray.

                  “Ohhh, I love this!” she said, pointing to the tray and picking up her drink.  “Gin!  You know me so well.”  She winked and playfully shoved my bare shoulder.  This time, however, her touch sent erotic chills down my spine.

                  What’s wrong with me? I wondered.  I could only conclude that the nervousness was clouding my judgment and making me imagine things.  We tapped the rims of our glasses together and said Cheers! in unison.

                  “So where is Aiden’ taking you?” she asked, her eyes wide with curiosity.

                  “We’re going to our favorite fondue restaurant,” I said.  “I want it to feel special, so I guess I’m a little nervous.”

                  “Well this gin should help take the edge off,” she said with the brightest smile I’d ever seen.  “You know, I saw Aiden the other day actually.”

                  “Oh really?”

                  “Yeah, I hid from him because I thought he was this guy I used to know,” she said followed by laughter.

                  “Oh please,” I said.  “He doesn’t look anything like your ex.”

                  “Not my ex,” she said.  “A guy I used to have a few wild flings with.  A no strings attached sort of situation.”

                  “Oh,” was all I could muster.

                  “Don’t worry.  I’m not interested in Aiden like that,” she said, but I had a hard time believing her when she fucked a guy that looked like him.  “Oh man,” she continued with a smile and a long exhale.  “The sex was great, though.”

                  I didn’t want to ask to hear more, but I didn’t want to seem disinterested either, so I just flashed her a curious look.

                  “One time, we did it while his roommate was home.  His roommate had a crush on me so Jason, the guy who looked like Aiden, encouraged me to be quiet.  Which was hard,” she said laughing, “because he fucked me so good.”

                  I drank another sip of gin, hoping to calm my nerves which were winding themselves up more and more by the moment.

                  “He did this sex thing where…he cupped his hand over my mouth to stifle my moans.”  She exhaled again and her cheeks blushed.  “I miss that fucker.”

                  “What happened?”

                  “Eh, I guess he got bored with it all.  He was kind of a player.”

                  “Oh, I’m sorry.”

                  “I didn’t mind.  I didn’t see a future with him or anything.  He was just a really good lay.”

                  I dug through flashbacks of my sex with Aiden and couldn’t remember anything that was wild about our love life.  Was he missing out? I wondered.

                  “One time, I sucked him off in the back of a movie theater.”

                  “How do you do that without anyone noticing?”

                  “I know, right?  I didn’t think it was possible either.  But you have to find a semi-empty theater and sit in the very back.  Again, you have to stifle your moans, but it was so hot knowing we could get caught at any moment.”

                  “I don’t think I could get turned on by that,” I admitted.

                  “Trust me, you would.  You don’t think so until you’re in the middle of it and your adrenaline is racing.”

                  I got up to refill our drinks.  “Maybe,” I said, turning my back to Jessica.

                  “So what’s the craziest thing you and Aiden have done?”

                  I swallowed hard.  “Nothing, I guess,” I admitted shamefully.

                  “Surely there’s been something,” she pressed on.

                  “We are tender with one another.  Then we get naked and usually fuck on the bed.”

                  “Well, it’s probably hot enough with how attractive the two of you.”

                  “Oh please,” I said, spinning around to face her.  I placed my hands on the counter behind me and leaned back giving her a look of disbelief.

                  “You don’t think he’s hot?” she asked, sliding her eyebrows down the sides of her eyes in confusion.

                  “He’s very hot,” I said.

                  “Oh,” she said when she realized how low my self-esteem was.  She stood up from her seat and walked over to me, placing my hands into hers.  “Kate, you are very sexy.”

                  “Yeah, ok,” I said laughing with a sharp pain in my chest.  Suddenly, Jessica’s hand was cupping the side of my face and she brushed her thumb against my cheek.

                  “I mean it,” she said.  Her eyes were sad and wild at the same time.  I couldn’t help but feel like she wanted to kiss me.  I slipped out of her grasp quickly, my heart racing at the possibility of being kissed by my best friend on my boyfriend’s anniversary.

                  “Let’s change the subject,” I said, returning to my seat and waiting for Jessica to walk around and join me.

                  “Sure,” she said.  The brush of air that blew against my skin as she walked past enlivened my senses.  I couldn’t help but wonder what would’ve happened if I’d stayed by the counter and let the tender moment between us grow.

                  “So nothing wild,” she said.  “You could always be a little adventurous tonight.”

                  “I don’t really know how to plan something like that,” I said.

                  “You don’t plan.  You just do.”  She bit her lower lip as she looked at me.  Her eyes seemed pained and I wasn’t sure how to comfort her.  I wasn’t even completely sure I understood how she felt about anything anymore.  “Be spontaneous…take him to the bathroom or something.  Lock the door and then hike up your dress.”  She moved her hand to my thigh and lifted my dress a few inches, her fingers grazing my skin.

                  A chill moved through me as she caressed me for the first time sexually.  I couldn’t admit yet that I was enjoying it, but I also couldn’t stifle the gasp that left my lips and my eyes closed.

                  “Then he’ll move closer, filled with lust.”  Despite Jessica’s hands on me, I couldn’t help but picture her with Aiden in the scene she described to me.  What was most surprising was how turned on I seemed to be by it.  I opened my eyes to see Jessica standing in front of me, leaning over my face as if ready to kiss me again. This time I didn’t move away.

                  “Then he’ll grab your waist,” she said as she moved her hands to my torso.  “And he’ll lean in,” she said, her lips inches from mine.  I felt her breath rolling out of her mouth and spread over my nose and cheeks.  “And he’ll kiss you like it was the first time.”

                  Jessica pushed her lips into mine and the warmth traveled from her mouth down my spine, wrapping itself around my thighs.  I couldn’t help but open them so she could step inside.  Her hand held my neck and our lips parted.  Her tongue slid against mine and I instinctively wrapped my legs around her hips, pulling her in close.

                  She let out a low moan as we kissed and my mind raced with a million confusing thoughts.  How long has Jessica felt this way toward me?  Were we really doing this?  What would Aiden think of me kissing my best friend?

                  My body shivered as we kissed.  I reached my hands up to her face to keep her close.  She smelled like milk and honey and I was intoxicated.

                  Our tongues danced and our breathing became heavy.  Her hands ran up my sides and around my front.  I felt her grasp my breasts for a moment before letting her hands slide up to my neck.  I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I wasn’t in the best position to think.  All I knew is that this was the hottest moment of my life so far.

                  I couldn’t help imagine Aiden kissing her the way she was kissing me.  For a moment, I felt I had stepped into Jessica’s skin.  Kissing her made me feel just as beautiful and exciting.  I wondered what it would be like to watch the two hottest people I knew make out like this.

                  She broke our kiss, pulling her head back slowly and opening her eyes.  They sparkled with a new euphoria.  “Sorry,” she said with a smile.  “I guess I got carried away.”

                  “Yes,” I said, leaning up to steal another kiss.  “You did.”  I rested a hand on her hip, admiring how soft her skin was at her waist.  I brought it around to her abdomen, exploring every new inch.  Sure, I’d seen her naked plenty of times, but I never got to touch her.  I wasn’t sure what had changed about today, but I felt on top of the world with her in my arms.

                  My hand traveled slowly under her crop top to her lace bra.  I ran my thumb over the center of her breast and she exhaled against me.  I grabbed her shirt fabric in my hands and lifted it over her chest.  Her bra was black, matching her top perfectly.  She pulled her head back and smiled at me, lifting her hands above her head.  I slid her shirt off and tossed it to the floor.

                  She leaned back into me and kissed me.  Her hands rested on my bare thighs, and she let one slip to my inner thigh.  She dragged her fingers up closer to my thong.  I could feel how wet I was getting and wondered how she’d react when she found out.

                  I imagined Jessica in my seat, Aiden leaning over her the way she leaned over me.  My body tingled with sexual desire at the thought.  I imagined his muscles flexing over her curvy body and her long red hair falling delicately over the back of the barstool.

                  I shouldn’t be thinking these things, I told myself.  Only a crazy girl wants to see their man with another woman.  But I couldn’t help it.  It suddenly seemed like it’d be hotter than any porno.  Something about me knowing both of them so intimately made it seem so much more erotic.

                  Her knuckles grazed the fabric separating her from my wet pussy.  I was sure she’d know in that moment how much she turned me on.  I gasped as her fingertips slid against my slit, pushing the fabric in slightly.  I ran my hands up to her breasts, now only covered by her bra, and I squeezed.  I’d never been with a woman before, and I was glad that my first experience was going to be with someone like Jessica.

                  Jessica moaned against my ear, kissing my earlobe in between breaths.  I watched the sunlight slowly fading from the kitchen counter tops.  I knew Aiden would be here soon, but I couldn’t stop myself.  I had to know where this was going.  I didn’t want to send Jessica the wrong message.

                  I reached my hands around her upper body and to her back.  I unclasped her gorgeous bra and let the straps slide off her shoulders.  Her skin was glistening perfectly in the last rays of daylight.  She took a step back, allowing me to completely slide her bra from her torso.  I was suddenly face to breast with her beautiful chest.  I’d seen her tits before, but never in quite this light.  I reached up and cupped them, looking up at her lovingly.

                  She smiled and her red hair dangled forward, creating a soft, velvet curtain around me.  I leaned in and kissed one breast, then the other.  I imagined Aiden’s lips on her chest and my pussy throbbed at the thought.  Fuck that’d be hot, I thought.  I moved my lips toward her nipple and gave it a gentle kiss.  The long red curtain of hair lifted as she threw her head back and moaned.

                  I ran the tip of my thumb across her other nipple as I wrapped my lips around the first.  I let my tongue flick against her sensitive skin.  I was falling in love with the way she twitched from sexual stimulation, and in that moment I would’ve given anything to see Aiden teasing her this way.

                  I massaged her breasts as I shifted in my seat, feeling as if I could cum right there in my panties and all.  She ran her fingers through my hair, keeping me pressed against her chest, and I let my free hand trace up and down her spine.  Her back arched and I could see her hips sway as her legs shifted against one another.

                  I moved my free hand to the button on her jeans and unfastened it.  I’d seen her naked but I’d never seen her pussy up close.  I wondered what it looked like and if it matched the beauty of the rest of her.  Surely it will, I thought, eagerly unzipping her jeans.

                  I lifted my head from her chest and slid fingers from both of my hands into her waistband.  I tugged the jeans down over her hips and caught Jessica biting her lower lip.  She was wearing a bright red thong that was clearly wet.  She was enjoying herself too.

                  Jessica stopped me when her jeans sat halfway off her hips.  She leaned in to kiss me and rested her arms on my shoulders.  Then I felt her fingers working on untying the straps to my dress.  Soon, the red fabric fell to my chest, my breasts barely able to hold up my dress top.  She kissed my cheek, then my neck and finally rested her lips on my collarbone.

                  I leaned back in the chair gasping and running my fingers through her hair.  She pulled the dress fabric down to reveal my bare breasts.  She kissed her way to my nipples, taking them each in her mouth one at a time.  She circled her tongue around my areolas and brushed my neck with her fingers.  I rocked my hips against the chair seat and kept my legs wrapped around her.  I didn’t want to come so early, but I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hang on either.

                  Her hand returned to the thong between my thighs and she played with my clit through the fabric.  It was the most magnificent, sensual feeling in the world to have my best friend flicking her tongue on my nipples while she played with my wet pussy.

                  But what turned me on even more was knowing this was happening in the dress I’d wear to my anniversary date with Aiden.  Would he consider this cheating? I doubtfully wondered.

                  I slid my hand through the small space between Jessica’s jeans and her thong.  I matched the movements of her fingers against me and smiled each time I heard her moan on my breast.  She slid her finger under the fabric of my thong, trying to stay one step ahead.  Her fingers were now in direct contact with my wet slit and I could hardly focus.

                  I tilted my head back and lowered my lids as I let low moan after low moan escape me.  Her fingers were so soft and delicate on the folds of my cunt.  She slid them in and out of my slit gently, occasionally dragging her fingers up to my clit and circling it.  I suddenly had the image of Aiden circling her clit with his fingers and I had to fight to hold back my orgasm.  I bit my lower lip and moaned painfully.

                  “Did that hurt?” she asked, worried.

                  “Ha! No…” I assured her, leaning up to kiss her again.  She pushed her lips into mine with all the force she could muster and then she pulled away violently.  I watched as her topless body dropped to her knees, her face hovering between my thighs.  Oh fuck, I thought.

                  She reached her hands under the skirt of my dress and tugged my thong down my smooth thighs.  She slid them down my calves, my ankles, and finally over my strappy heels.  She tossed the thong to the floor and flipped up the skirt of my dress to expose my pussy to the cool air.

                  I watched in shock as she licked her lips sensually.  Did she really want to eat my pussy?  How long has she wanted to do this?  But again, all I could think of was Aiden’s tongue on her soft cunt.  Jessica hovered just above my pussy, her breath rolling over my wet folds.

                  I leaned my head back again and pushed my hips closer to her.  She kissed my outer lips, drawing designs with the tip of her tongue.  God she’s a tease, I thought.  As if she read my mind, she slipped her tongue into my slit and sucked on my folds.

                  The next few minutes were a blur as I fell into the deepest state of ecstasy of my life.  I felt her tongue in places Aiden’s had yet to explore, and I couldn’t tell if she drew circles or diamonds.  All I knew is it would be only minutes before I would come all over my best friend’s face.

                  She reached her hands up to my breasts and fondled them.  She rolled my nipples between her fingers and occasionally kissed my inner thighs between diving her tongue into my cunt.  She moved expertly around my pussy and I wondered if all women had a natural gift to please each other or if this wasn’t her first time around another woman’s pussy.

                  She licked and flicked and circled and teased until the electricity between my legs spread up my spine and down my legs.  Before long, my body was shaking in my own barstool at the hand of my closest girlfriend.  But even mid-orgasm, all I could think of was Aiden fucking her so good that she was coming all over his hard cock.

                  “Fuck!” I cried as my body shook.  I grabbed the edge of my counter to keep from falling out of the seat.  I kept one hand on the back of Jessica’s head to let her know to keep going.  She did keep going, even through all the wild convulsions my body sent out.

                  She only stopped when I more or less collapsed in a fit of gasps.  She stood up slowly, wiping her lips and smiling.

                  “Sorry,” she started, “you just looked so damn hot in that outfit.”

                  “Don’t apologize,” I laughed between gasps, running my hand up her bare torso.  “Next time, we’ll have to invite Aiden in on it,” I joked without thinking.  I watched as Jessica’s eyes widened and suddenly felt I may have gone too far.

                  “I would be up for that,” she said finally, relieving me of my worries.

                  “Really?”

                  “Yeah.  I’m just surprised you would be,” she said.

                  “Well,” I started, but before I could finish there was a knock at the door.  “Shit! It’s Aiden.”

                  Jessica started laughing but handed me my thong and helped me tie my dress straps again.  She threw her bra and top back on brushed her fingers through my hair.  I hopped from the stool and started to run toward the door.

                  “I’ll see you around, then?” asked Jessica.

                  “You can chill here if you want while we’re out.”

                  “Cool.  Maybe I will.”

                  I walked down the hallway, turning back to look at Jessica one more time before opening the front door.  She looked like a goddess, leaning her back against my kitchen counter.  The street lights illuminated the back of her so she looked as if she was glowing.  She always looks like that anyway, I thought, still in shock that I had been pleased by my best friend.

                  I pulled open the front door to find my sexy stud of a boyfriend standing there, holding my favorite flowers: lilies.  “Aiden!” I shouted, still a little out of breath.

                  “Wow,” he said, looking me up and down.  “You look amazing, Kate.”

                  I blushed and stepped onto the porch.  “See you later, Jessica!” I called back.

                  “Wait, she’s staying here while we’re gone?”

                  “Of course.  It’s not like she’s going to steal anything…”

                  “Well, I just thought,” he said, rubbing his hand on the back of his neck awkwardly.  “I thought maybe we’d come back and it’d just be the two of us…”

                  “Yeah, maybe,” I said.  I was eager to bring up the idea of bringing Jessica in on our sex life, but I couldn’t tell when the right time would be to bring it up.  “Let’s go to dinner and talk.”

                  “That doesn’t sound good,” he said, sounding worried.

                  “It’s not bad,” I assured him.  “Come on, let’s eat.  I’m famished.”

                  

                  ---

                  At dinner, Aiden kept eyeing me with suspicion.  I cowered in the seat across from him as I recalled the hot sex I’d just had with my best friend.  The candlelight wasn’t dim enough to hide my guilt, and I wondered how on earth I would be able to fess up to him.

                  The waiter took our orders and brought out the first course.  I could only pick at my salad in silence until Aiden broke the ice.  He exhaled in almost a growl and said, “Ok, Kate.  What’s going on?”

                  I straightened myself up and brushed my hair out of my face.  I looked around to make sure no one else could hear us and I leaned over the table toward him.  Aiden slowly leaned his face to mine in anticipation.  His eyes widened and his breathing picked up its pace.

                  “So don’t be mad,” I started, still unsure if he’d consider this cheating or not.  I was terrified of losing him over this, but I could only hope he’d have an open mind.

                  “Shit,” he said, already assuming the worst.

                  “No, no,” I said.  “It’s not quite what you think.”

                  “What do you mean, not quite?”

                  “Jessica and I…”  I lifted my eyes to study his face.  Would I really have to simplify our beautiful moment into one punishable sentence?

                  “What?” he said, lifting his eyebrow with a new bit of intrigue.

                  “We…hooked up sort of,” I finally confessed.  He breathed a sigh of relief and leaned back in his chair.

                  “Shit, Kate.  You really had me going.  And on our anniversary!”

                  “You don’t mind?”

                  “What man would mind?  That’s fucking hot,” he said whispering across the table.

                  “I’m glad you see it that way,” I said, preparing for my next confession.

                  “What?  You want it to be ongoing or something?”

                  “Yeah, sort of.”  He folded his arms across his chest, again lifting his eyebrow.  “Did I ever tell you how hot I think you are?”

                  “Don’t change the subject, but thanks,” he said, swiping his hand through his thick hair with a proud smile on his face.

                  “I want to bring you in on it..”

                  “Alright!” he shouted, attracting the attention of the rest of the restaurant.

                  “Aiden, please,” I said, pushing my hands down to signal for him to lower his voice.

                  “Sorry.  That’s just really hot.”

                  I leaned across the table again to whisper and motioned with my index finger for him to lean in too.  “I specifically want to see you fuck Jessica,” I finally admitted.

                  His eyes widened and his back stiffened. He leaned back in his chair and his eyes shifted back and forth as he considered his options.  “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” he said.

                  “Why not?  Do you not like her?”

                  “It’s not that,” he said, watching my expression closely.  “What if it damages our relationship?”

                  “It won’t.”

                  “It’s easy to say that now,” he said.  Deep down, I knew he was on to something.  After all, it was only earlier that evening that I wondered why he never hooked up with Jessica.  It was earlier that evening that I second guessed my own beauty when comparing it to Jessica’s.  What if I couldn’t actually handle watching them fuck?  But the curiosity gnawed at my stomach and my impulses were set ablaze.

                  “Make it your anniversary present to me,” I said, defiantly folding my arms across my chest.  He reached under the table and placed his hands on my knees.

                  “Look, I don’t think this is a good idea.”

                  “It’s one thing if you’re not into her.  I’m not going to ask you to do anything you’re uncomfortable with.  But if you’re worried about me, then don’t.”

                  “I am worried about you.”

                  “Do you love me?” I asked him.

                  “Of course I do.”

                  “I know that.  I won’t second guess it, I promise.”

                  He moved his hands back to his own thighs and exhaled.  “If this is what you really want,” he said, staring at me hard.

                  The waiter interrupted us to bring us our entrees.  “Did you need some more time on your salads?” he asked, confused about our plates still being full.

                  “Yes,” said Aiden.  “But we’ll take the entrees now too.”  Aiden picked up a fork full of lettuce and dressing and shoved it into his mouth, chewing angrily.  I couldn’t help but laugh at him from across the table.  I knew he was just trying to protect me, but that was only more proof of how much he cared about me.  Now I wanted to see his hot body moving against my friend’s.

                  The waiter dropped off the plates and returned to the kitchen.  “Thank you,” I said, reaching my hands under the table to his thighs.  “Trust me, it’ll be an adventure.”

                  “That’s true,” he said in between bites.  “So Jessica is just waiting for us to come back?”

                  “Yes, but she doesn’t know that I’ve talked to you yet.”

                  “Does she know about your intentions?”

                  “I may have mentioned it a little bit to her…”

                  “And she was interested?” he asked with a pleased expression.

                  “She seemed interested, yes,” I said, stroking his ego.

                  “Well ok then,” he said, smiling.

                  Dinner felt like it took forever to finish.  It was my favorite restaurant and yet all I could think of was watching my two closest comrades fucking at my apartment.  We agreed to skip dessert and rush home once the check was paid.

                  The drive home was silent but full of tension.  We both knew we were heading into uncharted territory and it could mean something really great for our relationship or it could add a new struggle.  I was remaining optimistic, but I knew Aiden couldn’t be sure of exactly what I was feeling.  I reached over and grabbed his hand in mine, giving it a gentle squeeze.

                  When he parked the car outside of my apartment, he looked over to me with a serious gaze.  “You sure you want this?”

                  I nodded.  When he agreed again, I leaned up and kissed him.  He smelled woodsy and intoxicating.  Our lips pressed together and his tongue slid into my mouth.  It was the sexiest kiss he’s given me in a while.  Between his kiss and the image of him fucking Jessica, my pussy was already wet again.

                  Aiden rested his hand on my neck as we kissed and his fingers sent an electric shock through my body.  I was going to watch that hand roam my friend’s body soon.

                  He pulled away and said, “This is your last chance to change your mind.”

                  “I’m not changing it,” I said, certain of what I wanted.

                  He turned the car off and we walked back up to the door.  From the other side of the wall, I could hear the TV on and smiled at the thought of Jessica still being there.  It had only just occurred to me that she could’ve left instead of waiting, especially if she had felt awkward at all by our intimate experience.  She must’ve really enjoyed it, I thought as I unlocked the door.

                  I swung the door open and looked across the hallway toward the living room.  I saw Jessica’s profile as she sat on the couch watching TV.  She looked over toward us and shouted, “Welcome back!”  Aiden and I walked in and I set my keys and purse on the hall table.  Jessica picked up the remote and turned the TV off.  She stood up and asked, “How was dinner?”

                  “It was….interesting,” replied Aiden.  He was obviously uncertain of how things would start and if Jessica was really into my plan or not.

                  “Aiden and I talked,” I told her.  “About…having some more fun.”  I looked at her carefully, trying to communicate with my eyes that she could back out if she wanted.

                  “What kind of fun?” she asked, slowly walking toward me.  Her eyes shifted between me and Aiden as she got closer.  Then she grabbed my hand in hers and slid her fingers between mine.  “You mean like earlier?”

                  I swallowed hard and I could see that Aiden was starting to sweat.  “Yeah,” I said.

                  “Like this?” she asked, placing her other hand on my neck and leaning her face toward mine.  My heart raced as her lips stretched closer until they were touching mine.  My pussy ached to be touched and I couldn’t believe Aiden was watching this time.

                  “Holy shit,” he said under his breath.

                  Jessica parted her lips and I parted mine.  She pulled off just slightly so that Aiden could see our tongues touching.  She stretched her tongue toward mine and circled it around.  I side glanced at Aiden and noticed him wiping his hand across the back of his neck awkwardly.  I broke from my kiss with Jessica and wrapped my arms around Aiden’s neck.

                  “Should we move this to the bedroom?” I asked him.  He looked to Jessica for confirmation.  She winked at him and then he nodded at me.  I reached for Aiden’s hand and Jessica’s and led them to my room.

                  Jessica moved behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist.  She brushed the hair from my shoulders and kissed my neck.  I couldn’t help but moan and noticed that Aiden had planted himself against the wall.  He looked like a spectator to our show, but I wanted him on stage.

                  Jessica’s hands started to slide from my abdomen to my chest.  She squeezed my breasts in front of Aiden and I gasped.  I spun around in her arms and took her face in my hands.  I pushed my lips into her and slid my tongue into her mouth.  I tucked her long red hair behind one ear and I slid a hand from her shoulder down to her wrist.

                  I pulled off long enough to whisper, “Now it’s your turn.”  She seemed nervous but smiled.  I gave her a tender kiss and led her to the bed.  I looked back over my shoulder at Aiden who had removed his coat.

                  We’re definitely making him hot, I thought.  Jessica sat on the edge of the bed and I stood in front of her.  I slid her shirt off slowly.  When I saw her bra again my mind flashed back to the afternoon.  I never did get to see her beautiful pussy then, but I would now.  I leaned over her and kissed her with my hands on her neck.  I slid them down slowly over her chest until they gripped her breasts.  I rubbed my thumbs against the lace fabric as our tongues darted in and out.

                  I slid my hands to her back and unfastened her bra, sliding it down her arms like I had before.  I was more eager this time.  I wanted to see her fully naked.  I wanted to please her and get her ready for my boyfriend’s hard cock.

                  Jessica sat topless at the end of the bed, and I was still in my red dress.  To make things fair and ease some of the tension, I untied the straps to my dress and slid it over my waist.  I stood between Aiden and Jessica in my black thong and heels.  I had kicked my dress to the side of the room.

                  Jessica took my breasts in her hands and moved her mouth to my nipple.  She teased it with her tongue and moved one hand against my pussy, over my thong.  I leaned my head back and moaned, running my fingers through her hair.

                  “Fuck you guys are hot,” said Aiden from the wall.  I smiled, enjoying the thrill of every new moment.

                  I pulled Jessica off my chest and pushed her gently to the bed.  Before removing her jeans, I decided to climb on top of her.  I placed each of my legs on either side of her, straddling her waist and giving Aiden a perfect view to my ass.

                  I leaned over Jessica and kissed her again, massaging her breasts.  She moaned into me and I couldn’t help but rock my hips against her.  Then I kissed my way down her neck and to her chest.  I took each nipple into my mouth for a moment, flicking and circling my tongue around them.  Then I kissed down her abdomen, sliding off the bed and onto the floor.

                  On my knees, I reached for her jeans and unfastened them.  I slid them off her hips and to her ankles, removing her flat dress shoes all in one swift motion.  I ran my hands up her calves and then her thighs.  I dragged my fingers along the fabric of her red thong, peeking over at Aiden occasionally.  I could see a hard on building in his dress pants and I bit my lip at the thought of him fucking my beautiful friend.

                  I teased Jessica a few more minutes through the fabric of her thong, eliciting moan after moan from her sensual lips.  Her body twitched on the bed as she tried to hold back an orgasm.  I decided I could finally let her have it.  I laughed to myself, surprised at how much I was enjoying teasing her.

                  I reached up to the waistband of her thong and slid it down her creamy legs.  I tossed it to the side and gazed at the small patch of blonde hair that peeked out just above her closed legs.  I moved my hands to the insides of her thighs and slowly slid her legs apart.

                  Her pussy was plump and soaking wet.  She looked hornier than I expected, and I couldn’t wait to get my mouth on her.  It was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen.

                  I kissed my way up her thighs, watching her cunt pulse as I neared.  She was anticipating me.  Time to give her what she wants, I thought.  I kissed her outer folds and listened to her gasp.  She arched her back and I ran my hands up the sides of her torso.  Eventually, my palms landed on her bare breasts and I simultaneously slid my tongue into her soaking wet slit.

                  “Ohhh!” she cried when my tongue first touched her cunt.  My legs shook with desire and it was killing me to not touch myself while I ate her out, but I was saving my orgasm for the upcoming show.

                  I slid my tongue in deep and sucked on her vulva while she writhed on my sheets.  I heard Aiden gasping behind me and knew he was enjoying the view.  I brought my tongue out and up to Jessica’s clit and circled it before dipping it back in.

                  She placed her hands on my head and held my face close to her wet cunt.  The walls of her pussy pulsed around my tongue and I knew it wouldn’t be long before she would be coming all over me.  I wanted to give her what she had given me, and more.

                  I lapped at her pussy voraciously and played with her nipples.  Feeling her fingers in my hair turned me on all the more.  I closed my eyes to really take in the taste and feeling of her wet pussy on my tongue.  She was soft everywhere, even inside, and she tasted like milk and honey.

                  Fuck this girl is hot, I thought as I picked up the pace.  She rocked her hips against me and switched between arching her back and flattening it.  Her body twisted violently against me and I fought back with all of my desire to see her come.

                  I licked and circled and dipped my tongue into her. I rolled her nipples in my fingers and a few moments later I heard the shriek of a lifetime.

                  “Oh fuck!” she cried as her cunt practically vibrated against my mouth.  She was exploding with euphoria and I had caused it. I kept licking until she was through, though I couldn’t help but smile.

                  Her body shook for nearly a minute before collapsing on the bed.  She raised her arms behind her head and tried to catch her breath.  I stood up and crawled over her to kiss her forehead.  Then I kissed her lips one last time before turning my attention to Aiden.

                  I walked over to him and stood on my toes to kiss him.  He placed his hands on my lower back and pulled me in close.  I looked into his eyes and told him, “Your turn.”

                  “You sure?” he whispered, rubbing his thumb against my cheek tenderly.  I nodded with a smile and his eyes were glistening with desire.  I looked over my shoulder at Jessica who had propped herself up on her elbows now.  She had crossed her legs as if we hadn’t both just seen her pussy.  So classy, I thought.

                  I reached up to Aiden’s top shirt button and unfastened it.  One by one I slowly unbuttoned his shirt until his entire torso was exposed.  He slid it off his arms and threw it on a nearby chair.  I reached for his bulge and felt it in my hand.

                  “Wow, you’re really turned on aren’t you?” I teased.

                  “You’re so fucking hot, that’s why,” he told me, leaning his forehead against mine.

                  I kissed his chest and slowly dropped to my knees.  I unfastened his dress pants and listened to his heavy breathing.  I pulled his pants and boxers down to the floor and helped him step out of his shoes.  Within seconds he was naked and his hard cock sprung out toward my face.  I wrapped my hand around his shaft and placed my lips over his head.

                  I looked up at him to see him wide eyed with shock.  He obviously wasn’t expecting to have my best friend watch me suck his dick, but I could tell he liked it.  He placed a head on my hand and held me close to him.  I inhaled, loving the different aromas coming from my two lovers.  He smelled so masculine compared to the sweetness of Jessica’s cunt.

                  I licked my tongue up and down his shaft and moved my head back and forth.  I reached a hand to his balls and moved them around in my fingers.  He groaned and leaned his head back to the wall.  Then I pulled off and stood up.  With both their eyes burning into me, I slid my thong down my legs and moved to the chair that had Aiden’s button up on it.

                  I hung one leg over the arm of the chair and let the other drop down to the floor.  Both my boyfriend and best friend were gawking at my wet pussy.

                  “Now fuck her,” I commanded, looking at Aiden seductively.  I watched as he gazed at Jessica’s naked body with uncertainty.  Jessica looked at me for further confirmation.  I gave her a nod and she motioned for him to come closer to her.

                  I moved my fingers to my wet pussy and dipped them in, careful not to move too quickly yet.  I moved my other hand to my left breast and tugged on my nipple.

                  I watched Aiden slowly take steps toward Jessica, eventually reaching the end of the bed.  Her calves brushed against his thighs and his cock was harder than ever.  He leaned over her and placed a hand on either side of her.  Then he pressed his lips to hers and I felt a pang of jealousy at their kiss.  But my pussy didn’t quite get the memo because I almost came at the sight.

                  Aiden’s cock dangled just over Jessica’s stomach as they kissed.  He pulled away and lowered his lips to her breast.  He teased her nipple like I had and she moaned.  She rolled her head to face me as I touched myself.  She seemed just as turned on by the scene as I was.

                  Aiden stood up and held his cock in his hands.  Jessica slowly uncrossed her legs, revealing her wet pussy for the second time that night.  He swallowed hard and looked back at me one more time.  I watched his cock twitch as he caught me playing with myself.

                  “Stick that cock in her pussy,” I told him.  That was all he needed to completely let loose.  He placed the head of his dick at her entrance and leaned over her again.  He kissed Jessica again and then pushed his cock in deeper.

                  Aiden groaned and furrowed his brow.  Jessica clenched her jaw and I began circling my clit faster.

                  “Just like that,” I said in a low, raspy voice.  My head lightened and my pussy ached.  I watched my boyfriend push his cock deeper into my best friend.  Then he’d pull back out slowly, eventually pummeling it back into her.

                  “Harder,” I commanded.  Jessica wrapped her arms around his neck and he placed his hands on her hips. Then he started to pound her faster. I watched in awe as her beautiful tits bounced with each pounding motion.  He sped up and yelled like he was playing some kind of sport.

                  I pulled harder at my nipples and fucked my wet slit faster.  I knew I would come any second, so I encouraged them again.  “Mmm, yeah.  You like that cock, Jessica?”

                  “Fuck yeah,” she said, making Aiden groan even louder.

                  “Fuck!” he gasped as he pounded her.

                  My fingers swiped over the perfect spot near my clit and sent a wave of euphoria rippling through me.  “I’m coming!” I cried out.  My declaration was enough to send Aiden into his own orgasm and his voice swelled louder than before.

                  “Oh fuck!” he cried as his body thrust into and shook over Jessica’s hot body.  I watched her fingers tug on his hair to help keep him focused.

                  Aiden and I came together and collapsed at the same time.  I leaned back in my chair and he fell over Jessica’s body.

                  I brought my wet fingers up to my lips and sucked them clean.  I watched Aiden pull his cock from Jessica’s pussy and I walked over to join them on the bed.  Aiden sat on one side of Jessica and I sat on the other.

                  “Happy Anniversary,” I told him, looking past my naked best friend.

                  “Happy Anniversary,” he said, laughing.

                  “Happy Anniversary,” joked Jessica as she wrapped her arms around Aiden and me.

                  We all started laughing as we tried to comprehend the night we’d just had.  We spent the rest of the evening watching movies and snacks.  We didn’t talk about the future yet, but I was hopeful that Jessica could be a regular part of my relationship with Aiden.
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      Abby and I had a fun day planned at the beach.  It was one of the perks of living in Southern California.  It was also one of the perks of Abby being a waitress.  She frequently had days off during the week and I didn’t have to work due to my husband, Ethan, being a big time doctor.  Between both of our situations, we had plenty of week days available to spend around town.  Often we shopped or got brunch together, but this was a beach day.

                  I loved going to the beach with Abby because she had a fantastic figure and I loved seeing her in just a bikini.  She pranced around the beach like a schoolgirl, despite both of us being in our late 20’s.  She was the biggest flirt on the sand, but she had the blonde bombshell look so it was easy for her.  Not to mention the most perfect size D tits I’d ever seen.

                  She was the bossy one and I just enjoyed going along for the ride.  I wasn’t averse to adventure at all, but I tended to need someone to guide me along.  Otherwise I’d been known to keep a pretty boring life.  That’s what attracted me so much to Abby.  She had such fearlessness and a zest for life.  Just watching her exist thrilled me.

                  Why she was interested in having me as a friend, I still wasn’t sure.  Maybe she enjoyed being able to call all of the shots and have someone tag along beside her.  I had no problems being that girl for her.

                  Abby got into a lot of crazy situations, most of them sexual in nature.  She frequently had flings with both men and women, and she loved to tell me about them.  I never knew if she could tell, but I loved listening to her stories, and my panties always got wet when she told them.  Some nights, I’d go home and touch myself while her words swirled around in my head evoking sexual images.

                  I remember the first story she ever told me.  “It was so wild, Emma,” she said.  She was at a bar alone when she noticed a man stare at her.  At first, she wasn’t interested until she realized that his girlfriend was also at the bar.  She always loved a challenge and anything forbidden in nature.  She waited for his girlfriend to go to the bathroom before making her move.

                  “Meet me around back,” she whispered into his ear, while hiking up her skirt.  I remember my body tingling as she told me.  She went to the alley out back and waited for him.  To no one’s surprise, he showed and then she did the unthinkable.

                  She unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock and balls.  Apparently it was already rock hard.  He had his back leaning against a few crates which she saw as the perfect leverage.  She pulled her panties down and stepped out of them, stuffing the fabric into his mouth. Then she wedged her feet into the crates so she could climb onto his cock.  Once he wrapped his hands around her ass, she removed her feet from the crate and fucked him while he stood there with her wet panties in her mouth.

                  He came in less than a minute with no condom or anything.  Then she climbed off and kissed the underside of his cock, leaving an imprint of red lipstick where he couldn’t see.  That’s how she made her mark that night, she told me.  She wondered if his girlfriend would find it before he’d end up washing it off accidentally.

                  I remember masturbating to the idea of his girlfriend finding Abby’s mark on her man’s cock.  Abby’s stories always thrilled me and got me wet.  I liked to live vicariously through her fiery, commanding energy.  I wasn’t interested in being that person so much as fantasizing about it.

                  So it was no surprise when she flirted with everyone at the beach.  I enjoyed watching her flirt, even if it meant leaving my side to play a game of volleyball or sit by someone else’s cooler.  Sometimes she’d wave me over to join her, but I preferred watching her from a distance.  It felt more genuine that way.

                  Often she casually flirted with single men, but whenever she found out that a guy was taken, her interest peaked.  On this beach day in particular, her sights zeroed in on an older man with his wife.  We could tell they weren’t from California and they looked as if they might be on vacation.  The only problem was, they were hardly ever separated.

                  That’s when Abby got bold.  She borrowed a volley ball from a group she had just been playing with and accidentally knocked it over toward the older couple.  They weren’t old old, but about middle aged.  She strutted her way over to them to pick it up, making sure to bend seductively in front of the man.  My jaw dropped when I realized she was simultaneously flashing the guy her ass while flashing the woman her cleavage.

                  She bent up slight, her ass still poking in front of the man, and smiled at the woman.  “Sorry about that,” she said in a sultry voice.  She turned around and walked back in my direction.  I watched their reactions because I knew she would ask.  Sure enough, both of them watched her as she walked away, and the woman was actually smiling!

                  “Did they look?” she asked when she got closer.  She tossed the volley ball back to the group and sat next to me.

                  “You know it.  I think the woman was more into you than the man, even.”

                  She threw her head back and laughed.  “That sounds about right.”

                  “You’re so risky,” I teased her.  “I can’t believe you just did that.”

                  “Why not?  You know I’m just a big flirt.”

                  “And a slut,” I joked.

                  “Hey now,” she said.  “I get my kicks.  Besides, you know you love watching me.”

                  “That’s true,” I said, but I didn’t elaborate why.  I expected her to think I liked her boldness, but part of me loved watching her bend in sexy positions teasing a man.  It was especially arousing watching her tease a man and a woman at the same time.  Maybe that’s why I really hang out with her all of the time; to get my own little tease.

                  Part of me wished she’d tease me like that.  Hell, I thought.  I have a man who’s taken.  Why doesn’t she ever go after Ethan?  I figured it was because she valued our friendship too much, but I couldn’t be sure of that.  I shrugged it off.  I’m sure it’s nothing personal.  In fact, I knew that my Ethan was smoking hot.  There was no way Abby hadn’t thought about Ethan that way.

                  I teased the idea of bringing it up to her, but knew I wouldn’t be able to pull it off.  I didn’t want to sound insecure or anything.  So I spent the rest of my time enjoying Abby’s company for what it was and what it always had been.

                  “What are you doing later?” she asked.  “We should catch a movie or something.”

                  “Maybe.  I need to run some errands, but I could be free in the later evening.”

                  “Great.  Maybe I’ll stop by.  Ethan can keep me company if he’s home before you, right?”

                  I swallowed.  It was like she’d read my mind.  “Yeah, that’s fine.”  But I knew better.  Abby wouldn’t do anything like that to me.  Unless she knew I wanted it.  That’s impossible, I thought.

                  At 4 p.m., we packed up our things and Abby dropped me back off at home.  “See you later,” she said as she waved goodbye.  I waved back and walked into an empty house.  I threw down my things and rushed upstairs to the bedroom.  I threw myself on the bed, closed my eyes, and sighed.

                  I thought of Abby’s bikini body as she flirted with the older couple.  I thought of her fucking the guy behind the bar while his girlfriend was inside.  Then my legs quivered, and I couldn’t help sliding my hand between them to find some kind of calm.

                  My pussy throbbed as I cupped my mound.  I bit my lower lip and daringly dragged a finger along my slit.  I felt a chill run up my spine and I let my other hand roam across my torso.  I slid my hand up over my chest until it cupped my breasts.  My lips parted and I gasped, wondering what Abby looked like naked.

                  Then, for the first time, my mind darted to an image of her fucking Ethan.  I pictured him sitting in a chair, her legs wrapped around his hips.  She rose up and down on his big cock.  Her tits swayed as she rode him, and he groaned as he tried not to come.

                  Before I knew it, my hand had slid inside my bikini bottoms.  I slid a finger against my wetness and dragged it to my clit.  I circled it and slid my other hand under my bikini top.  I rolled my nipples between my fingers.  I bit my lower lip as I pictured Abby having her way with Ethan.

                  Her curves wrapped elegantly around his chiseled body.  With looks like that, I figured Ethan couldn’t last long.  I imagined my husband losing control and exploding his cum into my best friend.  She climbed off him and demanded he lick her cum-filled cunt.  So that Emma can taste both of us when she kisses you again, she said.

                  I touched myself with furious speed.  My body tensed and released.  Drops of sweat formed at my hairline and my body writhed on the sheets.

                  “Fuck!” I cried out to the emptiness of the house as my orgasm nearly shook the walls around me.  I exhaled over and over and arched my back until the painful tension slipped into beautiful ecstasy and I floated back down like a low hanging cloud.

                  I lay my back flat against the bed, panting and trying to catch my breath.  I felt a twinge of guilt.  Did I really just picture Abby fucking my husband?  I’d never felt quite so dirty before, and yet I wasn’t fully satisfied.  I worried that masturbating to Abby would become a regular occurrence.  Would it always be with Ethan?  I knew it would.  It was the hottest fantasy I’d had so far, and it was all Abby’s fault.

                  I sat up and stared ahead at the wall.  I rolled my shoulders and brushed it off.  After all, it was just a harmless fantasy.  It wasn’t like it would change anything…or so I thought.

                  I leapt from the bed, determined to move onto something different.  I changed my clothes and ate a quick snack before heading out to run a few errands.  I sat behind my wheel, tapping it nervously with my fingers.  Abby will be at my house when I get back, I thought, trying not to let my mind stray to where it had that afternoon.
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      After my last appointment, I rushed home.  I knew tonight would be like any other night, but I had a nervous anticipation anyway.  My heart skipped a beat when I saw Abby’s car parked out front.  I stared at it for a moment as I tried to calm myself.  I didn’t see her in the driver’s seat so I knew she must be inside.  I turned off the engine and headed to the front door.

                  I unlocked it quietly.  What am I doing? I thought.  It feels like I’m breaking into my own home.  I shook my head and swung the door open.

                  The lights were still off.  That’s odd, I thought.  I moved about the living room and kitchen, looking for Abby.  Then I looked down my hallway and saw a glimmer of light stretching across, originating from the bedroom.  I walked closer and with each step I could hear more clearly.

                  I heard the sounds of lips sucking on flesh and quiet gasps.  “We shouldn’t be doing this,” I heard Ethan whisper.  “Emma will be back any second.”

                  “Don’t worry,” I heard a familiar, seductive voice coo.  “She’s fine with it.”

                  I stepped closer, my blood pulsing through my veins.  I peered in the crack of the nearly shut door and saw Ethan lying on the floor with Abby straddling him.  They were both fully clothed still, but she leaned down and kissed him.  Her long hair swayed delicately around him and his hands were resting on her perfect ass.

                  Is this really happening? I wondered.  I stood in awe and watched quietly.  Her ass shifted in her new hot pink shorts.  I caught a glimpse of a black strap which belonged to her thong.  She ran her hands over his jeans, up and down his thighs.  He moaned at the feeling of a foreign touch on his body.

                  I bit my lower lip and tugged on a strand of my hair.  I knew I should’ve been upset, but I couldn’t feel anything but hot ecstasy while I watched them.  If Ethan was going to cheat on me, I’d rather it be with Abby than anyone else.

                  She wore a black crop top and Ethan’s hands had moved up to the bare skin on her lower back.  They kissed wildly with a fire I hadn’t seen from Ethan in months.  I could see a bulge starting to appear in his pants, and I longed to see Abby fondle it.

                  Ethan started lifting Abby’s top up, and she helped him slide it over her head.  Her back was smooth and muscular and she wore a matching black bra. Her big, perfect tits hovered over his face and he nearly drooled at the sight of them.  His hands reached up quickly to fondle them and she moaned.

                  She turned her head slightly and for a moment I thought I was going to be found out.  She smiled as if she knew I was watching, and if she had lifted her eyes an inch, she certainly would’ve seen me.  Does she know I’m here? I wondered.

                  I grabbed my own breasts as I watched Ethan grab Abby’s.  I wanted to moan at the sight of them, but I couldn’t risk Ethan catching me.  Abby reached for the hem of Ethan’s shirt and he sat up slightly so she could pull it off his chiseled torso.

                  He leaned on his elbows while she slid her hands across his muscles.  I noticed he was flexing slightly more than usual.  She dragged her fingers from his chest down his hard abs until they lingered at his belt buckle.  She bit her lip and flashed him a look that said, there’s no going back now.  As if he could read her mind, he leaned up and kissed her so hard I could hear their lips smack together.  He cupped her head in his hand, sliding his fingers through her hair.

                  Abby unbuckled his belt and whipped it around his torso.  She tossed it to the side and quickly started to unbutton his jeans.  Ethan kept one hand on the side of Abby’s neck and another on her bare waist.  I watched her hips rock back and forth as she started to tug his jeans down his hips.

                  He lifted himself enough to get the fabric past his ass.  Abby pulled away from their kiss to stare at the bulging cock that sat just under his cotton briefs.  She ran her hand over the shaft and he threw his head back while groaning.

                  I bit my lip so hard it started to bleed, but I hadn’t noticed it yet.  Instead, I slid a hand between my legs and pushed my fingers against my leggings where my slit was.  I could feel the fabric getting wetter by the second.

                  While Abby massages his cock, Ethan ran his hands over her breasts, eventually sliding the straps of her bra down to her elbows.  He leaned up and pulled the cups of her bra down with his teeth, coming face to face with her large, naked breasts.

                  It was the first time I’d seen her without a bra or bikini top on.  Her nipples were perfect little round nubs and Ethan quickly took on into his mouth.  She moaned and ran a hand over his hair as if she were petting him.

                  “Good boy,” she cooed as she rocked her hips against his pelvis with more force.  “You’re mine now,” she said, keeping a hand on his cock.

                  Hearing her say he was hers drove me wild.  It was as if she had waltzed in and claimed him like she did with all the other taken men.  I felt such a pleasure from watching them that I couldn’t possibly find the heart to be angry.  Abby was bestowing me with a gift.  I just wasn’t exactly sure what the gift was yet.

                  I slid my hand into my panties and let a finger circle my clit.  Fuck, Abby is hot, I thought.  I knew Ethan felt the same.

                  I watched Abby pull down Ethan’s briefs and release his hard cock for the first time.  I heard her gasp at its size and I chuckled to myself.  I wondered how she would look taking it into her mouth.  As if she read my mind, she lowered herself so that she was face to face with his cock.

                  He watched in awe as she studied it, her lips inches from his skin.  Then she opened her mouth and wrapped it around his head.

                  “Ohh!” he groaned as he felt Abby’s tongue for the first time.  In a fit of lust, he grabbed her head with both of his hands and guided her lower.  With wide eyes, I watched as she bobbed her head up and down.  Ethan’s muscles tensed and I could tell his thoughts were far away from me.  He was lost in Abby’s world, and his only thought now was where to come.

                  She lifted her mouth off his cock and stood up.  He looked confused and out of breath.  She slid her pink shorts and thong down to her ankles and stepped out of them.  I saw her naked ass for the first time.  It was perfectly round and I wanted to reach out and grab it.

                  Ethan licked his lips. Abby kneeled down and walked on her knees over his torso.  Ethan and I both thought she was about to ride his cock, but instead she pushed him on his back and climbed further.  She moved up until her cunt hovered over Ethan’s face.  He eagerly stuck out his tongue, ready to taste her.

                  She lowered herself on him and moaned.  She ran a hand through his hair, holding his head where it pleased her.  She looked over her shoulder again, but kept her eyes lowered to the floor.  I felt like she was sending me messages while she fucked him.

                  She rocked her hips slowly over his face.  I heard his breathing grow heavy as he struggled underneath her.  I watched her perfect ass clench and unclench as she moved her hips.  Her breasts swayed with each thrust.

                  I had a finger inside my wet cunt, pretending I was her with Ethan’s tongue in me.  For a moment, I was the husband thief and the home wrecker.  For a moment, I was the woman every guy wanted to fuck, even if they knew they shouldn’t.  For a moment, I had a killer body like Abby’s and the confidence to get anything I wanted.

                  She thrust her hips faster until I saw her back muscles tighten and her legs quiver.  She screamed out in a loud burst as the first rippling orgasm spread through her.  I felt like she was calling out to me.  The walls of my pussy pulsed with desire.

                  She hunger her head low for a moment while she caught her breath.  Then she stood up and turned around.

                  Is she coming over here? I wondered, but she stopped short.  She kneeled again and lowered her cunt to my husband’s hard cock.  She had her ass and back facing him, and her gorgeous tits facing me.  She looked toward the door, but in a blind way.  I was certain she knew I was there even though she couldn’t see me.  Maybe she is wishfully thinking, I thought.

                  She grabbed his shaft in her hand and slowly lowered her hips over him.  I watched as the head of my husband’s cock parted Abby’s beautiful pussy.  She lowered more, and I saw it disappear in her.  She let her head fall back as she moaned.  I could see the corner of her lips sliding up in a quiet smile.

                  Ethan put his hands on her hips and watched her ass lower to his pelvis.  His cock disappeared completely in her.  I slid my fingers in and out of my wet pussy while I watched.  Abby rocked her hips back and forth.  Ethan’s hands roamed up her sides until they were cupping her large breasts.  He sat up slightly to get a better grip, and then he kissed her back as she rode him.

                  She smiled a devilish smile and then lifted herself up slowly.  She slammed back down on him quickly, making Ethan’s eyes roll into the back of his head.  She picked herself up again and slid back down.  She bounced up and down on my husband’s cock while he struggled not to come too early.

                  Ethan let go of Abby’s breasts to brace his body for the ecstasy Abby was delivering to him.  With her tits free to sway, I watched the bounce around as she fucked him.

                  She circled her hips around his cock and Ethan cried out in painful ecstasy.  She wasn’t letting up either.  “Let me grab a condom,” he said, trying his best to be responsible.

                  “No,” said Abby.  “I want your cum to be inside another a woman.”

                  I bit my lower lip as I watched.  I circled my clit and tugged at my nipple.  I was so close to coming, and I knew when Ethan did I would simultaneously.

                  Abby circled and rocked her hips, moving expertly up and down his hard cock.  When Ethan had given up the fight, he held her hips again as he watched her ass shift over his cock.

                  “Fuck!” he cried out suddenly.  I saw his thigh muscles tense and release as he let his semen fill Abby’s cunt.  My pussy throbbed and a wave of euphoria filled my head.

                  My body shook while Ethan’s clenched and it was difficult to keep my eyes on them.  The pleasure was so intense, but I had to keep watching.  As my orgasm slowed, I saw Ethan finally collapse on the floor, out of breath.

                  Abby looked right at the door and slid off Ethan’s cock.  A stream of cum stretched out of her, and she quickly wiped it with her hand.  Then she brought her palm to her face and licked it clean, smiling.

                  I quickly straightened my clothes and ran for the door.  Even if Abby knew what I just saw, I couldn’t let Ethan find out.

                  I couldn’t believe that I was the one running away.  Some women would be furious, I thought.  But I wasn’t.  In fact, I was hoping I’d get to see more of Abby and Ethan fucking.

                  I snuck out of the house quietly and then re-entered as loudly as I could.

                  “Hey baby!” I cried, slamming my keys down on the hall table.

                  “Shit,” I heard him whisper, and I imagined he was gathering his clothes.  I couldn’t help but laugh to myself.  He thinks he’s getting away with it, I thought.  “Be right there!” he called out.

                  Abby walked out first, just as confident as ever.  “Hey, Emma,” she said as she came down the stairs.

                  “What were you guys doing up there?” I asked, wondering if she’d admit to fucking my husband.

                  She walked closer to me.  “You know what happened,” she whispered with a smile.  I looked at her suspiciously, wondering how much she knew.  “I hope you enjoyed the show,” she said.  “It was all for you.”

                  She turned and walked toward the couch, laying herself across it.  She knew I was watching the whole time, I thought, amazed at the cleverness of my best friend.  I couldn’t come up with anything to say, so I just stood there in awe.  She took a small bow for her performance, and I brought my hands together in a silent clap.

                  I fucking love that girl, I thought.
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      Ryan snuck up behind me and wrapped his arms around me.  “You excited?” he asked.  My smile spread from cheek to cheek.

                  “Mmhmm,” I replied.

                  “I know I am,” he said, letting his hand slip down my stomach.  His fingers paused just at the waistband of my jeans, teasing the idea of sliding them in.

                  I spun around to face him, flashing him a glare that reflected my seriousness.  “Not now,” I told him.  His mischievous smile made me melt and made it difficult to tell him no.  “Come on,” I said.  “My roommate could walk in at any minute.”

                  “Even hotter,” he said, grabbing my ass.  I placed my hands on his biceps to push him away, but his bulging muscles distracted me.  I let my fingers glide across the hills and valleys of his arms.  He must’ve liked the attention because he started to flex them.

                  “I’m just fucking with you, Casey,” he said, kissing my forehead sweetly.  “I’ll let you pack in peace, I promise.”  Then he sat on the only corner of the bed that wasn’t covered in clothes.

                  “Thank you,” I said, tilting my head slightly and letting my blonde bangs fall forward.  I picked up my favorite shirt and delicately folded it.

                  Ryan and I were preparing to go on Spring Break together.  We’d only been dating for about 3 months but were itching to get some more privacy outside of a college campus.  It was his idea to go to Vegas since it was only a few hours away.  He worked his ass off to get us a swanky hotel and gambling money.  I would’ve settled for less but he was the extravagant type.  Ryan loved to give me a hard time about things but all in all he’d been a sweetheart.

                  I was stoked to be going on my first romantic getaway.  It felt so adult, and I was ready for some more adventure in my life.  Unfortunately for me, our plans took a different course when his ex-girlfriend texted him asking for a ride to Vegas.

                  “Why the hell is she going to Vegas?” I asked.

                  “She has family there, she goes every holiday break.”

                  “Well why can’t she take herself?”  I refused to let my boyfriend’s ex tag along on our romantic getaway.  I trusted Ryan not to cheat or anything, but what if old feelings were stirred up in him?  Besides, I’d seen her picture.  She was hot.

                  Her name was Megan and she had the perfect tiny waist with round, bouncy breasts.  Her legs curved divinely up to her juicy ass.  I knew that if I’d been gay, she’d be the type of woman I’d want to fuck.  Hell, if she wasn’t Ryan’s ex I’d fuck her as a straight woman!

                  “Normally she’d drive herself, but her car broke down or something,” said Ryan.  “Come on baby, it’s only a couple of hours.”  He reached his hand for mine and gave it a small kiss.  “You know you’re my number one, right?”

                  I sighed, looking into his giant puppy dog eyes.  How could I have said no to that perfectly chiseled face and sad eyes?

                  “Ok,” I said, bringing a smile to his face.  “I just don’t want to feel like a third wheel to my own vacation.”

                  “You won’t, baby.  You know I wouldn’t normally do this sort of thing.”

                  “I know,” I said, throwing my last few clothes into the suitcase and zipping it up.  Then I placed one knee on the side of Ryan’s lap, straddling my other leg over it.  I wrapped my arms around his neck, brushing my fingers through his thick dark hair.  “Now make me feel better.  My roommate texted me and said she’s going out for a bit.”

                  Ryan growled at the good news and placed his hands on my waist.  He leaned his lips up to mine sending an electric kiss through them.  His tongue parted my lips and explored my mouth.  I circled my tongue around his, taking in the warmth of his saliva.

                  Just kissing Ryan was enough to get my panties wet, but he never shorted me on foreplay.  His hands slid under my shirt, up the small of my back.  His thumbs traveled to the curve of my waist, eventually rubbing against my stomach.  Every time he did this I’d hunch over from being ticklish, and that’s when he’d go in for the kill.

                  The most sensitive part of my body was my neck and he dove right in.  First he clenched his teeth around my skin.  Then he released his bite while sliding his tongue across.  Then he’d finish in soft kisses that slowly trailed to my collarbone.

                  As his kiss lingered there, his hands slid up to my bra, cupping my breasts and giving them a light squeeze.  I moaned against his ear and watched as his muscles flexed.  He was losing control and ready to have his way with me.  My favorite part about fucking him was watching him trying to hold back but failing miserably.

                  He reached his fingers under my bra and rubbed them gently against my nipples.  This turned my moans into gentle panting and I began rocking my hips against him.  This was his signal.  He pushed my suitcase to the floor and laid me on the bed.  I’m so glad I zipped it! I thought, imagining for a moment that my clothes had spilled all over the floor.

                  He lifted my shirt above my head, kissing his way up my body.  Then, with his lips pushed against my neck, he reached around my back and unfastened my bra.  He threw it to the ground without so much as a glance and his eager lips traveled to my breast.

                  He took a nipple into his mouth and sucked.  I arched my back and let out a low moan.  With a free hand, he gripped my other breast.  Ryan’s pelvis leaned against my thigh and I could feel his cock growing hard.  He moved his lips back up to mine and kissed me hard.

                  Then his hand traveled down my stomach, resting on the button of my jeans.  As his tongue danced against mine, he slowly unfastened and unzipped my jeans, letting his middle finger slide between my legs teasingly.

                  I shifted my legs out of anticipation. He slipped his hand into my jeans but over my panties and drew an imaginary line where my slit was.  He pushed in on the fabric, feeling just how soaked I was already.  He smiled through our kiss and I reciprocated.

                  Next, he slipped his hand under my panties, instantly finding the pool of wetness there.  He pulled his head up and looked at me intensely as he slid a finger into my wet cunt.

                  “Mmmohhh!” I cried.  He smiled smugly and watched me squirm under his touch.  Then he brought his wet finger up to my clit and circled it slowly.

                  Now my hips were really rocking.  I brought my hands up above my head and he lowered his mouth to my other nipple.  He flicked his tongue across my skin while his finger circled my clit sending electric waves between my legs and up my spine.

                  “Fuck!” I cried as the waves pounded harder and faster until I eventually exploded under him.  I panted heavily as I came down.  He kissed me softly.

                  “What about you?” I asked, confused by his sudden lack of ferocity.

                  “Oh I’m saving it for Vegas,” he said, winking.  I eyed him suspiciously.  He never saves it, I thought.  “Trust me,” he said.  “It’s going to be worth the wait.”  Then he kissed me hard.  I shrugged it off, hoping he would be right about Vegas.

                  

                  ---

                  

                  It was early afternoon when we pulled up in front of Megan’s first floor apartment.  She came bouncing out to us, trailed by her long brown curls.  She wore dark winged liner and a faux leather jacket.  She looked badass as fuck and I felt myself sinking into the background the closer she got.

                  She ran up to Ryan and wrapped her long arms around his neck.  Their hug didn’t seem very platonic to me.  In fact, it almost seemed as if he could lean in for a kiss all too easily.  The thought made me uncomfortable, but it wasn’t all due to jealousy.  The thought of seeing Ryan kiss her also managed to raise my body heat a little.

                  A look of confusion crossed my face as I stared at his big hands around her tiny waist.  “You okay?” asked Ryan as he let go of Megan.

                  “Yeah,” I said, shaking my head.  “I’m good.”

                  Ryan leaned into me and cupped his hands around my face.  He planted his lips on mine and I felt my body tremble in his grasp.  When I opened my eyes, I saw Megan staring and biting her lip.  Now I was really thrown for a loop.

                  When my eyes made contact with hers, I swore I could pick up on a tinge of lust.  She rubbed the back of her neck with her hand and broke our gaze.

                  “Ready?” she asked, bouncing up a little as she spoke.

                  “Yeah,” said Ryan as he opened the driver’s side door.  I slid into the passenger seat and Megan slipped into the back, throwing her bag down on the seat next to her.  Ryan turned on the radio and started us off on our journey to Vegas.

                  The ride didn’t end up as awkward as I had imagined.  Megan actually devoted some time to getting to know me and also gave Ryan and I our time to talk to each other.  The longer we were in the car together, the more I warmed up to her.

                  “You know, Casey, you’re really pretty,” she said out of nowhere.  She grabbed a strand of my hair in her fingers.  Suddenly that same confusion arose that I had felt earlier.  I had a strange attraction for Megan that I couldn’t place.  I had no interest in fucking Megan, at least not by myself.

                  That’s it, I thought, imagining a light bulb going off above my head.  For some odd reason, I want to see her get fucked.  Sure, maybe I would play with her a little, but the realization was clear.  I wanted to see her get pounded by some guy.  Well, not some guy, but by one I found incredibly attractive.  Someone like Ryan.

                  No, no, no.  I shook my head.  I knew that would be the worst idea possible.  He probably doesn’t even want to fuck her, and if he did, how would that make me feel?  I knew it would all just end badly, but there was a strange liberty in the idea of knowing if he found her attractive still and knowing if he could stay with me after fucking another girl.

                  This is ridiculous, I thought and I shut down the whole fantasy in my head.  Besides, there wouldn’t be an opportunity anyway.  But I was wrong.

                  “Shit,” said Megan, looking up from her phone.

                  “What’s wrong?” I asked.

                  “Well, I got the dates on my parents’ vacation mixed up.  They won’t be back into town until tomorrow.”

                  “Don’t you have a key?” asked Ryan, suspiciously.

                  Megan shook her head as a pout formed on her lips.  “I always meant to get one made but never got around to it.”

                  “Well you can’t stay with us, Meg,” said Ryan defiantly.  He grabbed my hand and gave it a squeeze, reassuring me that our trip with Megan would all be over soon.

                  “No, no,” she said, “of course not. I wouldn’t ask that of you guys.”

                  I looked at Megan.  She looked gorgeous and sexy and before I could stop myself, I blurted out, “Don’t listen to him.  Of course you can stay with us.”  I reached for her thigh and rested my palm against it, reassuringly.

                  “What?” asked Ryan, his jaw muscles flexing in frustration.

                  “Well we can’t just leave her out on the street!”

                  “She can get a hotel…”

                  “That costs money when she could just stay with us…”

                  Silence divided us, but I knew I had won.  However, I wasn’t exactly sure what the prize would be.  I looked to Megan who was beaming with appreciation and in that moment I desperately wanted to kiss her or see Ryan kiss her.

                  Megan had a fierce look but I couldn’t help feeling like she was sort of helpless and needed someone to take care of her.  I wanted to be that person, and I wanted Ryan to be that person too.  My head was spinning from possibilities, all which had birthed from the short car ride, but I couldn’t fight them.  My pussy was already getting wet.

                  We pulled into the hotel parking lot and grabbed our things from the trunk.  Maybe this is wrong, I thought.  Maybe it’s wrong for me to fantasize about these things.  After all, Megan is my boyfriend’s ex.  Maybe it’s rude for me to want to see her get fucked by Ryan.  I started to second guess my invitation for Megan to stay, but there was no turning back now.

                  We checked in and rode the elevator in silence to our floor.  The awkward tension was building and I couldn’t help but feel like my stupid fantasy was ruining our vacation.  Ryan swung open the door to our room and flipped on the light switch, revealing the ritzy suite he had picked out for us.

                  There was only one huge bed in the middle of the room.  The window overlooking the city was on a curved wall and the décor was nothing but creams and golds.  My heart sank a little as I realized how much trouble Ryan had gone through to pick out this room for us, and I stupidly invited his ex along.

                  I tried to brush it off.  “It’s beautiful,” I told Ryan, trying to lift his spirits.

                  “Yeah, I figured you’d like it,” he said with a half smile.  He set down our bags and Megan threw hers against the wall.

                  “Damn, Ryan.  How come you never got anything this nice for me?” she joked, slowly stripping her shirt from her body.

                  “Megan, what are you doing?” Ryan asked.

                  “What?” Megan was now standing there in front of us in just her jeans and white bra.  “I wanted to take a shower, if that’s ok…”

                  I swallowed hard, incredibly turned on by her body.  Ryan speechlessly nodded.  She looked at us slyly and reached around her back to unfasten her bra, but before she could get to it Ryan rushed at her and grabbed her shoulders.

                  “Stop it, Megan,” he whispered forcefully in her ear.  “You can get naked in the bathroom, not right here.”

                  “Why not?” she asked.  Megan turned her face to mine and winked.  “She likes it.”

                  Ryan looked over at me to read my expression, and caught me biting my lip as my eyes stared at Megan’s taut waist.

                  “We can kick her out, Casey,” Ryan said, trying to understand why I suddenly had a look of lust for his ex.

                  “No,” I replied meekly.  “I feel so stupid, but she’s right.”

                  Ryan’s eyes widened, uncertain of what he was about to walk into.  Megan turned back to him and placed her hands on his chest.  “See,” she teased.

                  She slowly tapped her fingers up to his neck, hooking them around the back of it.  She took a step closer to him, but Ryan continued looking at me for clues.  I saw his adam’s apple rise and fall and he clenched his jaw tightly.  Megan tilted her face up and parted her lips slightly.

                  Ryan finally looked to her and his grip on her shoulders softened.  His hands slid slowly down her arms.  When they reached her elbows, he moved them softly across her back, pulling him closer to her.  His biceps flexed the way they did with me, and I knew in that moment that he wanted her.  Or he at least wanted to have her for my pleasure.

                  His lips lowered to hers and I saw them kiss for the first time.  My chest tightened and my mouth felt like sandpaper.  What if there’s no coming back from this?  What if he falls in love with her all over again?

                  My head was screaming at me for starting something so risky, but my legs were quivering and my nipples were hardening.  As much as I hated seeing them together, I also wanted more of it.

                  He pulled away from their kiss and looked at me apologetically.  He could see the worry on my face, but his concern only reassured me.  I reluctantly nodded again and he swallowed hard.  Then, like a leash had been removed, he placed a hand on Megan’s neck and kissed her passionately.

                  My breathing grew heavy and my pussy ached.  Seeing them make out was incredibly hot and soon my desire clouded any fears I had.  The only thing I wanted now was to see how far this would go.  Their heads tilted and bobbed as their tongues slid into each other’s mouths.  It wasn’t long before Megan was moaning at Ryan’s touch, but it wasn’t moving far enough.

                  To my surprise, I walked closer to them.  I gently ran my fingers along one of Ryan’s hands, letting him know I was okay.  Then I pulled it slowly down to Megan’s chest so that it cupped one of her breasts.  I saw Megan smile in their kiss followed by a low moan as her nipple was softly touched by Ryan’s palm.

                  To turned on to just stand there, I began kissing Ryan’s bicep as I watched him play with Megan’s tits.  I ran my hand up Ryan’s back, under his shirt and he moved his lips to Megan’s neck.

                  “Ohhh,” she cried.  Hearing her voice made my panties wet.  Ryan kissed his way down to Megan’s collarbone before sliding the tips of his fingers into Megan’s bra.  He pulled the fabric down until it sat just under her tits, releasing them for my viewing pleasure.

                  I couldn’t hold back.  I reached out and cupped on of them in my hands, making my entire body shake with desire.  When Ryan saw me participating, his confidence grew.  He lowered his lips to Megan’s nipple and sucked.

                  I watched Megan’s back and head arch back, pushing her breasts closer toward us.  I rubbed my thumb gently over her nipple while Ryan flicked his tongue against the other.  I watched as goose bumps spread across her skin.

                  I kneeled to the floor, crawling between Ryan and Megan.  I moved my fingers to the button on Megan’s jeans and unfastened it.  Then I pulled the zipper down slowly, revealing the cutest pair of white lace panties.  I slid my thumb to where I thought her clit would be, and felt that the fabric was soaked.  Desperate for more, I pulled her jeans quickly to the floor and she stepped out of them.

                  Ryan pulled back for a moment to see what I was doing.  I watched him as he surveyed Megan’s body.  I saw the lustful fire rage in his eyes.  I stood up next to him and propped myself up on my toes.  I pushed my lips to his ear and whispered, “I want to see you fuck her.”

                  He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me in for a hard and deep kiss.  It felt like his face could almost break mine.  Then he pulled away and turned back to Megan, kissing her like he had me.  I slid my hands up to my own breasts and played with them through my shirt and bra.  Then, in one quick sweep, Ryan scooped up Megan and carried her to the bed.

                  “Ooof!” she cried as he threw her on the silk comforter.  He wrapped his hands around her thighs, splitting them around his body.  He leaned over and kissed her stomach wildly, eventually making it back up to each breast.  He gave her nipples a few more flicks and sucks before kissing his way down to her wet panties.

                  Megan turned to look at me, her lips parted in ecstasy and her gaze seemed slightly distant.  My pussy throbbed and ached for attention.  That look, I thought.  Megan is so fucking hot.  As Ryan slipped Megan’s panties down her legs, I removed my shirt and bra.  Megan watched me strip and bit her lip sensually.

                  Next, I removed my jeans and panties which were soaked even more than Megan’s.  I stood there naked, watching Ryan prepare to eat out his ex-girlfriend.  He looked up at me and saw that I was naked and touching my breasts.

                  “Oh fuck!” he yelled at the sight of me.  He quickly tore off his clothes and every muscle in his body flexed with anticipation.  For the first time, I saw Ryan’s huge cock from a distance.  It looked powerful and hungry.

                  He quickly kissed Megan’s inner thighs and gave her pussy a quick lick.  She let out a moan and I couldn’t refrain from touching my pulsing pussy.  My lips were swollen and my fingers became slick instantly.  Ryan wrapped his mouth around Megan’s entire cunt flicked his tongue up and down her slit and around her clit.

                  I rubbed myself the way I imagined he was licking her and almost came immediately.  I pulled my fingers away, wanting to save my orgasm for when they both came.  The longer Ryan’s mouth licked Megan’s cunt, the more she writhed on the bed.  Then he slowly stood up and gave me one last questioning look.

                  I moved my fingers back to my clit and nodded approvingly.  He wrapped his big hands around Megan’s tiny waist and pulled her hips to the edge of the bed. He stepped closer into her and rested the base of his throbbing cock against her slit.

                  He slid his cock up and down, coating it in her wet pool and then finally placed the tip at her entrance.  Megan turned toward me again and curled her finger to say, come here.  I walked slowly to the bed and she patted the spot next to her.  I climbed onto my knees beside her and she rested her hand on my hip and looked up at me.

                  I moved my hand back to my pussy and my other hand to my breast.  “Fuck her hard,” I told Ryan, making Megan let out a small gasp.

                  Then Ryan plunged his dick all the way into her.  Watching his entire cock disappear into her swollen cunt was mind-blowing.  The jealousy started to creep back in, but it only made the situation hotter.  He shouldn’t be fucking her, I thought.  But at the same time, I knew I was going to have the best orgasm of my life.

                  Megan moved her free hand to her breast and pulled on her nipple.  She still looked up at me, as if I was the one fucking her. Ryan pulled his dick out slowly and then rammed it back into her.

                  “Ohh!” she cried in a mixture of pain and pleasure.  She moved her hand down to her clit and started to circle it slowly.  Ryan knew she must be close and started pumping in and out of her in a familiar rhythm.  He leaned over her slightly, placing his fists on either side of her body, and I watched his biceps flex and release as he fucked his ex-girlfriend.

                  Soon he increased his speed and I heard his pelvis slap against hers followed by a high pitched moan and a low growl.  I circled my clit furiously as he fucked her and she played with herself.  I looked down at her face and she was still looking at me through half lowered lids.

                  Her mouth was open into a perfect O shape as she moaned over and over again.  Suddenly, like Ryan was a wild beast, he fucked her so fast and hard that he couldn’t hold back anymore.  His veins started lifting from his muscles and his neck and face turned red.  He grabbed Megan’s hips and slammed into her over and over.

                  “Fuck yes!” cried Megan as her orgasm started its release.  Hearing her cry out sent me over the edge and I felt the first rolling wave of ecstasy pulse from my clit.  I hunched over slightly as it overcame me and I heard Ryan cry out like a grizzly bear which only made me cum harder.

                  Suddenly, all three of us were crying out as we came together, and soon we all collapsed around each other, trying to catch our breath.  As I came down, the doubt and insecurity resurfaced and I wondered what would become of me and Ryan.

                  I lay on the bed next to Megan and Ryan eventually crawled over me, giving me a gentle kiss on the nose.  “I love you so fucking much,” he said, eliciting a smile from my lips.

                  “I love you too,” I said.  I looked at Megan who was still trying to catch her breath.

                  “Next time, I want to see him fuck you,” she told me, pointing her finger at me.

                  “If there is a next time,” Ryan said.  I could tell that fucking Megan hadn’t changed his feelings for me, and he was still looking out for my happiness.

                  “I think there could be a next time,” I said assuredly.  Ryan kissed my lips hard and Megan peeled herself from the bed.

                  “Guess I better get that shower now,” she said.  “Don’t do anything to each other without me!”

                  We all laughed and Megan closed the bathroom door behind her.

                  “You sure you’re okay?” asked Ryan now that we were alone.

                  “I think I am,” I said with a smile.  “I don’t know why, but I’m okay.”

                  He kissed me again and then laid on the bed next to me, holding my hand in his.  The biggest smile crossed my face as I thought about having more of these moments in the future.  What an adventurous life, I thought, proud of the risks I had just taken.

                  I knew now that Ryan’s love for me was deeper than I had previously known, and I was extremely grateful for this experience with Megan.  I couldn’t wait to do this again, and I hoped there would be plenty more adventurous experiences to come.
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      I sat on the edge of my bed and stared at the two pink lines on the pregnancy test.  I kept waiting to feel one way or another about the results, but my brain just shut down.  I wanted a baby.  After all, Blake and I had been trying for nearly two years.  But now that I was finally seeing the results, my mind insisted on throwing out all of the negative aspects.  I couldn’t stop thinking about gaining weight and how my body would change after giving birth.  And my romantic life with Blake was already shaky.  Our time in the bedroom had been monitored closely over the past year.  What if having a baby made him love me even less?

                  I didn’t have any more time to think about it before he burst through the front door and called out my name.  “Nicole?  Nicole, where are you?”

                  “I’m back here! In the bedroom!” I called to him.  I had phoned his office to let him know of the results.  I hadn’t expected him to rush home early.  Was he really that excited?  Would he be able to see my mixed emotions?

                  He strutted through the bedroom door like a man.  Like a proud man.  He had broad shoulders and a narrow waist.  His dark hair was disheveled, but he always looked neat due to his sharp jawline.  He was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and the sight of him in that moment brought tears to my eyes.

                  “Oh, honey,” he said, dropping to his knees in front of me.  “We’re going to have a baby!”

                  I nodded and couldn’t help but smile, despite all of my new reservations.  He wrapped his arms around my waist and laid his head in my lap.  I stroked his soft hair and felt my chest swell with pride.  If Blake was this happy, then so was I.  Maybe, somehow, a baby would bring our romantic life back together.

                  He lifted his head, his eyes full of tears and a wide smile on his face.  “I’m going to treat you like a princess from now on,” he said.  “I don’t want you to lift a finger.  I’m going to get you a maid, a nanny.  Anyone who can make your life easier.  You just focus on your artwork.  Relax in your studio.  But the house will be taken care of.  The groceries will be taken care of.”

                  I cocked my head and smiled.  “I don’t need all of that,” I told him.  I held his face in my hands and leaned down to kiss him.  “I just need your undying love for me.”

                  “You’ll always have that, Nicole,” he said between tender kisses.  “You’ll always have my love.”

                  We held each other for a long moment before taking a lunch break in the kitchen.  Blake pulled out his phone and was searching for something.  Then, he finally made a call.

                  “Blake, honey, what are you doing?” I asked.

                  “Hiring you some help,” he said with a smile.

                  “Don’t do that,” I told him.  I felt weird about having someone else in my home, especially while I tried to work on my projects.  But he was stubborn.  He really didn’t want me to have to lift a finger.

                  “It’s too late,” he said with a smile.  “I’m set on it.  You just make art and relax.  I don’t want you under any stress at all.”

                  I smiled as I watched him book a maid, or someone more like a personal assistant.  She would do housework and the groceries.  She would be there to run art supply errands if I needed her too.  The more I thought about the idea, the less bad it sounded.  Maybe we would get along.  Maybe we could be friends.  It would be nice to have someone to talk to during the day.  And nothing was more romantic than my husband wanting to spoil me rotten.  I already felt like this baby was bringing us closer together.

                  “They agency I called is sending someone out tomorrow for us to meet.  Her name is Alyssa.  I’ll need to be at work, but can you meet with her?  Since you’ll be seeing the most of her, it’s best you make the decision.”

                  “Sure, I can do that,” I said.  I slid my arms around his waist and kissed him.  “Thank you.”

                  “I love you, Nicole.”

                  “I love you too.”

                  “We’re going to have a baby,” he said.

                  “Yes, we are.”  I lay my head on his chest and felt all the worries of my pregnancy slipping away.
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      The next day I nervously awaited Alyssa’s arrival.  I drank decaffeinated tea on the sofa while watching the front door.  Five minutes before her appointment time, I saw her blue sedan pull up in the driveway.  She stepped out and walked to the door.  We had frosted glass, so I couldn’t get a good picture of her until I swung the door open.  But when I finally saw her, I was shocked.  She looked so young, like a high school student.  She wore a dark lavender skirt and a peach colored blouse.  Her brown hair was straight and slick.  She looked professional, despite her small frame.  I was only twenty-five, but I felt forty next to her.

                  “Mrs. Holland?” she asked, extending a slender arm toward me.  She was pale with big brown eyes and a smile that shimmered.

                  I took her hand.  “You must be Alyssa,” I said.  “Come in.”  She followed me inside and I offered her some tea.  I poured her cup, sat in the adjacent chair and then asked her how old she was.  “I don’t mean to be rude, but you look so young.”

                  She smiled and waved her hand.  “Don’t worry,” she said.  “I get that a lot.  I’m nineteen.  I am on the younger side, but my mom has been in this business her whole life.  I learned from a young age.  I promise I’m just as professional as anyone else in the agency.”

                  “I don’t doubt it,” I told her.  “You carry yourself well.”

                  “Thank you,” she said.  Her smile was infectious and I found myself smiling as well.  “Why don’t you tell me what sort of things you need done on a daily basis.  Give me a home tour and all that.”

                  I laughed.  “Oh well, this was my husband’s doing.  We just found out I’m pregnant so he wanted me to have some help.”

                  “Congratulations!” she said with a squeal.  “Sounds like your husband is quite the catch.”

                  “He is,” I told her, thinking about more than his great personality, but his rugged good looks, too.  “I’m a very lucky woman.”

                  “Well, why don’t I start listing things I usually do for households and you can refine that list to fit your needs.”

                  “That sounds perfect,” I told her, sipping on my tea.

                  We hammered out the details of our arrangement until I felt good about everything.  Alyssa wouldn’t start working until the next day – when she’d be in better clothes to clean and run errands in.  I told her that was fine.  I was hoping to have an extra day to myself before a stranger was walking around our house.  But I did feel a sense of relief after meeting her.  She was friendly and bubbly.  She seemed like someone I could get along with well.

                  I thanked her and showed her out.  Then I picked up the phone to call my mom and tell her the news.

                  “Oh my god!” she screamed out, nearly bursting my ear drum.  “Do you need help with anything? I’ll be right over.”

                  “No, Mom,” I said with a laugh.  “Actually, Blake has hired someone to help out around the house.  To run errands and such.”

                  “What?” she asked.  “Why do that when you have me?”

                  “You don’t need to be taking care of me like I’m a child,” I said.  “Enjoy it.  Enjoy being a grandmother.”

                  “Well grandmothers are supposed to help out the mothers, you know.”

                  “You’ll help in plenty of other ways, Mom.  I promise.”

                  “Well, just be careful,” she said.  “Is she attractive? Tell me she’s at least not attractive.”

                  “Who?”

                  “The maid.  You don’t want an attractive woman strutting around in front of your husband.”

                  I rolled my eyes.  “Blake is faithful, Mom.  Yes, she’s attractive, but in a very professional way.”

                  “Is she older at least?  Please, god, tell me she’s older.”

                  “No,” I said.  “She’s nineteen.”

                  “Oh, honey,” she said.  “You’ve got to find someone else.  You can’t let a nineteen year-old walk around your husband all day.”

                  “Mom, it’s just going to be the two of us.  Blake will be at work.”

                  “You don’t think they’ll bump into each other on occasion?  Make eyes at each other?  I’m telling you, Nicole.  Hire someone older and uglier.  You don’t need a young pretty thing in your house all day.”

                  “I’m not discussing this anymore, Mom.  Alyssa is fine.  I really like her.”

                  My mom sounded offended, which usually happened when I put my foot down.  “Alright,” she said.  “I’m just trying to help.”

                  “I know you are, Mom.  I know.”

                  But mothers have a way of getting their words stuck in your head all day long.  Despite the comfort I felt around Alyssa, my mother’s words rang in my ears.  You don’t need a young pretty thing in your house all day.  Be careful.  And I wondered if Alyssa was, in fact, too pretty to hire.

                  I soaked in a bath and wondered what Blake would think of her.  I wondered if he would find her attractive at all.  And then the strangest urge came over me.  My pussy fluttered and ached.  I slipped my fingers between my legs and closed my eyes.  The image that played in my head was of Blake and Alyssa fucking behind my back.  My body tingled and was overwhelmed with heat.  I pictured him pounding into her while her short legs wrapped around his waist.  Primal, animal lust.  Something neither of them could help or control.  And then I came.

                  I exited the bath feeling strange.  Could the hormones be affecting me already?  I sat down at my easel and worked on my painting, but I was having trouble focusing.  My eyes kept wandering to the open bedroom window.  I focused on the curtains blowing from the wind.  I chewed on my lower lip and decided to call Blake.  Just to reassure myself that his love for me was undying.

                  “Hey honey,” he said on the phone.  “How was Alyssa?”  His question jolted me at first, as my mind flickered back to the dirty thoughts I’d had in the bath.  I shook my head, hoping to shake the thoughts loose.

                  “She’s…um…great,” I said.

                  “Uh-oh.  You don’t sound too enthusiastic.  Did you want to try someone else?”  Again, my mind wandered back to the image of them together.  I was conflicted.  Hours ago, I was perfectly content with Alyssa.  Now, however, my body wanted her around but my heart didn’t.  I didn’t know what had come over me.

                  “No,” I said.  “She’s great.  I’m just feeling out of sorts today.”

                  “Oh,” he said.  “Do you need me to come home?”

                  I smiled at his offer, but I declined.  “No.  You work.  I just wanted to hear your voice.”

                  “I don’t mind,” he said.  “You know I’m always here for you, Nicole.  I love you.”

                  “I love you too,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.

                  Alyssa would be fine.  I knew that deep down.  I shook my arms and rolled my head from side to side.  I let my mother’s words slip from my mind like a bad dream.  I went down to the kitchen to make lunch and turned on the television.  I needed the distraction.

                  When Blake came home from work for the day, I met him with a passionate embrace.  My body had been alight with desire since my bath, and I wanted him more than ever.  He met my passion with his own, pressing his body against mine.  Pinning me to the wall.

                  We shed our clothes and took our passion to the bedroom.  He sucked on my tender nipples and licked my pussy until I came.  I clawed at his scalp.  He climbed over me and buried his cock deep inside my pussy.  I cried out, clutching his shoulders in my grip.  But all I could think of was her.  Alyssa.  And how good she’d look underneath my husband.

                  I came for a second time as Blake emptied his load inside me.  “That was amazing,” he said.  “A bit unexpected, too.”

                  “I guess I was just in the mood,” I said, tracing a finger along the ridges of his chest muscles.

                  “It was a nice surprise,” he said.  He stretched out his arm and I curled inside of it and went to sleep.
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      The next day, Alyssa came over bright and early.  But I was up even earlier, putting on my best stay-at-home outfit.  I stared at my reflection, tousling my thick brown locks.  I studied my blue eyes.  I’d always loved them until I saw Alyssa’s big brown eyes.  I looked at my figure, and pressed on my stomach with my palms.  Then I shook my head.  “Don’t be ridiculous, Nicole.  You’re pregnant.  You’re not going to have a flat stomach for a while.”  I smiled and felt a pang of jealousy at the same time.

                  I wore a soft black v-neck shirt with my skinny jeans.  It wasn’t an outfit I usually painted in, but for my first day with Alyssa, I wanted to feel my best.  And besides, most of it would be showing her around the house anyway.

                  She came inside, dressed in tight black leggings and a fitted pink t-shirt.  But she looked even more attractive than the day before.  I could see every curve and dip to her body and it made my head spin.

                  I showed her to the kitchen and gave her a tour of all the cabinets.  We continued throughout the house until we finished in the master bedroom.  “You have beautiful taste in décor,” she said, running her fingers along the rust colored bedspread.  “But that makes sense.   You’re an artist right?”

                  “I am,” I said.  “I never thought about it affecting my décor choice though.”

                  She turned to me with an expression I didn’t recognize.  “Is it true that artists are more sensual lovers?”

                  My heart raced at her question and my cheeks burned hot.  “I don’t know.  I’ve never been with another artist that way.”

                  “I bet you are,” she said as she stepped closer to me.  I was confused and excited at the same time.  But she stopped a foot away from me.  Her eyes swept up and down my body before stepping closer.  Then, she was right beside me.  Her body was inches from mine.  Her breath rolled over my skin and we just stood there at a distance that should be forbidden in our professional relationship.  “Unfortunately,” she said.  “There’s only one way to find out.”

                  And then I kissed her.  I didn’t know what came over me, but I kissed her.  I immediately backed away – as difficult as it was to break from her honey sweet lips.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “I don’t know what came over me.”

                  She smiled and waved her hand.  “No need to apologize, Mrs. Holland.  You can do it again if you’d like.”  Her smile curled into her cheeks, but I hesitated.

                  “It wouldn’t be professional,” I said.  “No offense to you.”  But my body ached with desire for her.  I wanted her more than I wanted anything, and I didn’t know why.  I’d never been with a girl.  I’d never wanted to be with a girl.  But Alyssa was different.  She did things to me.

                  “I understand,” she said.  “Well, I suppose I better get started on my tasks.”

                  I felt uneasy sending her off to do chores after just kissing her.  I went into my studio and sat down, again trying to paint.  But I couldn’t focus.  Instead, I started another bath and slipped beneath the warm water.  I closed my eyes and imagined me with Alyssa.  My body tingled and yearned for her touch.  For her lips.  But I couldn’t let myself come.  It was too…wrong.  Too weird.  I shouldn’t be feeling any of these things for the hired help.

                  I got out of the bath and started to draw.  I needed a new project. Something that wasn’t before I knew Alyssa.  I didn’t hold back.  I sketched and sketched until I was finished – only half aware of what I was drawing.  When I looked at the finished project, Alyssa’s face stared back at me.  I had drawn Alyssa as I imagined her naked.

                  I flipped my sketch over and sighed.  I had to get this out of my system, some way or another.  But what could I do?  I couldn’t sleep with her.  I couldn’t let Blake sleep with her.  Blake hadn’t even met her yet.  I had an idea.  Not that I should go through with it, but it was an idea that was stirring in the back of my mind.  Without fully thinking it through, I called my husband.

                  “Is everything alright?” he asked.

                  “Yes,” I said.  “But I was thinking.  You haven’t met her yet.  I feel like you should meet her if she’s going to be in the house.  Just so you’re comfortable.”

                  He chuckled.  “I trust your judgment,” he said.  “I don’t really think I should come home for that.”

                  “Then, can you come back a little early?  I can keep her a little late.  Please, I just need to know what you think of her.”

                  “Okay,” he said.  “I’ll come home an hour early.  But I’m sure she’s fine.”

                  “Thank you.  I love you.”

                  I hung up the phone and then put on my hottest little dress and heels.  Like I was going out for the night.  I looked at my reflection, at my tamed brown hair.  “This is crazy,” I told myself.  But for once, I was following through with my instincts and it felt good.
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      Blake came home and met Alyssa.  He was stoic through the entire meeting and I wondered if that was to hide any inkling of attraction for her.  I hoped so, at least.  Because what I was about to suggest was the craziest idea he’d ever hear from me.

                  “You look nice,” he had said to me when he first walked in.  “Do we have a night out I forgot about?”

                  “No,” I told him.  “Not exactly.”

                  Alyssa had sweat on her forehead from a hard day’s work.  I felt guilty.  I wanted her laying in my bed, not cleaning my kitchen.  “Alyssa, why don’t you use our shower before you go?” I suggested.

                  “Nicole,” Blake started, but I held up my hand.  I was in charge now.

                  “Thank you, Mrs. Holland, but that’s not necessary.”

                  “I insist,” I told her.  “Go on.  You can put on a fresh pair of my clothes after.  Return them tomorrow.”

                  “Thank you, Mrs. Holland,” she said.  She disappeared into the master bedroom and turned on the shower.  I stayed in the living room with Blake.

                  “Nicole, what is all of this about?”

                  “I kissed her earlier,” I said.

                  “You what?”

                  “I kissed her.  And I liked it.  And I think she wanted me to continue.”

                  He turned his head in the direction of the master bedroom with a raised brow, intrigued.  “How do you know?  I mean, what makes you think that?”

                  “She said artists must make sensual lovers.  And when I apologized for the kiss, she said she didn’t mind and that we could continue.”

                  “But you didn’t?”

                  “No,” I said.  “I’ve been trying to get it together all afternoon, but I can’t.  I have to have her,” I told him.  “But that’s not all.”

                  He exhaled and ran a hand through his hair.  “It isn’t?”

                  “I keep picturing the two of you together, too.  And I can’t start something with her unless you like her.  Do you think she’s cute?”

                  “That’s a loaded question,” he said.

                  “I know, but I need an answer,” I said.  “Would you sleep with her if I asked you to?”

                  He studied me.  He was looking for a trap.  He was probably wondering if my hormones had gone haywire.  “I wouldn’t say no,” he said, finally.

                  I wrapped my arms around my neck and kissed him.  I could smell his woodsy cologne and I wondered if Alyssa would like it.  “Follow my lead.”

                  I walked back toward the master bedroom and Blake reluctantly followed.  I heard Alyssa turn off the shower.  Through the crack of the bathroom door, I could see her perfect, naked body.  She had perky little breasts with hard nipples.  Her pussy was shaved.  Her stomach was flat and toned.  She wrapped a towel around her body and called out.  “Mrs. Holland?  Where do you keep your clothes?”

                  “I’m in here,” I said after taking a few steps back.  “I’ll show you.”

                  Blake stood in the doorway, leaning against it with his big arms folded across his chest.  I think he was prepared to flee at any sign of disinterest from Alyssa.  She pulled open the bathroom door and saw him standing there.

                  “Hello, Mr. Holland,” she said.  Her eyes flicked to me.  “What is this, Mrs. Holland?”

                  “I was thinking about our conversation earlier,” I told her while I walked toward her.  I touched her cheek with my fingers.  My pussy ached and throbbed.  “I’m still interested if you are.”

                  Her eyes moved to my husband and then back to me.  “I see,” she said.  “You want your husband to watch?”

                  “Something like that,” I told her, brushing my fingers along her jawline.

                  Her eyes studied mine and then she slowly dropped the towel to the floor.  She was naked with tiny drops of water still clinging to her skin.  My hand traveled from her jawline to her chest, cupping one of her breasts while I kissed her.

                  Blake stayed in the doorway until he was called upon.  I felt powerful and seductive.  I felt more confident than I had in years.

                  Alyssa threw off my clothes and we climbed in bed together.  She lay on her back and I planted kisses up and down her body.  I sucked on her perky little nipples while she arched her back.  Her eyes focused on my husband while he watched me devour her.  I moved lower until my mouth was on her pussy.  My tongue dived in and out. I sucked and flicked her tender skin while she clawed at my hair.

                  “Oh,” she moaned.  “I’m going to come!”  Her body shook and writhed underneath me.  I licked and sucked until she was finished.  Until she was laying there panting.

                  “Take off your clothes,” I told Blake.  He quickly tossed his things to the floor.  His dick stood proud and tall.  It was long and thick and I wondered what Alyssa thought of it.

                  “How does he look to you?” I asked her.  “Think you can handle him?”

                  She nodded and licked her lips.  “Do you really want this?” she asked me.

                  “More than anything,” I told her.  “As long as you want it too.”

                  “I do, Mrs. Holland.  I’ve wanted him since I first saw him.”

                  “Flip over,” I told her.  “Get on your hands and knees.”  She did as she was told.  She sat on her hands on knees on the bed.  Blake moved up behind her, stroking his cock as he stared at her nineteen year-old pussy.  I crawled over to him and took his dick in my mouth.  I sucked and gagged on it until it was nice and slick.  Then I pulled back and angled the tip of him toward her entrance.

                  Before he pushed in, he cupped my face.  “Nicole, are you sure?  There’s no going back after this.”

                  I kissed his palm.  “I’m sure.  I’ve never been surer of anything.”

                  He leaned down and kissed me.  His tongue swept along mine and I sucked on his.  Then I broke our kiss and moved toward the head of the bed.  I spread my legs under Alyssa and she smiled.  “I think I can handle it from here,” she said.

                  She lowered her head over my pussy while Blake pushed inside her.  I felt Alyssa’s moan vibrate against me.  I pulled on my nipples, rolling them between my fingers.  My eyes rolled back.  My back arched. Waves of heat moved through me as Alyssa’s tongue flicked up and down my dripping wet slit.

                  Blake groaned as he pounded her hard from behind.  He gripped her ass. His face was contorted with pained pleasure.  With the knowledge he was doing something no husband should do.  His face was everything as Alyssa sucked on my clit.  I gripped her hair in my hands and came as I watched them.

                  Just as I was coming down, Blake moved faster and harder against Alyssa.  She reached between her legs and played with her clit as he shot his load inside of her.  She let out another moan and shivered as her climax swept through her.  She rolled onto her back when she was finished and tried to catch her breath.

                  “Shit,” said Blake.  “I didn’t use a fucking condom.”

                  “It’s okay,” said Alyssa.  “I’m on the pill.  And I trust you guys.”

                  I moved and lay beside her.  I cupped her cheek in my hand and planted a kiss on her lips.  “I have a feeling you’re going to be more important than I ever thought possible.”

                  Her cheeks turned pink and her eyes moved between me and Blake.  “I would like that,” she said.  “Very much.”

                  “You mean, this is going to be a regular thing?” asked Blake with a hint of excitement in his tone.

                  “I hope so,” I said.  “And maybe, Alyssa can be my replacement in times I’m unavailable.  Especially while I’m pregnant and with a newborn.”

                  “I couldn’t do that to you, Mrs. Holland,” said Alyssa.

                  “Yeah,” said Blake.  “That’s not the same thing at all.”

                  I stroked Alyssa’s hair and looked at Blake.  “Please,” I said.  “I want you to.  I want to know you’re being taken care of when I’m not around.”  I turned to Alyssa.  “Please say you’ll do it.  Say you’ll be my replacement when I need you to be.”

                  Alyssa’s eyes sparkled as she smiled.  “Okay, Mrs. Holland.  If your husband wants me, I’ll do it.”

                  “Fuck it, Nicole,” said Blake.  “If you want this, then I can do it.  But if you ever change your mind, you have to swear to let me know.  I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do.”

                  “I love you, Blake,” I told him, while holding Alyssa close.  I could feel her heartbeat through our chests.

                  “I love you, too, Nicole.  You crazy, wonderful wife.”

                  I never changed my mind on our arrangement.  Alyssa became more than just some hired help around the house.  She was my stand in.  She brought a new sense of love and romance to our bedroom.  And while I participated most times, I took pride in knowing my husband would be satisfied when I wasn’t available.  During those times, though, I still found myself wanting to watch the two of them.
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      “You know what I want,” Bryce smiled, reaching toward his girlfriend, who sat in the passenger seat of the bulky, open-roofed SUV.

                  “Bryce, stop!” Michelle warned. The girl’s warnings were laced with a fit of laughter, which did little to slow the brawny, dirty-blonde-haired twenty-five year-old down as his curious fingers tickled and teased over his girlfriend’s bare shoulder.

                  “Seriously, babe, we’ve still got two hours until Palm Springs,” Michelle then said, as she started from the vehicle and hopped onto the cement of the gas station.

                  “Ugh,” Bryce groaned. “I can’t wait that long!” He added with a shout as he watched his girlfriend hurry into the dingy desert gas station—a stucco building with a layer of white paint that seemed only a shadow of its former glory, peeling and cracking across the small building, along with old, nostalgic signs for soda and gasoline brands that hung above the single-car mechanic garage door that was opened beside the door.

                  Bryce looked about for a moment before he would need to get gas; the desert landscape seemed intimidating and beautiful at once; the somehow vibrant-colored vegetation and the sandy hills that would soon turn white as they neared Indio and Palm Springs. He took a deep breath of the dry, heated desert breeze and ran a hand through his short blonde hair, peering through his sunglasses toward the gas station door, where he caught a glimpse of Michelle standing at the front counter in her tiny white denim shorts and midriff-revealing bright-blue top. He couldn’t help but smile, knowing that soon, during their getaway to Palm Springs, he was going to propose his girlfriend of five years.

                  What had started as a minor infatuation between the pair during their third year at University had turned into a wandering journey through the post-college trials that had landed each of them in underwhelming jobs for their degrees, with Michelle working two jobs on top of Bryce’s employment at his father’s tractor sales company. The situation had been less than ideal for the pair, but Bryce could only envy the fact that his girlfriend had vowed her loyalty to him, despite being so delayed in their dreams of owning a home and starting a family.

                  But the prospects were not too bad for a pair of post-grads who had chosen to stay in their small Arizona town; small enough to afford renting a decent two bedroom apartment and a small but terribly loyal circle of friends—friends who Bryce had already spoken to about the impending engagement. He knew it was ballsy. He knew Michelle loved him, but he wondered at times whether she had had enough time to ‘play the field.’ It was a thought that continued to circulate in his mind the further into their twenties they grew. Of course, both he and Michelle had had a handful of partners at High School and college before they had met. And while he knew he was entirely committed to his girlfriend, he had always looked back fondly on the early days of college on the University football team where he and the rest of the players were seen almost as gods among the small college town; so much so that he’d had a revolving door of girls hanging about him when he first made Varsity quarterback—girls who provided him plenty to look back fondly upon.

                  But soon enough he knew it was time to get a bit more serious—put the partying and random fucking behind him and focus on his future—both with grades and football. Everything was going according to plan, too, until a weak ankle set the quarterback on a deviation from his dreams. And soon enough the parties, the girls and the reverence dried up, and Bryce was forced to forge a very different path out of college—a path that resembled nothing of the images in his mind that he had held since junior high-school—pro football championship parades and last-second catches to elicit a chorus of cheers.

                  “You seem to have proficiency for sales,” a counselor had told him during a visit to the aptitude testing department on campus. It was true that the muscular, jocular twenty year-old had a way with words, either with negotiating with guys or charming girls. When he found himself in a marketing class during his sophomore year, he took a seat next to the lithe, graceful and careless blonde girl who turned out to be his future girlfriend. After a few comments here and there about not having the slightest clue of what the professor was speaking about, Bryce had elicited a smile or two from the girl, who had been quiet but certainly not plain. Michelle reserved herself enough. Despite the long, golden hair and the attire that always seemed decorated with a sort of ‘hippy’ motif—even a small tribal tattoo that Bryce had noted on the girl’s wrist—she kept herself at a distance from the big, muscular jock that had taken his seat beside her for the semester.

                  Michelle had come from her own small town, right on the border of Arizona and California. She held certain skepticisms for guys like Bryce—big and muscular and always ready to sport a smile—but always after one thing and one thing only. So, when she saw the hunky blonde take his seat beside her, she knew enough to keep to herself, even if he was the most handsome guy to walk past her jade eyes.

                  After enough little chats here and there, before class and after—sometimes even during—the pair formed a study group with a few other students. Soon enough, after the other students had flaked out, the pair was left with only themselves to rely on to exchange pre-test notes. One thing led to another and the girl who’d had her guard up for Bryce had quickly let it down, along with the rest of her clothes, too.

                  Five years later they found themselves on the small desert highway, headed toward the coast, with a stop in-between at the desert oasis of Palm Springs. Though the palm trees, white sands and purple dusks had not appeared just yet—a mellow haze of rust remained in the late afternoon sky—they could sense it close enough.

                  Bryce finally stepped out and grabbed the gas nozzle, just as Michelle skipped out of the door with a big smile across her soft, smooth cheeks. “Well, well, well,” she said, brushing down her shorts and top. “Do you love me?” She asked, twirling a candy bar—Bryce’s favorite kind—over the jock, as he laughed and reached for it.

                  “Ok, what do I owe you?” He said, finally relenting.

                  “Just a kiss, unless that’s too much to ask,” Michelle grinned.

                  The jock took Michelle in his arms and swept her up for a moment, eliciting an excited yelp from the girl. With a pat on her ass, Bryce nodded and said, “Go on, we’ll be back on the road soon.”

                  And what seemed like a long road ahead quickly passed by—somehow even the desert landscape, barren and uneventful—had slipped their minds as they rushed toward the resort hotel like a couple on their honeymoon. As they neared the town, Bryce bit his lip. After a pause, he looked over at his girlfriend. The moment—and the mood—had been quiet and reflective; seemingly perfect for him to air the many curiosities that had captivated him over the past few weeks.

                  “Do you ever regret, uh, getting into a committed relationship so young?” Bryce then asked, rubbing the back of his neck with his hand, as he continued to steer with the other. The skies were turning purple just as the sands paler and Bryce knew that soon the sights and sounds of the sleepy resort hotel would be too distracting to find any clarity.

                  “What?” Michelle asked, with an expression on her face that suggested she were listening to a foreign language. Her bangs danced over her forehead as the wind from the drive rushed into the open SUV and against her body. With the sound of the wind and the engine humming in the background, Bryce repeated the question.

                  “I don’t… I don’t know… what do you mean?” Michelle asked. “Is everything okay?”

                  Bryce clutched the steering wheel tight in his fingers until they turned a shade white from the pressure. “It’s just that… I’ve been thinking and… I feel like… how do you know that you’re going to be happy with me in another five years? What about ten years? Twenty years?”

                  Michelle laughed and shook her head. “Babe, where is all this coming from? Are you unhappy with us getting together when we did?”

                  “Me? No way. I mean, I got to play the field. I mean, fuck… I played the field,” Bryce said, shaking his head and grinning. “I played so much I’m still worn out.”

                  This, not surprisingly, elicited a less than amused reaction from his girlfriend. “I mean… that’s not what I meant. I’m happy, and yeah, I will be happy twenty years from now. I only want to be with you.”

                  “Well, me too,” Michelle said, with a quiet tone.

                  The conversation topic had ended almost as abruptly as it had started, with Bryce focusing on the road—the darkening skies clashing with the drivers having just turned on their headlights, only thirty minutes from their destination—and Michelle looking out at the hilly landscape—the dirty mountains and colorful brush that decorated the horizon.

                  She couldn’t help but think about her boyfriend and his inexplicable remark. Is he unhappy with me? She wondered. Is he thinking of cheating on me? She continued. She felt a pang of annoyance at the fact that her boyfriend was only just then thinking about such considerations, when, not long after getting together, Michelle had raised the very same concerns. “You’ve said yourself that you’ve been with a lot of girls—like, a lot,” Michelle had told him one evening only a month after they had started dating. “How do I know you’re a one woman guy?” She then asked.

                  Bryce’s response had been satisfactory. And to her knowledge, he’d never once been unfaithful. But she knew the way girls looked at him everywhere they went, often leaving her to wonder just which of those girls had had a ride on her boyfriend’s impressively-sized dick; which were grinning out of a mere girlish infatuation from afar. And which girls were giggling because they knew that the bulge in her boyfriend’s jeans was not misleading and instead—if anything—underestimating what was tucked beneath his zipper. Michelle secretly liked that her boyfriend was so sought-after by other girls, even if the attention left her ravenously with jealousy. It was the attempt to reconcile the two feelings that always left her shrugging and too frustrated to continue thinking about it. Eventually, she would simply try and put it to the back of her mind—only to think about such things during the next occasion when another girl would inevitably pay her boyfriend the same type of attention—the sort of attention that guys like Bryce may not have recognized as flirting. But a girl always knows; they can sense it, and it becomes all the easier when the guy in question is the very sort of man they, too, would find themselves giggling and tripping over themselves over.

                  As they pulled into the hotel parking lot, the sky was a nice shade of purple—pale and soft, almost as lavender. The hotel was a small, intimate building with palm trees lining the parking lot and orange stucco buildings dotting the complex—each with their own little patio and view of the hillsides that surrounded the area—some even facing a pool and courtyard that sat in the center of the hotel’s premise.

                  “What do you think?” Bryce asked.

                   “It’s nice,” Michelle said, with a touch of deflation to her voice. Bryce continued to park the car while the girl stepped out and headed into the hotel to check in. The clerk was quiet and curt, but not unfriendly—scurrying to and fro to find their keys on a large set of key cubbies that lined the wall behind him. If it hadn’t been for the computer behind the marble desk, the hotel lobby would have felt all-too antiquarian for a vacation in the 2020’s.

                  “You’re room two-thirty-one,” the man said, handing Michelle the small set of keys. She eyed them as she held them in her palm, surprised to see a hotel still using physical keys, and not the sort of key-cards that had been so common, even since she had been a young child.

                  Just as she thanked the man and turned for the front doors, she saw her boyfriend—his wide shoulders and statuesque height forming a silhouette in the evening sun as it ducked behind the hillsides that she could only recognize as his. He had their bags strapped to his back and in his big, clenched fists as Michelle approached him and said, “two-thirty-one,” and started to whisper to herself as her green eyes danced over the little print-out map of the hotel grounds that the concierge had handed her.

                  The couple rounded the outside of the building and walked through the courtyard until they came upon their room—a first floor room on the corner of the building—facing the valley in the West and the edge of the pool and courtyard. Nearest to them had been a hot tub that sat between their porch and the pool.

                  Michelle turned the key and pushed the door open, with the musky scent of the room clouding her sense at once. The dark room, lit only by the quickly fading daylight in the opened double-door sliding glass at the opposite end, seemed small and stuffy at first glance. She had asked for a single king-size bed, but the only available bed for the weekend had been a full-sized—something she was rather reluctant to accept. But, Michelle expected to do little sleeping that weekend—all too ready to take advantage of the downtime to show Bryce just how much she had been waiting for their little trip. She packed a few new pieces of underwear and even a lingerie set to surprise him with; she thought of it all as she set her bag down on the bed, which was dressed up in a spread that had Southwestern deco printed across it—matching the rusty-orange color of the walls and even a bit of Native American artwork that hung over the mini-fridge.

                  “What do you think?” She asked, looking over at Bryce, who dug the heel of his shoe into the frizzy brown carpet and looked out the double-doors toward the patio.

                  “I think you look fucking amazing,” Bryce said, looking at her and grinning. The bearish post-grad quickly came up and scooped Michelle in his big biceps, eliciting laughter from her as his fingers quickly set about tickling her—making up for the missed opportunity in the car.

                  “Come on, babe,” Michelle said, giggling. But Bryce was adamant. She could feel him growing in his shorts which were pressed against her bare leg. The massive form always made its self immediately obvious when it began to swell—an occurrence that always left Michelle ready to drop to her knees and slip Bryce’s cock out of his shorts or jeans. Each time she had to wait between the last time she had her fingers wrapped around the meaty thickness and the next had always seemed far too long—the warm throbbing in her palm conveying the sheer power of her boyfriend’s tool—ready to dominate mercilessly anything that stood between it and her ripe, warm openings.

                   “Come on, come on,” Michelle said.

                  “What? You don’t want to? We’ve been driving for, like, four hours or something,” Bryce said.

                  “It’s not that—I would love to,” she started. “But we’re going to that restaurant and if we don’t leave ASAP they are going to close on us.”

                  Bryce, undeterred, continued to planet kisses along his girlfriend’s neck—something that always made her ready to go. Unable to think of anything else now, she fell back on the bed and let her boyfriend set about undressing her, piece by piece. “Mm,” Michelle purred, as Bryce planted kisses along the girl’s navel and bare hips. At once, his hands snuck beneath her shirt and found the warm orbs in her bra, massaging over them and eliciting stiffness from their peaks. She sighed with delight and sought to repay the favor at once, switching places with her boyfriend and quickly searching inside his shorts.

                  As the night sky faded through the large window-doors, the pair made love, with Michelle reminded immediately of the wonderful feeling of being filled to such a point by a big, thick and warm cock.
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        * * *

      

                  Just as Michelle had warned, the restaurant closed before they could dress themselves again and make it to its front doors—arriving just in time to see the maître de locking the rustic-style double-doors—the pair had little regrets about what they’d decided to do instead. They wandered through the historic streets of the old city, Michelle’s hand always tucked in her boyfriend’s massive paw, feeling perfectly at home. It seemed for a moment that everything was lining up perfectly in their lives, even if the financial side of things was being a bit more stubborn than other aspects. The girl felt that nothing could have come between her and her man that weekend—no emergency phone calls, no work chores, no ex-lovers—nothing.

                  It was the prospect of new lovers that Michelle had overlooked—a prospect that the girl had not considered as she walked up and down the quaint little section of historic downtown Palm Springs. Soon enough, however, the prospect would make itself quite obvious…
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        * * *

      

                  “That was nice,” Michelle said, locking arms with Bryce as the pair returned to the hotel grounds. They parked the car and wandered down the little gravel path that led toward the courtyard where their building was waiting. As they passed the pool and the hot tub both could not help but notice that two rather attractive girls were in the hot tub, sipping from beer cans and giggling with one another. Bryce in particular worked to avert his eyes, trying to respect the fact that the pair was likely not looking for any sort of attention. Michelle, on the other hand, let her eyes wander over the girls—struck by their beauty, she couldn’t help but wonder about the pair, who laughed and splashed one another in the tub so carelessly.

                  As they walked past the hot tub at its nearest point, one of the girls—a brunette with boyishly short cinder-dark hair—smiled at them and said, “Hey, want to join us?”

                  “Jessica,” the other girl—a blonde with shoulder-length hair quipped to her friend. “They probably don’t want to be bothered—they look like they’re on their honeymoon or something.”

                  The blonde eyed them and stuck her fingertip against the corner of her mouth, as her green eyes flared above the light of the hot-tub. “Thanks but that’s okay,” Michelle said with a polite smile.

                  “Oh, come on!” The brunette said again.

                  “Sorry about my friend,” the blonde said. “I’m Lacey—this is Jessica,” she continued. “I think we’re staying in the room next to you and your husband.”

                  “Oh, he’s not my husband,” Michelle offered all—too quickly; a hastiness that Bryce could not help but notice.

                  “Well, maybe one day,” Bryce said, shrugging and smiling quietly.

                  “Lucky girl,” Lacey said with a reserved, modest but curious grin. A pair of dimples formed in the girl’s smooth, apple-cheeks. She had a pureness about her that seemed altogether clashed with the loose indifference that she displayed, even as it wasn’t quite as indifferent as her brown-haired friend.

                  “Thanks,” Michelle said, smiling. “I think so, too.”

                  “He looks like he could certainly…” Jessica said, trailing off. The brunette, spunky as she had seemed, still had the good sense enough to let the thought fade out, rather than finish whatever dirty, lewd ideas were in her mind. “Jess, come on, you slut,” Lacey whispered, yet Michelle and Bryce could still hear it clearly, even about the brunette’s laughter and the hot, bubbling tub of water.

                  Bryce couldn’t help but note the pair’s apparent attraction to him. The girls were certainly attractive—more attractive than most girls he had seen in quite a while. Worse, still, had been the fact that they were each in skimpy little bikini tops, revealing more than enough information to deduce the fullness of their breasts. Bryce’s blue eyes hanged on Lacey’s breasts for a moment, before he quickly corrected himself and pulled his eyes away.

                  Michelle could only blush at the chatter between the girls as she heard Jessica begin to justify her remarks to the blonde by describing Bryce’s handsome, manly features; again quiet enough to feign a sense of modesty but plenty loud enough for the pair to hear them.

                  “She thinks your boyfriend is hot,” Lacey said, giggling. Jessica quickly shoved the blonde, and a wave of water sloshed to and fro in the tub.

                  “Um, I do too,” Michelle giggled.

                  After the somewhat long awkward pause shared between the four, Bryce started, “Um, so what about you two?”

                  “I don’t know, you tell us if we’re hot or not,” Lacey winked.

                  “Oh, uh, I just meant, like, are you guys married or um, dating or…” Bryce started, visibly struggling to maintain a sense of composure as he quickly wandered out of his element.

                  The girls laughed and shook their heads. “We’re just friends—we’ve fooled around a bit,” Jessica said, laughing, evoking another playful shove from the blonde. “We’re straight… ish,” Lacey clarified, eyeing Michelle intensely.

                  “I see,” Michelle said, tonguing the inside of her cheek. She watched the girls and secretly envied their honesty, along with their unapologetic nature in delivering such honesty. She, however, felt herself blushing at the mere attention she and her boyfriend had elicited from the raucous pair of girls.

                  “Are you guys from around here?” Lacey then asked.

                  “We’re just staying the night or two—we’re from Arizona,” Michelle volunteered.

                  “We’re from Santa Barbara… we go to school over there,” Lacey said.

                  “College, not high school or anything,” Jessica interjected with a laugh.

                  “I figured,” Michelle said, eyeing the cans of beer. “Um, I’ve heard it’s really nice out there.”

                  “Yeah, it’s really nice. But this is cool, too,” Jessica said.

                  Michelle could only see the pair of girls as a couple, regardless of how wrong she might have been in doing so. Jessica had a certain dominance to herself; the short, choppy, dark hair seemed to reflect her more frank and edgy nature. A tattoo, too, that Michelle had noticed on the top of the brunette’s left shoulder seemed consistent, too, with her first impressions of the girl. Lacey, on the other hand, seemed to Michelle the more social lubricating of the two; the one wishing to placate and talk down her friend’s intense frankness. Michelle could not help but hang her thoughts on the fact that the girls had been quite indulgent in the notion of having experimented with one another. They said it with such ready candor to Michelle and Bryce—complete strangers—that she wondered if it was simply routine for the girls to behave like this, or whether she and her boyfriend had provoked such actions from the girls.

                  Bryce on the other hand, could only continue trading smiles and eyes with each of the girls, as was his nature. Michelle finally noted this and winced, turning back toward them. Despite being strangely drawn into the girls in the microcosm of their lives that this particular incident in the hot tub must have represented, she still felt too jealous to indulge them or hang around for much longer. She continued to play polite, but ultimately had been ready to get her boyfriend back to their hotel room so that she could show him exactly how lucky she knew that she was.

                  “It was nice to meet you,” Michelle then said. “We’re pretty wiped, we’re just going to get to bed, I think. But thanks for the invitation.”

                  “We’ll be out here,” Jessica said. “Just knock on the wall if we’re too loud later; Lacey is a moaner,” the brunette added with an empty, bellowing laugh.

                  Lacey rolled her eyes but smiled all along as she bit her lip and turned her eyes back to Bryce and Michelle. “Well nice meeting you two; have fun in your room,” she winked.

                  Michelle gave an uneasy smile as she started toward the door to their room. A few steps later she turned and saw that Bryce had not followed her so readily. “Babe… are you coming?” She asked, with a hint of annoyance and confusion.

                   “What? Oh yeah, of course,” Bryce said, laughing.

                  Michelle sighed and pushed the door open, with Bryce following his girlfriend. Neither of the pair felt too good about what had just taken place. Michelle was not sure why, but there was something about the interaction that felt unpleasant. It was the intrusiveness of the girls, undoubtedly. But perhaps something more—the notion that she saw herself in them—herself from years ago, before ‘settling’ and suddenly finding herself so removed from such an easy and resigned attitude about life that she could hardly make conversation with a pair of girls that were still happily living such a life.

                  “That was interesting, huh?” Michelle asked.

                  “Yeah, you don’t usually see girls so… honest?” Bryce laughed.

                  “Just when they’re drinking,” Michelle said with a light chuckle.

                  “Speaking of, what do you say?” Bryce said, kneeling down at the mini-fridge and pulling the door open. He scanned over the small, overpriced bottles of alcohol as Michelle quickly said, “If we’re going to drink we should have bought a bottle of something when we were in town.”

                  “We can swing it; five or six of these isn’t going to break us or anything,” Bryce laughed. He pulled one of the bottles from the slot and eyed his girlfriend, who gave a slight gasp. “Babe, come on, it’s fine.”

                  “Those are six dollars apiece; it’s just a waste of money,” Michelle snapped.

                  “Well, it’s too late now, isn’t it?” Bryce said.

                  Michelle knew her boyfriend had been impressed by the girls just as she had; it was no mistake that he had even more wild memories to look back on during his college years than she did. While she’d had a few boyfriends and even hook ups of her own—dirty doings that she sometimes looked back with in disgust—she knew Bryce had been accustomed to such a lifestyle until they started dating. The same thoughts that had antagonized her during the drive started to rear their heads once more at her insecurities. Maybe Bryce wants to go out there and get in that hot tub with those girls… maybe he should… whatever, maybe he’s bored with me, now, Michelle thought with a pang of jealousy and anger in the pit of her stomach. They think they’re so hot. So what if they’re pretty, they’re not THAT pretty, pretty enough to act so ridiculous and drunk while they’re hitting on some random girl’s boyfriend, she continued, as she sat on the edge of the bed.

                  “Fuck it,” Michelle finally said, after biting her nails and shifting her eyes. “Give me one of the vodka bottles,” she said.

                  Bryce happily handed her one of the mini bottles and the girl quickly downed it straight—a sight that left Bryce both impressed and shocked. “Whoa, slow down,” he laughed.

                  Michelle shook her head and laughed as she brought the bottle to her lips and chugged the clean, strong spirit. It went down and she quickly gasped and winced. “Ah,” Michelle sighed with her eyes tight—trying to out-toughen the strong and bitter concoction.

                  “Why slow down? We’re supposed to be having fun, aren’t we?” Michelle said, handing Bryce a bottle of whisky. “Your turn,” Michelle said. “It’s bourbon, just like you like.”

                  Bryce hesitated for a moment, but then he saw the look in his girlfriend’s eyes—he knew the look—one of desperation, almost. He knew what she was doing—searching for a reason to feel confident in herself—in her relationship with him—after being confronted with the girls in the hot tub. He wasn’t about to let his girlfriend down, nor was he about to turn down the prospects of a wild night when they shared so few of them anymore. So, with a wink, Bryce grabbed the bottle and unscrewed the little plastic top and brought the bottle to his lips.

                  “Straight, huh?” He said, before tilting his head back and sucking down the entirety of the small bottle. As Michelle cheered on, Bryce gasped and blew through his teeth—clenching them together to ride out the burn.

                  Michelle wasted little time and popped open a second bottle for herself, tilting her head back and chugging it down with expert precision. Bryce could only watch in surprise as Michelle took down a second bottle. As he followed up his own with a second, Michelle walked over to her laptop and began to play a playlist of party music, blasting it from the small speakers, before coming over to her boyfriend, grabbing his hands and enticing him into a clumsy, playful dance.

                  “Who needs hot tubs?” Bryce said.

                  “I don’t know,” Michelle laughed. She followed this with an uncontrollable giggle, and Bryce realized that the alcohol had already worked its way into her system. “We could go join them—I’ll bet they would be so surprised,” Michelle laughed.

                  Bryce grinned and shook his head. “Yeah, I think they would be. But who cares about them?” The jock asked.

                  “Well I do. I want to have fun!” Michelle said, before bringing her boyfriend’s head down for her to plant her lips against. Bryce felt the girl’s lips against his own, before she pulled back and licked them—eyeing him with her green eyes—wide and curious; another look he knew quite well. Michelle bit her lips and started to lower herself down before her boyfriend’s legs. She slid her hands down his clothes and landed at the zipper of his pants. “Let’s see here,” she said, beginning to work his pants open. Bryce, already quite hard inside them, sighed and looked down at his girlfriend who moved quick and clumsy to give him what she had insisted in her mind would be the best head of his life. I may even let him do me in the butt tonight, she thought, as her mind grew wild with possibilities. Or maybe I’ll just swallow… I haven’t done that in a long time… he’d be so surprised, she continued, giggling as she discovered the warm girth in her fingers and pulled him out of his pants.

                  Bryce started to feel the woozy effects of the two mini-bottles of whisky and started to laugh, carefree and empty, as he ran his fingers through his girlfriend’s hair. Michelle parted her lips and set to work on her boyfriend’s massive cock. Neither she nor Bryce seemed to have had any awareness of the fact that the curtains for the double-doors of the patio had still been open as they had been during the day. And neither she nor Bryce had remembered that a direct line of vision had traversed from whoever was sitting in the hot tub to the inside of their hotel room. As Michelle continued, Bryce only sighed and closed his eyes—too buzzed and tipsy to look around and note that the girls in the hot-tub had caught sight of them. Not only had they caught sight, they had tip-toed down the small gravel pass that led to the couple’s patio and watched from just outside it.

                  “How does that feel?” Michelle said, turning her eyes up toward her boyfriend as she wiped her lips of saliva and pre-cum.

                  “Amazing,” Bryce groaned.

                  “You know, this isn’t the only hole I was thinking of using tonight,” Michelle said. “I was thinking we could do something else we don’t ever do.”

                  “Really?” Bryce said, cocking his brow.

                  “If you don’t want to we don’t have to,” Michelle said.

                  “No-no, it sounds good,” Bryce said.

                  “Then hold on, I’ll be back in a minute,” Michelle said, scurrying away to the bathroom.

                  It was then that Bryce, barely conscious of the fact, turned and saw what he thought must’ve been the faint image of the two girls watching him from outside the patio. Regardless of whether they were actually outside, he knew he was long overdue in closing the curtains. He walked over toward the double-doors—still hanging out of his pants—and closed them. Just as he finished, Michelle came out of the bathroom in one of her new lingerie sets, and the night was set to get much, much dirtier…
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        * * *

      

                  Michelle woke the following morning with a pounding headache and a faint soreness deep in her rear. As the noon-light of Palm Springs slid in from the cracks in the curtains, she realized how late it had been, and at the same time, how late she and Bryce had been up having endlessly hard and dirty sex. Three times in a row she had coaxed him into having her ass and filling her up, to the point that she could feel the wetness spilling down her thigh after the final time—a realization that had become a faint afterthought—lost in her drunkenness. Bryce groaned and writhed beside her in bed, and she planted a kiss on his cheek.

                  “What time is it? Fuck, my head hurts,” the jock said.

                  “I know, mine, too; do we have any aspirin?” she asked.

                  “Pretty sure we don’t,” Bryce answered, as he turned and saw the time on the small bedside digital clock-face.

                  He grabbed Michelle and brought her into his big, naked bicep, pulling the girl toward him. She cuddled beside him for a moment and smiled. “That was a crazy night,” she whispered.

                  “Yeah, right? It was fun, though,” Bryce said, as he grabbed his temple and rubbed it.

                  As he rested his head on the pillow he thought back to the events of the prior evening—all somewhat of a hazy blur thanks to the bourbon shots, which did not stop after the first two bottles. It was only then that he remembered he thought he’d seen Lacey and Jessica in the window outside.

                  “Hm,” he said.

                  “What?” Michelle asked.

                  “Well,” Bryce started, but laughed. “I don’t know, it’s probably nothing—it’s stupid.”

                  Michelle’s green eyes grew concerned. “What is it?” She asked.

                  “It’s just… when you went to the bathroom last night? Like, before we really did much, I realized that the curtains were open. I think you gave me head while the whole hotel could see us in our room.”

                  Michelle felt a tremor of anxiety deep in the pit of her stomach, just as strong as the thrill of lust that also settled in her body—brought on by the accidental exhibitionism. She laughed and shook her head. “I’m sure nobody saw us, though I know you’d be happy if the whole world knew how hung you were.”

                  “That’s the thing,” Bryce said. “Like, if you’re in the hot tub you can see right into our room. I’m just wondering if those girls were still in the hot tub when…” he continued, but trailed off.

                  A shot of adrenaline came over Michelle’s body, but at the same time an odd calmness overtook her—a confidence, or even a sense of hope. “Well, if they saw us, maybe now they know we aren’t as boring as we seemed.”

                  “Yeah, I would say so,” Bryce laughed. “I swore I saw them in the window last night, like they were looking in, but, I mean, I was starting to get drunk, so who knows.”

                  This remark left Michelle all the more fixated on the two girls from the night before. She bit her lip and imagined the pair of hot girls watching her give her boyfriend head. Suddenly it was she that was feeling a touch of hope that they had seen just how hung he was. She felt wet in her panties, then, at the idea of the two college girls looking through the window to catch a glimpse of her boyfriend’s massive thing. As she closed her eyes and smiled, Bryce started to get up. “I’m going to take a shower,” he said. “Have fun,” Michelle smiled, knowing that her boyfriend had already started to grow hard again at the same thoughts she was having. She felt a touch of jealousy that he, too, might have enjoyed having an audience. But the truth of it was that she was too turned on by the idea, herself, to cast much blame toward her boyfriend. She knew that whatever inspiration the thought had given him—along with the memories of the night before—he would be using to ‘release’ himself in the shower.

                  She continued to think of the hot tub girls. She knew it was wrong—perhaps creepy, even—to put total strangers into her dirtiest of thoughts. But, Michelle couldn’t help it, either. They were attractive, the both of them, and they both seemed like, should she have ever had a ‘type’ of girl she found attractive, it would be each of them. Michelle winced—she didn’t want to admit something like this, not even to herself. And yet, she couldn’t fight it, either. She was not only harboring naughty thoughts of other girls seeing her boyfriend naked, but placing herself in the situation, too. Even despite the reckless course of the evening, the alcohol had not erased the memories of the girls mentioning that they had ‘fooled around’ with one another. They said it so carelessly, like it wasn’t a big deal at all… like they would have fooled around with me, too… and definitely Bryce, she thought.

                  Michelle didn’t want to continue down the line of thought, but she couldn’t help herself, either. As she thought about it, her fingers ducked down into her panties, where she felt wetness still both in her front and her rear. She felt so dirty, but she couldn’t feel anything but pride because of it—she’d satisfied her man in the naughtiest of ways. And should there have been an audience, even if only for the overture, it delighted her to no end.

                  Bryce eventually came shuffling out of the shower with the towel strapped around his waist. He stepped out into a beaming, bright hotel room, as Michelle had opened the curtains fully. He squinted his blue eyes as he looked out to see a few people walking through the courtyard. “Babe, I’ve got to change,” Bryce complained, eyeing the open double-doors.

                  “So?” Michelle grinned, hopping up from the bed and rushing to the bathroom in nothing but panties and a t-shirt. “Nobody can see inside and even if they can, so what?” She smiled, and placed a kiss on her boyfriend’s biceps before closing the bathroom door behind herself.

                  Bryce rolled his eyes and walked over to the double-doors, closing the curtains half-way—just enough to dress himself in privacy and in consideration for anybody who might have been outside and did not care to see a twenty-five year-old jock dressing himself. He wasn’t sure exactly what had gotten into his girlfriend; a mid-life crisis in character, sure, but the timing was unexpected, of course. Still, he knew he could only enjoy the newfound adventure that Michelle had decided to exhibit. Besides, it’s our vacation… she’s embracing it, I should too, he thought as he finished dressing himself.

                  After an hour, and with the critical clue of the hair dryer turning on and then off, Bryce knew Michelle wouldn’t be much longer. He brushed down his shirt and jeans and sat in one of the metal chairs on the patio, looking out into the sunny courtyard and at the mountains in the distance.

                  “Wild night?” He suddenly heard a feminine voice say. He turned to his right to see the girl from the evening before, Jessica, sitting on her patio, along with the blonde girl, too. They each giggled indulgently, leaving Bryce to simply blush and laugh. “Um, kind of. Just curious… is there a specific reason as to why you’re asking me that?”

                  “Maybe,” Lacey said, with a cocky, curious tone that seemed intent on teasing the jock.

                  “You could say we saw something pretty big,” Jessica said with a straight-face and a wink. Soon after, her lips curled into a grin.

                  Bryce didn’t want to presume anything. If anything, he wanted to maintain his innocence. The last thing the jock wanted to do was volunteer any information that the nosy girls from the hot tub might not already have already known. He shrugged and shook his head. “Sorry if we were loud.”

                  “Oh, you weren’t loud at all,” Lacey said. The girl turned her blue eyes down toward Bryce’s lap and smiled. Jessica, too, looked down, with a more relaxed and reserved grin, as though she felt she had all the time in the world to make her case. Or perhaps more so, that Bryce was not exactly the one she was interested in approaching about the evening before. After another moment or so, Michelle stepped out into the patio. “Babe, are you ready to go? I’ve got to get something for my head, it’s still pounding and—oh,” the blonde said, noting that Bryce was not alone.

                  “Um, hi there,” Michelle said, with wide, surprised eyes.

                  “Hey,” Jessica said. “We were just talking to your boyfriend about your wild night.”

                  “You what?” Michelle said, turning her glare toward her boyfriend.

                  “Don’t ask me,” Bryce said, nearly cowering.

                  “We were just having some fun with your boyfriend,” Jessica clarified.

                  “We wish,” Lacey whispered, leaving Michelle to dart her eyes toward the blonde girl, who flashed a concerned yet visible grin.

                  “Um, sorry if we were loud or anything,” Michelle said.

                  “You weren’t too loud,” Jessica said. “Whatever he was doing to you, though… it must’ve been a lot to take,” the brunette finished, as she and her blonde companion laughed.

                  “We just had a bit to drink and, well, things got kind of loud, so sorry if we kept you guys up or anything,” Michelle explained.

                  Jessica brushed her hands and shook her head. “No, no, you guys were fine. Relax. We were just about to head out for a few hours, so we’re not going to keep you.”

                  The girls stood and grabbed their phones. Quickly they turned their attention to the screens in their palms, seeming to phase out Michelle and her boyfriend almost immediately. Michelle tried to mirror the sentiment and called on her boyfriend to come back into the hotel room.

                  Bryce stepped inside and Michelle quickly whispered, “Do you think they saw us?”

                  “They’re acting kind of weird… but then I remember them acting like that last night, too. So… I don’t know,” Bryce shrugged.

                  “I think they saw you,” Michelle said, with an uneasy smile.

                  Thinking his girlfriend would undoubtedly be upset and jealous, Bryce sought to console the girl. Instead, Michelle had an imperceptible, curious grin over her face—and an equally cryptic glean in her eyes. “It’s fine,” she said. “Let’s get something to eat, though, I’m starved.”

                  The pair headed into town and started what would prove to be a day in which Michelle was hardly present—too busy thinking about the two girls in the room next to her and her boyfriend. All day she would continue to think about them having caught her and Bryce. And all day, she grew more and more excited to repeat the evening, but while leaving the curtains open for the next showing…
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        * * *

      

                  The couple returned to the hotel room just around dusk. Seeing at how empty and quiet the courtyard had become, Michelle wasted little time in suggesting they take advantage of it and try out the hot tub—a suggestion that Bryce had been just as ready to accept.

                  The pair changed clothes and headed out, just as the last of the orange-purple sunlight faded behind the jagged mountain horizon.

                  Michelle sighed as she sank into the hot, bubbling water. Bryce, too, let out an audible exhalation as he smelled the hot chlorine water envelope him. Michelle pulled out a bottle of champagne and two glasses—a surprise she’d successfully hidden from her boyfriend as they headed toward the tub.

                  “Drink?” She asked with a smile. She quickly produced a champagne flute filled with bubble amber liquid. “Careful,” Michelle laughed, trying not to spill any of it into the tub as Bryce clumsily latched his hand around the glass and took a swig. “Nice,” he said, sighing and letting his head fall back onto the edge of the tub.

                  It had only been ten, maybe twenty minutes that the pair had enjoyed the privacy of the empty courtyard when Lacey and Jessica came walking down the path, seemingly just arriving from somewhere in town, themselves.

                  Michelle smiled at them and gave a greeting before they had a chance to. The blonde had been more pleased to see them this time around, having spent the entire day thinking about them. Michelle had scant told her boyfriend of her thoughts, but over the course of hours they had turned rather naughty, with the blonde finding herself all-too envious of the pair of girls. Michelle had meditated on her life with Bryce. Though it had become everything she had hoped for that particular point in her life, she also felt a lacking—a void that she hadn’t realized existed until the arrival of Lacey and Jessica. Her body had become aroused at any thought of the girls—aroused at the thought of their attraction to her boyfriend, too—something she had successfully avoided in the time she had dated Bryce. There had been few situations in which Michelle had had to field the lingering eyes of girls who noticed her boyfriend—an event that the blonde often dreaded would happen sooner or later. And now, it had. But she had a very different reaction than what she had expected. Perhaps it had been that she found the girls attractive, too. While Michelle hadn’t figured out just what it had been that drove her interest, she knew well enough that she wanted to get to know Lacey and Jessica more; she wanted to get a closer look to the two girls, even as jealousy threatened to pound in the pit of her stomach.

                  “Hey,” Jessica said. The brunette approached, wearing a tight little brown top that revealed her bare navel and the ring that had been pierced in her belly-button, along with a set of tight, tiny denim shorts. Lacey had been dressed revealingly as well, wearing a pair of tight, black leggings and a tight-fitting t-shirt.

                  “Look at you guys,” Lacey smiled. “You beat us to the hot-tub.”

                  “You were going to get in?” Michelle asked, with a tremor of excitement and fear.

                  “Well, we were planning to, yeah—it is a hot tub after all; we don’t have one of these back at the shitty dorms,” Jessica chuckled.

                  “Well, we don’t want to get in the way,” Bryce said.

                  Lacey cocked her brow and shook her head. “No way; you guys enjoy it. Unless you wanted to make it a foursome or something, we’ll just wait.”

                  Bryce’s face flashed an expression that suggested he had considered it. He looked at his girlfriend, expecting her to politely decline. Much to his surprise, then, that Michelle—after a short hesitation—nodded and said, “What are you waiting for? Come on.”

                  The dirty-blonde jock couldn’t believe his ears. “You sure?” He asked, beneath his breath, as the pair of girls hurried back to their hotel room to change.

                  “Yeah, sure; why not? Unless you don’t want to?” Michelle asked.

                  “I’m fine with it,” Bryce then said, shrugging and feigning indifference.

                  “Well, so am I,” Michelle said with a quiet smile. “We’re just sharing a hot tub; it’s not like we’re all going to skinny-dip in it or anything,” the blonde girl laughed, taking another sip of her champagne. “Of course, maybe we could use a bit of fun like that, huh?”

                  To this image, Bryce could only find material that would prove far too arousing to fixate on—especially when wearing something as thin and revealing as undersized swim-trunks. He quickly shook his head, as if to physically shake the thoughts from his mind, just as the pair of girls arrived back at the hot tub in their respective bathing suits.

                  “Hey, you switched—weren’t you guys wearing the other one’s bikinis last night?” Michelle asked.

                  “Hm, she noticed,” Lacey said with a curious grin as she eyed her friend. The girls did not answer Michelle, instead simply climbed into the hot tub; Bryce trying not to—but failing—to avert his eyes to the girl’s nearly naked bodies.

                  The pair sat in the tub and Bryce watched as Michelle offered them glasses of champagne. They happily obliged and Bryce simply looked on quietly as Michelle and the two girls conversed as if old friends. Something had changed, the jock noticed, but for what reason or to what end, he could hardly imagine.

                  It wasn’t long before the girls all seemed to turn their sights toward Bryce during a quiet moment in the conversation. Jessica, in particular, turned her dark eyes at the jock and bit her lip, along with Lacey who seemed to inch nearer to the big, brawny young man.

                  “So, how long have you guys been together?” Lacey asked.

                  “Five years… ish,” Michelle laughed.

                  “Wow, that’s a pretty long time; and you aren’t married?” Jessica said.

                  Bryce could only think of the plans he’d made to propose to his girlfriend, and felt a hint of annoyance at the topic. “Soon, maybe?” He said, hoping not to give too much away.

                  “Oh yeah?” Michelle smiled. “We decided that we can’t get married until we’ve played the field a bit more, though,” the blonde laughed.

                  “We didn’t say that—I just—I only wanted to make sure you didn’t want…” Bryce started, hoping to clarify, but stumbling as he tried to explain and add context to the newcomers to the conversation.

                  “Relax, babe,” Michelle laughed. “I’m only kidding. But, you know, if the opportunity came along to have a little fun before we made it final, I doubt either of us would mind,” the blonde girl said, eying Jessica and Lacey respectively. The pair of girls laughed and seemed to return the gesture to the girl, as Bryce looked over in confusion.

                  What is she doing? She’d better not be talking about getting with some other guy, because fuck that… maybe another girl, but… what is she even talking about? The jock thought, wandering over and over the cryptic little remarks his girlfriend had been placing throughout the conversation.

                  “Well, maybe we should rent your boyfriend for a few hours, then,” Jessica said with a laugh. Lacey burst into laughter and shoved her friend. “Jess, you little slut.” The brunette quickly shrugged, as if to feign total ignorance, and broke into a fit of laughter. Michelle laughed, but suddenly the girl felt a pang of betrayal from the two girls. She could only blame herself, though—that much she knew. She had waded into provocative territory, unprepared for the consequences of such rhetoric when the three other occupants of the hot tub seemed to have much more sexual experience than her, and more willingness to engage in even more of it.

                  Michelle felt herself slouching a bit in the hot tub as she watched her boyfriend flirt back with the two girls. “I don’t know if you could handle it,” Bryce laughed. Jessica then laughed and said, “Yeah, I don’t know if we can. But, then, we’re not exactly virgins.”

                  Michelle laughed at this, but felt herself quickly becoming irrelevant in the conversation. What she had thought might turn into a wild, uninhibited experience in tempting herself with the fruits of another girl, was quickly unraveling into something far different—a seemingly open invitation she had given her boyfriend to flirt with two gorgeous, younger girls.

                  The girls looked at one another and Lacey finally admitted, turning her eyes slightly, “We did see you last night, after all.” She gave a small laugh as Jessica splashed water at her.

                  “You saw us?” Michelle asked, blushing slightly.

                  “Well, just at the beginning of the night. After you closed the curtains we could really only hear your moans,” Jessica said, grinning. This, of course, did not help Michelle feel any less self-conscious or ashamed. The blonde bit her lip and danced her eyes about the hot tub, unsure whether to feel proud about her wild evening being apparent to the girls that she already felt a touch of envy at, or feel dirty and slutty. Either way, they knew she and Bryce had been plenty busy the night before.

                  “What exactly did you see?” Bryce asked.

                  “We saw enough,” Jessica said, raising her brow. “So, who’s up for a quick game of truth or dare?” the brunette then pivoted.

                  “Truth or dare?” Michelle asked. “I don’t know.”

                  “Bryce?” Jessica asked, as Lacey affirmed her interest in the game. Bryce nodded and smiled, and as if Michelle was suddenly invisible to the other three in the hot tub, the trio started playing.

                  “Who goes first?” Bryce asked.

                  “Whoever has the biggest dick,” Jessica said, eyeing the jock.

                  Michelle felt a flare of frustrated jealousy as Bryce laughed, shrugged and said, “I guess me, then.”

                  “Truth or dare… Lacey,” Bryce then said.

                  Lacey thought for a moment and then chose ‘dare.’

                  “Ok,” Bryce said, grinning. “I dare you to kiss Jessica.”

                  “Whoa,” Jessica laughed. Michelle all but gasped as she turned toward her boyfriend. She wanted to reprimand him, but then, she also knew she wanted to see the two girls kiss. She kept silent—a mere observer—playing backseat to her desires and frustrations.

                  With only a moment’s thought, Lacey leaned forward and pecked Jessica’s cheek. The brunette, undeterred by the audience, quickly grabbed Lacey’s chin and pulled her in for a full, open-mouth kiss, much to the amusement of Michelle and Bryce, who gave little remarks and cheers.

                  “Well, I guess it’s my turn, then?” Lacey asked. “Bryce, truth or dare?”

                  “Um,” Bryce said, thinking. “Truth,” the jock said, still feeling a touch too timid to be dared into anything so soon.

                  “How big is your thing?” Lacey asked.

                  “Mm,” Jessica nodded. Michelle turned her eyes to her boyfriend, quick and alert, before darting them toward the blonde girl with an expression of indignation. The nerve of her to just ask something like that flat-out, she thought. But Bryce had no trouble quickly returning, “About eight and a half inches, last time I checked.”

                  “Holy shit,” Jessica said. “It looked big from far away but… hm, we’ll have to get a closer inspection, just to make sure you’re being honest with us.”

                  “I can do that,” Bryce said, eyeing his girlfriend, as if the pair should have shared in the little game he’d concocted with the two girls. Michelle, however, was unsure whether to participate or not. She felt torn between her fears and jealousies, and her desire to see something develop between the two girls and, should it come to it, her boyfriend, too. She didn’t know what had gotten into her over those past twenty-four hours. Perhaps it had been something that both she and Bryce had felt for far too long, separately and privately. And now, they were each coming to terms with it—a need to feel more alive than they had in so long. And yet, the opportunity had arrived, and Michelle could not decide between shrinking and rising to the occasion.

                  “Whip it out, whip it out,” Jessica and Lacey began to cheer in unison, clutching their champagne flutes.

                  “Wh—what? I can’t do it here, somebody might see,” Bryce said with a bashful grin.

                  “You didn’t have any problems showing it off last night,” Michelle quipped, to the delight of Lacey and Jessica.

                  “Babe, it was an accident. I didn’t know the curtains were still open,” Bryce said defensively.

                  “Well, maybe we should go back to our room and you can show Lacey and Jessica just how big you really are,” the blonde said, shifting her eyes toward the two girls. “They don’t seem to believe you. And to be honest, I kind of want to see their reactions when they find out you’re not bluffing.” The reaction from both girls had been reason enough to continue the charade. Michelle couldn’t seem to stop herself by that point. She didn’t know what she wanted, exactly—only that she didn’t want to stop whatever it was that she had started—even as she feared she might lose control of the situation quite easily.

                  Bryce, Jessica and Lacey finally conspired to leave the hot tub and started toward his and Michelle’s hotel room. Michelle followed from behind, looking at the girl’s bodies—their perky little butts—still dripping wet with water and glistening with the neon lights that filled the courtyard. She bit her lip and trailed them to the door of her hotel room; where Bryce slid open the doors and the four walked inside.

                  “Ok, come on,” Jessica said, immediately grabbing at Bryce’s shorts. Lacey, too, playfully ran her hands over Bryce’s trunks, grabbing clumsily, as if to find handfuls of his cock and balls. The jock laughed and shook his head, as if to rid himself of the girls and their prodding. But Michelle knew he loved it—she knew because she could practically see his cock swelling inside his shorts before her very eyes.

                  “Oh, there is it!” Lacey said, grabbing Bryce’s thickness. “Oh, it’s growing!” She shouted, as Jessica laughed.

                  The brunette quickly grabbed the throbbing cock, too, and Bryce sighed. “Come on, get these off, already,” Lacey said with a hint of frustrated impatience.

                  “Michelle, tell your boyfriend that a bet is a bet,” Jessica said.

                  “Hey, we didn’t have a bet or anything,” Bryce said, but laughed.

                  “Well, we should…” Lacey giggled. “If you’re as big as you say you are, then we’ll suck your dick,” the blonde said, as Jessica grinned.

                  “Um, what?” Michelle asked, biting her nails. “Bryce, I don’t know if…”

                  “Come on, babe—I thought you wanted to have a little fun,” Bryce said to his girlfriend.

                  “Yeah, come on, babe,” Jessica mocked, as she and Lacey already set about peeling Bryce’s shorts from his body.

                  Michelle could only watch as the two girls began to pull the shorts from her boyfriend’s body. She was helpless and jealous, and yet—although she knew she could make a scene and demand the girls leave—she didn’t. Because she knew that deep down, she wanted to watch. She knew that the more sexually curious the girls became, the wetter she became, too, even as she felt helpless and small compared to the trio before her.

                  “Hey, hey, if I’ve got to get naked then so do you two,” Bryce laughed, with his shorts halfway down his waist and the base of his cock already visible—fat and half-hard.

                  “Fine,” Jessica said, playfully pulling her bikini top so that one of her breasts became immediately visible—the nipple hard. Lacey laughed and leant forward, planting a kiss on the girl’s nipple—an act that left Michelle inhaling sharply and biting her lip. The blonde felt the intolerable urge to touch herself as her own nipples nearly felt the sensation of Lacey’s soft lips upon them, despite her simply watching from the edge of the bed.

                  The pair worked their way out of their bikinis until they were standing fully nude before Bryce and Michelle. The jock could only observe the bodies of the two college girls—tight, slender but figured—with each of them sporting full, perky breasts and smooth, shaved mounds that gave full visibility to their tight slits.

                  “Come on,” Jessica said, leaning forward and practically ripping Bryce’s shorts down his body, until the wet trunks bunched at his ankles and his cock sprouted upward, half-hard but visibly throbbing toward full hardness.

                  “Oh, look!” Lacey cried, pointing at the massive dick.

                  “Holy shit,” Jessica cheered, immediately wrapping her fingers around Bryce’s girth. At once she felt the warm, thick shaft pulsing in her palm and she looked up at the dirty-blonde jock. “Fuck, it’s giant.” Lacey added, “And it’s not even super hard yet.”

                  Bryce could only stand and sigh with delight as Jessica impatiently stroked the cock in her hand. Michelle felt a complexity of utter anger, jealousy and arousal as she watched the two girls inspect her boyfriend—Jessica with her hands on his shaft, and Lacey grabbing Bryce’s balls in her own, commenting on the massive size and all-but drooling over his virility.

                  “Back on the bed,” Jessica said. Bryce at once fell back atop the bed, with his cock now hard and pointing straight toward the ceiling. As if he were a living male doll, the girls giggled and ran their hands over him, nearing their mouths at his cock, all as Michelle watched from the corner of the room. Each time she had been about to say something, she stopped herself. She wanted to reprimand all of them, especially her boyfriend. She wanted to simply make her own existence, known, even, since the trio had seemed to forget about her completely. How horrible the feeling of being seemingly forgotten while her boyfriend played naked with two other girls was, Michelle felt herself far too fixated and aroused by what she watched unfold before her.

                  “This is way too big for your girlfriend,” Jessica then said. “She seems like such a good girl. Something like this needs a girl that knows what she’s doing… like this,” the brunette said, before slowly lowering her mouth over Bryce’s massive cock. At once, Michelle watched as the girl’s lips slid over the flared head of her boyfriend’s cock. Between the condescending remarks Jessica had launched toward her, and the act of seeing her boyfriend getting head from a complete stranger, Michelle did not know whether to moan—or to scream. She wanted to do both in that moment. Lacey joined in, massaging Bryce’s balls, before giggling and bringing herself up toward Bryce’s face. She gave a few kisses onto the jock’s lips, as Michelle watched her boyfriend’s fingers then lower and begin to massage Lacey’s clit and lips—clumsy but close enough to elicit a few excited moans from the blonde stranger.

                  “Fuck,” Michelle whispered quietly, as she watched. She could not help but feel that her own clit was being caressed, then, as Lacey cried out and quickly moved so that she planted her legs on either side of Bryce’s head. “How about this?” The blonde said, lowering her pussy over Bryce’s face and grinding her clit against his mouth. Bryce happily tongued the girl’s slit and at ate her carefully and slowly, all as Lacey grinded slowly back and forth, watching her girlfriend suck his cock, taking him deeper and deeper until she seemingly took his entire length down her throat—a vision that left Michelle all the more speechless and pale.

                  “Oh my god… oh, fuck,” Lacey cried out as she massaged her breasts and continued to grind against Bryce’s lips. Bryce too, moaned against the blonde girl’s pussy, as Jessica mercilessly sucked his cock, faster and deeper.

                  “Yes, yes,” the girl continued to cry out, breathless, as she seemingly neared climax. Michelle could only watch as Lacey tightly closed her eyes and grit her teeth. “Yes!” She cried, as her legs began to tremble and her entire, tight little frame shook.

                  Is this really happening? Am I really sitting here watching my boyfriend eat out another girl? And while another girl is sucking his dick, too? Fuck… I should do something… I should say something… it’s like I don’t even matter… it’s like I’m not even in the room, anymore… like I’m just a waste of space while these three have their own little personal threesome… fuck. Michelle’s thoughts raced in conflict and hurry. And all the while, the blonde girl had little realization that she was fingering herself inside her bikini bottom—caressing her swollen little clit and moaning, even as the thoughts of jealousy bubbled so rapidly in her mind.

                  Lacey finally pulled off Bryce’s face. As if the girls had done it a million times, they switched places, without so much as a word. Jessica, then, took her place on the jock’s face, lowering her own swollen, puffy pussy down onto Bryce’s lips, even as Lacey’s wetness ran down his cheek. “Mm,” Jessica said, riding the boy’s face as grabbing his hair in her hand. She rode his mouth as if riding a horse—as if she’d ridden it a million times. Lacey grabbed Bryce’s cock, still wet with Jessica’s saliva, and began to suck the tip, seemingly unable to take much more of the jock’s length.

                  “Fuck,” Michelle moaned, watching the three continue on and on—each of them moaning and sighing with ecstasy.

                  “I hope he feels good, Jessica,” Michelle finally said, in some strained attempt to join the moment.

                  Jessica only laughed and shook her head. “Uh-uh,” the brunette said. “You didn’t want to play. So you sit there and think about that for a bit.”

                  Lacey pulled off Bryce’s cock and laughed, too. “She doesn’t deserve a big dick like this, anyway.”

                  Michelle felt the pain of jealousy continue to surge. Her face grew red with indignation and anger. And yet, as Lacey started to suck Bryce’s cock once again, leaving the jock to moan deeper and harder than before, Michelle could only return to rubbing her mound furiously as climax became clearer and clearer.

                  It was only a few moments more until Jessica turned over her shoulder and said, “Come on, ride him. I’m going to want to ride him, soon.”

                  Lacey grinned and pulled off of Bryce’s cock and climbed over the jock’s waist. She focused as she lined his cock-head up with her tight, wet opening and began to slide down on the thick cock, moaning and rolling her eyes back all the while.

                  “Fuck,” Lacey cried out. Jessica looked on in amusement and envy. It took Lacey only a moment for the novelty to wear off and she began to ride the jock, pumping his cock deep and slow into her tight, ruddy opening. She cried out as the girth stretched and filled her beyond anything she had ever been used to. She reached back and grabbed Bryce’s sack again—a part of the jock’s body that she seemed particularly fond of. Michelle could only see the act as some sort of assumption of possession—as though the girl was tacitly claiming the jock—and his sperm—for herself. She looked over at Michelle, even, with a sort of disaffected expression, grinning proud and passive.

                  Finally, Lacey cried out and gave the same moans as before. Michelle knew the blonde was nearing climax yet again. She’s cumming again? And on Bryce’s dick? How is that fair? I have a hard enough time climaxing once, and I’ve never been able to climax while I was riding Bryce… fuck, the blonde girl thought, in a jealous rage.

                  Lacey pulled off and Jessica took over, lowering herself over the jock’s big dick, next. The brunette, who had so easily taking Bryce’s length in her mouth, seemed to struggle with the jock’s girth, crying and gasping audibly as he slid inside her and started to stretch her open.

                  Michelle enjoyed secretly as the brunette seemed to struggle. But only moments later, Jessica had bottomed out, taking all of her boyfriend’s cock deep inside her. She felt the sensation deep in her own body, knowing just how good it always felt. Jessica began to grind, slow and sensual, as though she knew exactly what would lead her to climax. Michelle watched on, as Lacey simply took her place down at the edge of the bed, between Bryce’s shins. She began to massage the jock’s balls as Jessica rode him—over and over, massaging and caressing them, as if goading the sperm right out of him.

                  Bryce groaned, more clearly now, as no girls were sitting on his mouth, now. He bit his lip and grit his teeth—an act that Michelle recognized as his compulsive trick to delay orgasm. He just can’t wait to cum for them, the asshole. What about me? He hasn’t even noticed me all night! Michelle thought, balling her fist. She might’ve balled both fists, yet the other was deep in her bikini bottom as she rubbed her clit over and over, leaving her body to become frustrated and worked up with sexual impatience. She knew orgasm was nearing and she could hardly hold off—not as long as Jessica so proudly and arrogant rode her boyfriend as though she owned him.

                  Bryce took Jessica’s sides with both of his big hands, holding the girl down over his cock as she continued to grind. “You’re going to make me cum soon, you know,” Jessica moaned.

                  “Oh yeah? Me too… fuck,” Bryce growled.

                  “Why don’t we cum at the same time, then?” Jessica smiled.

                  “How? I need to pull out,” Bryce noted.

                  “Why? Don’t pull out—that’s simple, huh?” Jessica winked.

                  “Are you sure?” Michelle then interjected.

                  “Babe, relax,” Bryce then said.

                  Jessica turned and glared her eyes toward the blonde girl. “Yeah, Michelle, relax,” the brunette repeated, but with a mocking and sarcastic tone. Lacey and Jessica both laughed, then, as they continued to use Michelle’s boyfriend. And all she could think about was the idea of Bryce cumming deep inside another woman—something he had never done to her, having always used condoms.

                  “Fuck… fuck,” Jessica groaned softly, as she continued to rock her butt back and forth atop the jock’s big body.

                  “Come on… I’m about to cum… cum with me… I want to feel your cum deep in me,” Jessica whispered. She looked back at Michelle and gave a wink before setting off into a series of long, loud, guttural moans.

                  Lacey grinned as she continued to massage Bryce’s balls—all as the jock began to growl loud and visceral. Jessica and Bryce each moaned at the top of their lungs and Michelle could only watch as her boyfriend’s cock contracted and flexed. She knew, then, that load after load of his virile sperm was being pumped deep inside Jessica’s belly, right into her likely fertile womb.

                  Michelle felt the flare of jealousy and anger one final time, just as her own body pushed her over the edge and into her own climax. She moaned, trying desperately to keep herself quiet, as she watched through weak eyes as Jessica and Bryce continued to cum together. With one final touch, Michelle felt her own trembling, soft orgasm roll to its finish, just as her boyfriend and Jessica seemed to finish, as well.

                  Lacey continued to massage Bryce’s ball-sack a few final times, as Jessica grinned and lowered her lips to Bryce’s for one long, passionate kiss. She pulled off, and Michelle saw the flood of pearly white sperm overflow from her tight, pink opening. A pang of defeat rippled through the blonde girl as helplessness sank in and she realized it was already done. Either Jessica had been on the pill, or her boyfriend had just cum deep inside a fertile college girl with no protection. Michelle was unsure whether she wanted to know one way or the other.

                  Before she had a chance to, Bryce suggested they rush back to the hot tub. As they did, Bryce turned to his girlfriend and asked, “Are you coming with us?”

                  “Do you want me to?” Michelle asked with a rush of hope.

                  “Yeah, definitely,” Bryce smiled. “We need somebody to bring our clothes out there—they just ran out naked!”

                  “Um, I will, then—just give me a minute,” Michelle said. Bryce brought the girl in for a heavy, hard kiss. The scent of other women was on his body—a fact that both repulse and enlivened her.

                  She could not deny how hot and wet it had left her to see her boyfriend plunge his massive cock into two attractive college girls. No amount of jealousy seemed to be able to take away from that. Bryce pulled back and smiled. “You were right—we needed a little fun tonight, huh?”

                  “Did you have fun?” Michelle asked.

                  “Fuck yeah,” Bryce grinned.

                  “And we’ve got one more night here tomorrow night—not bad, huh?” Bryce said.

                  Before Michelle could reply, her boyfriend was already cupping his genitals and laughing as he rushed out behind the two girls, leaving Michelle by herself in the hotel room.

                  The blonde girl shook her head, unable to believe what had just happened. She looked out into the hot tub and saw the two topless girls on either side of her boyfriend.

                  She didn’t know what the future would look like with Bryce, now. How could she? She felt so forgotten in the hotel room—so much less than the two girls who had all but bullied her out of the way so that they could take her boyfriend for themselves.

                  Michelle fumed as she watched the three begin to make out in the hot tub. She didn’t know what was happening to her—why her thoughts continued to Ping-Pong between anger and arousal.

                  But the longer she watched her boyfriend, the more she wanted to masturbate all over again. She bit her lip and slid her hand down inside her bikini bottom once again, watching from the hotel room like a naughty voyeur.

                  Perhaps this was Michelle’s future. Strangely, she found herself hoping for just that.
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      I could tell the itch was there.  I’d been with Jack a year and he hadn’t gone on one excursion.  He was an outdoorsman.  He’d always been one.  It was one of the only things I didn’t have in common with him.  But the invitations started arriving in the mail.  It was beginning of summer and even though Jack wouldn’t admit it, he was dying to get out.  His legs would tap underneath the dining table.  He was browsing more adventure blogs than he had been before.  Occasionally he looked at me as if he wanted to ask me something, but then he held his tongue.  Even his energy in the bedroom waned.

                  I knew what I had to do to satisfy him.  I’d have to let him go out.  Do something adventurous.  But it was the last thing I wanted to join him on.  I felt bad about that, but I preferred to stay home with a good book and a warm bath.  If I thought he’d go alone, I wouldn’t have hesitated letting him.  My fear was that he’d ask me to go with him.

                  I watched him sulk for weeks, trying to get up the courage to suggest a trip to him.  A trip alone.  Besides disappointing him, I would miss him.  The house would feel too empty and sad without him there.  But I couldn’t let him go on like this.

                  “Have you thought about going anywhere this summer?” I asked him finally over dinner.  He swirled his fork across his plate, spinning his noodles around it but never picking it up to put any in his mouth.

                  “What do you mean?” he asked.  His brown eyes lifted to mine and he ran a hand through his chestnut hair.  He looked like an athlete, despite his lack of physical activity.  He had a chiseled jaw and muscles that were always visible underneath his clothes.  I’d always felt like he was too attractive for me.  Too fit and too sharp.  But I alleviated those insecurities by remembering how much we had in common.  We shared the same favorite bands, movies, and philosophies on life.  We always laughed at each other’s jokes and our chemistry in bed was better than I could ever hope for.  Except for lately.

                  “You know…an adventure.  Something outdoors.  I know how you miss it.”

                  “Oh,” he said, lowering his gaze to his spaghetti and swirling the fork some more.  “I mean, I don’t have to or anything.”

                  “Yeah, but you want to, don’t you?”

                  He shrugged.  “Did you want to do something like that?”

                  “God, no,” I said with a laugh.  He frowned and I felt guilty.  “I’m sorry.  It’s just not my thing.  You know that.  But I know how important it is for you.  Maybe you could join a group or something.  You don’t need me there.”

                  “It’s a shame you don’t like any of it,” he said.  “It would be fun to do with you.”

                  I reached across the table and grabbed his hand.  “I know.  I’m sorry.  I wish I did like it, but I can’t stand the outdoors.  I barely even use our swimming pool.”

                  He laughed.  “That’s true.  What is it you hate so much?”

                  I shrugged.  I hadn’t ever thought about that.  “The bugs.  The uncomfortable changes in temperature and humidity.  The lack of convenience.  The exercise.  That’s it mostly. The exercise.”

                  “But exercise is good for you.”

                  I laughed. “Not for me it isn’t.  It’s easier for me to watch what I eat instead.”

                  “Being outdoors gives me such a thrill,” he said.  “Being out in the elements.  Conquering them.  Testing the limits of your physical ability.  It can be a rush.  Endorphins swarming my head.  I’d treat you right after a good day of rock climbing.”

                  “If I went rock climbing I wouldn’t want you anywhere near me.  I’d be so wiped.  I’d just want a good bath and long sleep.”

                  He chuckled.  “Well, you’d get used to it.”

                  “That’s why you should do something.  You don’t need me there.  I’d only drag you down.  I wouldn’t be any fun.  But I don’t want you to sacrifice your whole summer because I don’t like the outdoors.”

                  He stared at me for a long time.  His jaw clenched and the muscle in his cheeks shifted.  He exhaled and straightened up in his seat.  His white t-shirt hugged his firm muscles.  “You’re right,” he said.  “I do need to get out and do something. Staying home is only going to drive me crazy.  But you’re sure you don’t mind?”

                  “Not at all,” I said.  “I just want you to be happy.”

                  He stood from the table and came over to my side.  He leaned down and kissed me more passionately than he had in weeks.  “Thank you, Rosie.  You’re the best girlfriend.”

                  “No I’m not.  If I was the best I’d want to go with you.”

                  “Close enough,” he said.  “You want what’s best for me.”

                  I kissed him again and placed my hand on his chest.  “I do.  I want to see you happy.”

                  “You make me happy,” he said.

                  “Why don’t you go find an event.  Let me know what you pick.”

                  “Can do,” he said.  He kissed my forehead and pulled his phone from his khaki cargo shorts.  He moved into the living room and scrolled through events on his phone.  I finished my spaghetti with a weird twisting in my gut.  Like I was making a mistake by not joining him.
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      Only a few days had passed when Jack came to me with an excursion.  I was sitting at my vanity, straightening and taming my brown hair when he walked in.  “It’s a rock climbing group,” he said, holding out his phone and showing me a picture of the members.  “They go out every weekend in the summer.  I think I’m going to join.”

                  “That’s great,” I said, feeling a growing pit in my stomach.  The pit got larger when I noticed a certain blonde woman in the photo.  I pulled his phone from his hand and stood up.  I zoomed in on the picture.  “Jack, how did you find out about this group?”

                  “What do you mean?” he asked, pulling his phone back from me and turning away.  He crossed to the other side of the room like a coward and shoved his hands in his pockets.

                  “I mean, did you receive an invite?  Did one of your friends know about it?  Like Shannon, maybe?”

                  He sighed.  “Fine.  Yeah.  Shannon told me about it.  Is that what you want to hear?”

                  My throat tightened and my nerves were wired.  Shannon.  His ex-girlfriend.  An ex that had the one thing I didn’t – the desire to spend time outdoors.  I couldn’t imagine this event going down without him cheating on me.  After everything he mentioned about the thrill of the outdoors and the endorphins, there was no way he would keep it in his pants by the end of the night.

                  “Do you come back at night or will you stay in a cabin together?” My words were squeaky, being choked to death by my fear and worry.  I didn’t want to lose him, but I couldn’t keep him home either.

                  He hesitated and I knew the answer.

                  “You can’t share a cabin with her,” I said.  “That’s out of the question.”

                  “Jeez, Rosie.  Don’t you trust me?”  He moved toward me and took my hands, but I pulled them away.

                  “She has everything I don’t have,” I said, turning my back to him so he wouldn’t see me cry.  “And we haven’t exactly been…close…lately.”

                  I felt his arms wrap around my waist and he leaned his cheek on the back of my head.  “Rosie, she means nothing to me.  You have everything I need.  The only thing I have in common with her is our sense of adventure.”

                  I turned in his arms until I was facing him.  “But that’s everything to you.”

                  “You’re everything to me,” he said.  His lips met mine and my heart raced.  He took me to the bed and lay me back.  He tore off my clothes and tossed his to the floor.  His firm, naked body pressed to mine and he pushed his cock deep inside my wet pussy.  He pounded me long and hard, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her.  Shannon.  About his ex and how she had me beat in one area of our relationship.

                  Jack flipped me onto my belly and fucked me from behind.  He pressed his hand to the small of my back to keep in place.  He reached around me and circled my clit with his thumb while he thumped against me over and over.  His big, thick cock swelled and filled my pussy and then it filled me with his hot load as I came.

                  We lay beside each other on the bed, out of breath. I curled into him, his skin on mine.  “I want to go with you,” I told him, still buzzing from the heat of his shaft.  “I want to try rock climbing.”

                  He kissed my head.  “No you don’t,” he said.  “Don’t kid yourself.  Nothing will happen with Shannon.  I’ll pick something else to do this summer.  You don’t need to worry about it.”

                  “No,” I said, placing my hand on his chest and looking up at him.  “I want to be outdoorsy for you.  I want to learn to like it.  I want to be what you need.”

                  “You are what I need,” he said.  “Trust me, you don’t need to join me.”

                  “But I want to.  I want to share it with you.  I want to be there when you’re feeling that high.”

                  He kissed my forehead and pulled me in close.  “Sleep on it,” he said.  “If you feel the same in the morning then I’ll sign us up.”

                  We fell asleep in each other’s arms, but I already knew how I’d feel upon waking.  I was going to go with him.  And I was going to show Shannon just how much of an adventurer I could be.
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      I trekked through the woods beside Jack, keeping an eye on Shannon the whole time.  She kept making glances back at us and smiling.  I was swatting flies and slapping mosquitoes, but only when her back was turned.  I never let her see how much I hated being outside.

                  Jack held my hands tightly, but I noticed his gaze slip to Shannon’s curves time and time again.  I could tell he wanted her, in some way or form.  Maybe he just wanted to fantasize fucking her.  Maybe he didn’t want anything else from her.

                  The thought made me uneasy, but not just because it meant he’d be cheating.  It made me uneasy because it made my legs quiver.  It made my pussy wet.  It raised my body temperature.  They were both extremely athletic and beautiful.  I didn’t quite feel like I belonged.

                  Shannon was the leader of the group.  I couldn’t believe my luck.  I’d have to listen to her give instructions and show me how to use the ropes.  Since I’d never done it before, I was the first to take a lesson with her.  Jack pushed on my lower back, but I hesitated.  I didn’t want to be near her.

                  As I stepped closer, I was hit by a wave of her hibiscus shampoo.  Her long, thick blond hair was pulled up into a bun, and I assumed it was still a bit wet underneath.  My eyes traveled down her body.  She was wearing a bright yellow tank top with blue shorts.  Her eyes were light brown but sparkled in the afternoon sun.  She handed me the ropes and then fastened the harness to my waist.

                  As her fingers moved across my stomach, my thighs clenched.  She was behind me, locking the clips and pulling on the ropes to make sure everything was fastened.  My body was tense.  All eyes were on us.

                  She leaned over my shoulder to study the harness and I turned my head.  Our eyes met and our lips were an inch apart.  I felt drawn to her.  Like I wanted to kiss her.  She quickly pulled away and adjusted her bun.

                  “You’re ready to climb,” she said.  She motioned Jack forward.  “Why don’t you climb with her so she feels more comfortable?”

                  “I’d prefer him to hold the rope,” I told her.

                  She put her hands on her waist and smiled.  “You don’t trust me to do it?”

                  “Not really, no,” I said.

                  “Well, I guess you’re going to have to get over that,” she said.  She brought someone else from the group forward to hold Jack’s rope.  Then the rest of the group watched as Jack and I climbed.

                  I slipped a few times, but Jack caught my hand.  “You don’t have to rescue her,” called Shannon.  “She can lean back at any time.  I’ve got her.”

                  “You’re doing great,” said Jack, but my heart was racing.

                  “I can’t do this,” I told him.  My fingers were shaking on the rocks.  “I hate this.  I can’t keep going.”

                  “Yes, you can,” he said.  “Just follow my lead.”

                  I took a deep breath and watched him scale the rocks like a pro.  I climbed after him, placing my hands and feet in every crevice that he did.  It took nearly an hour, but we finally reached the top.  He helped me climb over the edge and we looked out at the woods below.

                  “You just climbed 100 feet of boulder,” he said.  “How do you feel?”

                  I was out of breath, but the view was thrilling.  I wrapped my arms around him and felt my heart pound between our chests.  “I feel amazing,” I said.  “I fucking did it.”

                  He laughed.  “Yes, you did.”  He wrapped me in his arms and kissed me hard.  When we broke our kiss, I looked down at Shannon who was staring up at us.  I wondered what she thought of watching her ex kiss another woman.

                  “Are you ready to come down?” she asked.

                  “I’m scared,” I told Jack.  “What if she drops me?”

                  “She won’t,” he said.  “She’s good at what she does.  Trust me.”

                  I nodded in agreement and scaled back down the rock a foot.  Then I placed my feet flat against the boulder and leaned back.  Adrenaline flooded my veins, but she didn’t drop me.  She slowly lowered me the entire way down until I was safely on the ground.

                  She walked up and unfastened my harness, her hot breath against my cheek.  Endorphins flooded my brain and clouded my thinking.  I stepped into her and kissed her before I knew what I was doing.

                  She stepped back with wide eyes and I realized everyone was watching us.  My cheeks burned hot.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “Shit, I’m so sorry.”

                  “It’s okay,” she said with a weak laugh.  “The climb does different things to all of us.”  She winked and I felt my knees go weak.  She was sending me mixed signals.

                  “Hey, Shannon.  Can I get a kiss on the way down too?” joked one of the guys in the group.

                  “Not likely,” she said in a firm tone.  She hooked up the next guy on the harness while Jack’s partner lowered him to the ground.

                  “Jack, you missed it.  Your girl just kissed Shannon.”

                  “She what?”  He looked at me and I felt horrified.

                  “I…uh…I don’t know what happened.  I just kind of fell…”

                  The guy laughed.  “That was no fall.  I think they have the hots for each other.”

                  “Really?” joked Jack.  I felt like I need to escape.  I needed to get back to the cabin.  I had embarrassed myself enough.  I didn’t need a million jokes at my expense.  I stormed off in the direction we had come.  “Rosie!  Wait!  Where are you going?”

                  “To the cabin!  I need to get out of here!”

                  “Hold up,” he said, jogging toward me.  He took my hand in his and said, “I’ll go with you.”

                  “What about your group?”

                  “Shannon’s got them,” he said with a smile.  “So, did you really kiss her?”

                  I looked back at the group and bit my lip.  “Yeah,” I said.  “I did.”

                  “That’s hot,” he said.  “Maybe next time I could watch.”

                  “Trust me,” I said.  “There won’t be a next time.”  But I couldn’t have been more wrong.
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      Jack and I had the cabin to ourselves for a few minutes when the front door swung open.  We were sitting on the sofa, facing the fire, with the front door behind me.  I turned to see who it was and saw Shannon standing there.

                  “Shannon,” said Jack.  “Did you leave everyone out there?”

                  “They’ll be fine,” she said.  “I put Hugh in charge.  He’s as knowledgeable as me.”

                  I looked at Jack and he agreed that he was.  My eyes met Shannon’s and she held her breath for a moment.  “I wanted to talk to you,” she said.  “Rosie, is it?”

                  “Yes,” I said.  “I’m really sorry about earlier.”

                  She held up her hand.  “No, don’t be.  I’m sorry.”

                  “What are you sorry for?”

                  “For acting weird about it.”  She tightened her bun and glanced between me and Jack.  “The truth is…I’ve been watching you all day.  I wanted to kiss you too.”

                  “Be my guest,” said Jack, but the two of us glared at him.

                  “I thought you were looking at Jack all day,” I said.

                  “Oh,” she said.  “Don’t get me wrong.  You’re both very attractive.  I suppose in my wildest fantasy I could have you both.”

                  “Shit, Shannon.  Are you serious?” asked Jack, who was leaning so far over the sofa now that he might fall over.

                  She looked at her feet.  “It’s embarrassing to admit it, but yeah.”

                  I thought about it for a moment.  It would be hours before the rest of the people came back.  I walked up to Shannon and took her hand.  Then I led her into the nearest bedroom.  “Jack?  Are you coming?” I called.  Soon, the three of us were in the bedroom behind a locked door.

                  I tore off Shannon’s clothes and she tore off mine. Jack kicked off his shoes and shorts and threw his shirt to the ground.  The three of us climbed on the bed together, but Shannon and I were mostly focused on each other at first.

                  Our lips met, and our hands cupped each other’s breasts.  Shannon moved her lips to my nipple and sucked it in. My fingers clawed at her scalp as I moaned.  Jack kissed me as he palmed my other tit.  Fuck it felt good to have both of them.  My pussy was dripping wet.

                  “I want to see you suck his cock,” she said.  “I want to know how you look with a full mouth.”

                  I lowered down to my hands and knees and took Jack’s cock in my hand. He’d always been long and thick and difficult to swallow down.  But I was glad he was hard and I was so wet.  It had been so long.  I wrapped my lips around his head and sucked him in.

                  Shannon joined me by sucking his balls.  We slurped and licked his cock as he watched the two of us with wide eyes.  He groaned and gripped our heads, holding us to his pelvis and rocking his hips back and forth.

                  Shannon and I licked Jack’s cock from either side, our tongues touching as we pleased him.  Then we started kissing again, unable to keep our hands off each other’s bodies.

                  I laid Shannon down on her back and crawled between her thighs.  Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.  I tongued her slit and sucked on her clit.  Her hips rocked back and forth as she moaned and begged for more.

                  Jack got behind me and rubbed his shaft against my wet pussy.  I felt the tip of him slip inside me and I moaned against Shannon’s clit.  The vibration of my moan made her quiver, a domino effect of the three of us together.

                  Jack slid into me from behind and pulled back out.  He pushed in and out, pounding me harder and harder with each thrust. Each thrust sent my tongue gliding across Shannon’s pussy until she was screaming my name.

                  Her body shook and she came.  It was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen.

                  She was out of breath, but she said, “I want to switch.”

                  “What?”

                  “I want to taste you while your boyfriend fucks me.”

                  My stomach was in knots.  I wanted to share him, but it made me nervous.  What if he didn’t want me anymore afterward?  But the curiosity was too strong.  I wanted to watch the two of them as much as I knew I shouldn’t want it.  I felt guilty and the whole thing felt wrong, but I needed it.  After climbing that rock, I needed more excitement.  More thrilling adventures.

                  I lay on my back and spread my legs.  Shannon crawled slowly over me, her hot breath rolling against my slick folds.  She swiped her tongue up and down my slit, landing on my clit each time.  I rocked my hips and watched Jack get behind her, preparing to enter her.

                  I wondered if I should stop it.  Now was my only chance.  But I didn’t say a word.  I watched as my boyfriend’s cock slid into his ex-girlfriend’s pussy.  His eyes rolled back as if he was remembering just how good she felt.  I couldn’t help but wonder if she felt as good as me.

                  Despite my reservations about the situation, my pussy ached and throbbed.  And Shannon knew just how to use her tongue.  She slid a finger inside my pussy as she circled my clit.  She smiled up at me and then started to moan.  Jack was pumping in and out of her from behind, grabbing her hips in his hands and slamming hard against her.

                  Her breasts swayed as he fucked her.  His abs tightened and I knew he would come soon.  He was going to come for her.  He was going to come inside of her.  And I knew I was going to come watching him do it.

                  Shannon worked her fingers and her tongue until I was screaming out.  I clawed at her hair and watched my boyfriend fuck her breathless.  I came, clutching her head to my pussy.  Jack let out a groan and I knew he was filling her up with his hot, sticky load.

                  He pulled out and Shannon rolled over onto her back.  I climbed over her to get to Jack.  I took his cock and licked it clean.  I could taste Shannon’s pussy on it and I knew it would never be the same for me again.  It would be better.  I would never be able to fuck him without thinking of her.  Without thinking of the fact that his cock had been inside her.

                  And that gave me another idea.

                  I moved between Shannon’s legs and licked her pussy.  She cooed as she stroked my hair.  I licked Jack’s cum from inside of her. I stretched my tongue as far as it would go.  I devoured her, loving the delicious taste of the two of them together.

                  Finally, the three of us collapsed beside each other on the bed.  Jack wrapped his arms around me and I laid my head on Shannon’s chest.  Shannon stroked my hair and leaned her cheek against me.

                  I’d been afraid of losing Jack this whole time, but never once considered I could gain Shannon.  I never felt more loved in my entire life.  I was wrapped up in the two of them, and I could only hope that his weekend was far from over.
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      I’d seen her in here before.  Long, silky blond waves, sometimes pulled back with a few loose strands framing her heart shaped face.  Sometimes, it fell around her bare shoulders.  If she wore a coat, it was always off of her by the time she sat down.  She had full, rose pink lips and rosy cheeks to match.  A cute button nose.  The perfect figure.  And she was always accompanied by a man, but the man changed more often than her makeup.

                  “Who is that?” I asked Laura, one of my servers.  I leaned across the bar so our conversation would be more private.  She leaned into me as well.  I managed a high-end restaurant in the city.  I had managed it for years and I’d watched this girl come in every week for months.  Every time with a different guy.

                  “The blonde?” she asked, raising her brow and smiling.  Laura’s dark hair was pulled high into a ponytail and her black work shirt fit snugly around her chest and torso.  Laura straightened up and folded her arms across her chest, tapping her fingers against her biceps.  “Her name is Layla.  Apparently she’s some kind of escort.”

                  “An escort?”

                  “Yeah, you know.  Gets paid to go out with men.  I have no idea if ‘putting out’ is optional.  I’d wager it’s expected.”

                  I stood up too and watched the blonde in a different light.  An escort.  A paid date.  “So that’s why she’s always in here with a different man?”

                  “That’s what I’ve heard.  You know how vicious rumors can be,” she said.  I nodded and agreed with her, but it made all too much sense.  The girl was gorgeous, but no one else came into our restaurant this often with a new guy on her arm.

                  “That’s wild,” I said, suddenly aware of the tingling across my skin.  The guy Layla had come with tonight was tall with dark hair and dark eyes to match.  He leaned into her and smiled against her cheek.  I noticed his arm slid across her lap as if his hand was exploring her underneath the table.  Her mouth opened and her eyes met his.  He was teasing her right in my restaurant.

                  I should’ve been a good manager.  I should’ve walked over there and told them that was inappropriate behavior and it wouldn’t be tolerated.  But I didn’t.  Instead, I leaned back against the wall, hiding in the shadows as I watched her come for him.

                  My breath was heavy, but I tried to hide it from my servers who were bustling about quickly filling orders.  They had plenty of work to do, and I managed to keep my heated excitement from them.  But then, as I stared on at the couple in their booth, Layla looked in my direction and her baby blue eyes locked with mine.  She held them for a moment while biting her lip, and a new warm sensation came over me.  I felt my spine press hard against the wall behind me and I held my breath, careful not to show her that I’d been watching her.  Careful not to show her that I was excited by what I saw.

                  But she smiled from the corner of her mouth as if she knew anyway.  And then she turned her attention back to her date.

                  I exhaled and disappeared into the back bathroom, locking the door behind me.  I leaned over the sink and splashed water on my face, trying to cool myself down.  “Get a grip, Brook,” I said.  “It’s just like any other night.”  But I knew that was only half true.  I hadn’t slept with my husband in months.  I was needed to manage the night shift at the restaurant and Charles worked during the day.  My body was starved for attention, but I’d been good at ignoring it until Layla came along.

                  I calmed myself down and then re-entered the restaurant to oversee my servers.  When I looked at Layla’s booth again, she was gone, and so was the man who’d come in with her.  Despite the ache I felt in my chest, I breathed a sigh of relief.  I wasn’t sure why watching the two of them had affected me so deeply, but work was no place to lose my head like that.

                  The night wound down and I helped my servers close up.  I cashed them out and did the books for another thirty minutes until I was finished.  Then I locked up the restaurant and stepped out into the city street, still bustling from the bars that were open all night.  And that’s when I saw her, pressed up to a wall in an alley with her date holding a knife to her throat.

                  My instincts kicked in.  Normally, I’d never get involved in this type of situation, but I wasn’t thinking.  I had my hand on my pepper spray and I snuck up behind him.  I shouted, “Hey!”  He turned around and I sprayed his eyes, grabbed Layla’s hand and pulled her back toward the restaurant.  I unlocked the doors and brought her inside, locking them back up behind us.

                  “I’ll call the police,” I said, as I headed toward the phone.

                  Layla gripped my wrist with both hands and shook her head with wild blue eyes.  “No, no, no.  Please, don’t do that.”

                  She was shaking.  I froze in place and stared at her.  “Your neck,” I said.  “It’s been cut.”

                  She held her hand up to her neck and pulled her fingers away to see the blood.  “It’s not deep,” she said.  “I’ll be fine.”

                  “Come on,” I said.  “We have a first aid kit in the back.”

                  I pulled her back into my office and put a bandage on her neck.  She was right, it wasn’t deep.  Probably just nicked by the knife.

                  “Are you okay?” I asked her, taking a seat opposite her.

                  “I’m okay,” she said.  “Thank you.  You didn’t have to do that.”

                  “I’m afraid of what would’ve happened if I didn’t.”

                  “I’ve dealt with guys like that before,” she said.  “He was bluffing.  He wouldn’t have done anything.”

                  “You don’t know that,” I said.  “Do you carry any pepper spray?  Weapons?”

                  She smiled.  “Usually, yes.  I switched purses tonight and forgot to move everything over.  You really saved my ass.”

                  I smiled back at her and touched gripped her knee.  “You’re welcome.”  We stared at each other for a long moment and I remembered that she had stared at me earlier in the restaurant.  I had so many questions for her, but I didn’t feel right asking any of them.  I cleared my throat and tried to get an answer without being direct.  “So, lover’s quarrel?”

                  She laughed.  “No, nothing like that.”  She studied me a moment, thinking about her next words carefully.  I was surprised when she came through with pure honesty.  “I’m an escort,” she said.  “Tonight was the first time I’d gone out with him.”

                  “An escort?” I asked, playing dumb.  “So men pay you to…”

                  She waved her hand and smiled.  “No.  Actually women pay me.”

                  “Women pay you?  To date men?”

                  “To seduce their husbands,” she said, and my knees went weak.  I clenched my thighs together to keep them from shaking.  I gripped the sides of my chair in my hands, trying to contain my body’s cues.  Why was I reacting this way?  She was just some young girl who worked a very odd job.  But I was wet.  There was no denying that.

                  “Why would anyone do a thing like that?” I asked.

                  She shrugged.  “Usually to find out if their husbands are faithful or not.  Some women do it because they’re already looking for a way out of their marriage.  They want a divorce, but their husband has been a saint in the eyes of the law.  So they’ll hire me to have an affair with him.  They get more money that way in the divorce.”

                  “That’s terrible,” I said.

                  “It’s business.”

                  “How many husbands…I mean…do they all cheat?”

                  “Most of them do, yes.”

                  I fell silent.  Her eyes were on me, watching every move and twitch I made.  I wanted to have the confidence to stare hard at someone the way she stared hard at me.

                  “Do you think less of me now?” she asked.

                  “No,” I said.  “I don’t think less of you.”

                  She smiled.  Her eyes flicked to my name tag.  “So Brook…are you married?”

                  My heart raced as I considered lying to her.  “Yes,” I said.  “I’m married.”

                  “Happily, I hope,” she said.

                  “As happy as we’ve ever been.”

                  “Do you two still sleep together regularly?”

                  I paused.  “Not lately.  Our schedules are pretty hectic.”

                  “Mm,” she said, nodding her head.  She opened her purse and pulled out a small, white business card.  She handed it over to me.  “I owe you one for saving me tonight.  Here’s my number if you ever feel like you need my services, free of charge.”

                  My cheeks burned hot as I took the card from her.  “Oh, thank you.  But I don’t think I’ll be in need of those services.”

                  “Just in case,” she said with a wink.  She stood and I stood with her.  “Thanks again.  For helping me.”

                  “Let me call you cab,” I said.

                  “I live nearby,” she said.  “It’s a short walk.”

                  I handed her my pepper spray.  “I have another one in my desk.  Keep that just in case,” I told her.

                  “Thanks again, Brook.”

                  I grabbed a second pepper spray and walked Layla to the door.  I locked it behind us and hailed a cab for myself, watching Brook cross the street and continue down the sidewalk.  I wondered which building around here she lived in as I slipped into the back of my cab and rode it home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      I sat in my driveway in the dead of night, twirling Layla’s card in my fingers.  I felt a knot in my stomach.  An unsettled feeling crawling over my skin.  I put the card back in my purse and walked inside my house at one in the morning.  I was surprised to see my husband still up on the couch, the blue light of the television flickering over his face, the screen reflected in his round glasses.  My husband was handsome.  Lean with a strong jaw and dark hair that fell in multiple directions.  He worked for an important ad agency in the city and he loved what he did, but sometimes the stress of his work load got to him.

                  I walked into the room and set my purse down on the coffee table.  “Jesus,” he said, flicking his eyes up to me.  “You scared me.”

                  “You’re still up?  Can’t sleep?”

                  “Nah. I’ve got a big meeting tomorrow.  I’m worried about it.  We could lose a lot of money if we don’t land this client.”

                  I slid in beside him on the couch and he wrapped his arm around me.  I leaned up, kissed him and then smiled.  I placed a hand on his thigh and said, “I think I know of something we can do to pass the time.  It’ll probably even help you sleep.”  My hand inched upward.

                  He gripped my fingers and stopped me.  “My stomach is in knots,” he said.  “I’m afraid I’m not in the mood tonight.  I’m sorry.”

                  “Sure,” I said, and he kissed me again.  But it was mechanical.  It was lifeless.  Loveless.  The image of Layla’s expression as she flirted with her date was burned into my mind.

                  “I’m going to head upstairs to bed,” I told him, and he nodded vacantly.  I felt an ache for my husband.  We didn’t used to be like this.  He used to be attentive. Romantic.  But that was when we shared a similar schedule.  Now we hardly saw each other and it felt like he was drifting away from me.  I wondered if he was forgetting the relationship we used to have.  If he was forgetting what made him fall in love with me.

                  I walked upstairs in the dark, letting the moonlight guide my way.  I entered the master bathroom and flicked on a light.  I undressed, pulled my mousy brown hair back into a bun and put on my pajamas.  I studied my reflection.  The late shifts were making me look tired and aged.  I was only twenty five years old, but I felt much older.  I wondered how old Layla was and how long she’d been an escort.  I wondered if I’d ever been as attractive as her even when I was eighteen.

                  I turned off the light after brushing my teeth and washing my face.  I slipped into the empty king size bed and pulled the covers up to my chin.  But I couldn’t sleep either.  Every time I closed my eyes, Layla’s face appeared, her mouth open and gasping silently.  And then I saw the look she’d given me afterward.  The long, hard stare as if she knew I’d been watching.  I slid my hand down my body and touched myself while I thought of her.  I writhed and gasped as the fire consumed me.

                  I rolled onto my side and fell asleep.

                  ---

                  The next morning, I woke to find Charles had already left for work.  I stayed in my pajamas for the first few hours, making myself coffee and breakfast and checking the news on my phone while I ate.  But that only held my attention for so long.

                  I searched for escort services in the area.  I searched website after website, trying to find Layla on one of them, but she wasn’t there.  Then I remembered how unique her service was and that she only serviced women.  I wondered how she’d started her business and how many people had used her.  How many marriages had been torn apart by her art of seduction?

                  I thought about my husband and wondered if he might be cheating on me.  No, I thought.  He’s just busy.  That’s all.  But that didn’t satisfy my curiosity.  Maybe I could hire someone to keep an eye on him.  A private eye or something.  The last thing I wanted was to send a hot young girl in to seduce him.

                  But at least I’d met with Layla.  I felt comfortable with her.  And on top of everything else she’d offered her services for free.  I kept my phone clutched in one hand and walked into the living room to find my purse still sitting on the coffee table.  I dug through it until I found her card, and then I called her.

                  “So you want me to spy on him?  That’s all?”

                  “Yes,” I said.  “I don’t need you do to do anything else.”

                  “That’s not really what I do,” she said.  “I can’t guarantee I’ll be discreet.”

                  “That’s okay,” I said.  “Just do what you can.”  I gave her a list of addresses.  My husband’s workplace.  His favorite restaurant to grab lunch.  His favorite bar.  I texted her a photo of him so she’d know what he looked like.

                  Hot hubby, she texted back.

                  I thanked her, but felt my gut twist.  What if this was a mistake?  Part of me felt like I should be keeping a girl like Layla far away from my husband rather than asking her to follow him.  But I was curious.  I had to know if my husband was just too busy for me or if there was someone else.

                  Layla agreed to meet me at my restaurant later that night to fill me in.  I spent the rest of my day cleaning the house and getting ready for work, anything to take my mind off what I was doing to Charles.

                  The evening fell and I called a cab to take me to the restaurant.  My feet were tapping the entire way.
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      It was close to closing time before I saw Layla enter the front doors.  She was wearing a tight, black dress that fit the curves of her body like a glove.  She was slender, a little athletic, and voluptuous in all of the right places.  She had a perfect hourglass figure and I was jealous just looking at her.

                  She searched the restaurant for me and I waved to her from the back.  Her blue eyes caught sight of me and she smiled, running over in her tall heels.

                  “So what happened?” I asked when she was closer to me.  “What did you find out?”

                  “Oh, Brook.  I messed up big time today,” she said.

                  “What do you mean?  What happened?”

                  “I told you I wasn’t good at being discreet…”  Her eyes shifted across my face and the corners of her mouth turned down into a frown.  “He saw me, Brook.  He saw me.”

                  My chest tightened.  “And?  Does he know I hired you?”  Adrenaline pumped through my veins. I was about to put my marriage on thin ice for no reason at all.  So what if Charles had been distant?  That didn’t make him unfaithful.

                  “No, no,” she said.  “Nothing like that.  I was in the lobby of his workplace waiting to take the elevator up to his floor.  And just after I stepped inside, he stepped in with me.  When he asked where I was going, I told him I was going to his floor.  He said that I must be interviewing for the new secretary job and I lied.  I said that I was.  I had no idea he meant his secretary.”

                  All of the air left my lungs in one gust of breath.  “No.  You didn’t?”

                  “I got the job,” she said.  “I don’t know the first thing about being a secretary.  But if you don’t want me to take it, then I won’t.  But it could help me get closer to him.  To watch him more.”

                  My mind was racing.  This was all going much too fast.  “I don’t know,” I told her.  “I hadn’t planned for any of this.”

                  “It’s okay,” she said, taking my hands and sending a spark through my fingers.  “I won’t take the job.  It’s too much for you.”

                  She seemed so honest.  So trustworthy.  I thought about it.  The idea of her working there near my husband.  I hesitated as I sat with the image for a minute.  “No,” I said.  “I think you should take it.”

                  “Really?” She smiled wide and her eyes lit up. Then she exhaled.  “That’s great,” she said, “because I already took it.  If you had said no, I would’ve called them, but something told me you’d say yes.”

                  I smiled, but I felt a twist in my gut.  What the hell was I getting the three of us into?
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      My plans had changed.  Now that she would be close to him during the day, I’d decided to take the spying part myself but without telling Layla.  Charles’ office was on the corner of a tall building with large, glass windows.  There was a hotel across the street with a floor level to his office.  I rented the hotel room for the next few days and stayed there in the afternoon.  I peered through the window with a pair of binoculars and watched Layla at the secretary desk just outside Charles’ office.

                  I wasn’t sure what had come over me.  I felt like Layla wasn’t being completely honest with me.  I watched through the window as she typed away, being trained on her job by a fellow coworker.

                  But then lunch time came around and Charles stepped out of his office.  She stood up from her desk and spoke to him about something.  He ran a hand through his dark hair and shrugged.  Then she followed him toward the middle of the building where the elevators were.

                  I’d lost sight of them.  I watched the ground floor of the office building anxiously.  I saw them step out and Charles hailed a cab.  The two of them slipped inside the back of the cab together.

                  “Shit.  Where are they going?” I wondered.  But then I remembered Charles’ favorite place for lunch.  I grabbed my purse and rushed out of the hotel and into the street to hail a cab of my own.

                  I pulled up to the restaurant and slipped in through the front door behind a young couple.  I peeked over their shoulders, scanning the place for any sign of Charles and Layla.  I saw her wavy, blond locks in a booth back in the corner.  I picked up a seat by the bar that faced them while still keeping their backs to me.  I held a menu up and peered over it, watching and scrutinizing every interaction between them.

                  They were sitting next to each other.  Layla was leaning into Charles, laughing and lightly touching him.  None of this was part of the plan.  I felt nervous.  There was a strange tickle between my legs.  One that shouldn’t be there for this.  I could see from Charles’ profile that he was smiling at her.  His eyes focused on her for long moments at a time.

                  I ordered a drink at the bar to appease the bartender and they ate their meals.  And then, when they were finished and the server had taken their plates, Layla made her move.  She leaned in and kissed my husband.

                  My heart raced.  My body ached both with jealousy and feverish excitement.  My head was spinning.  Because what made the whole thing worse was that Charles kissed her back.  He slid his hand along her neck and brushed his thumb against her cheek.  Like he wanted her.  Like he needed her.

                  I squeezed my thighs together to calm the heat building between them.  I didn’t know why I felt like this.  So twisted up in two opposing desires.  On one hand, I hated that Charles had given into Layla’s tempting ways.  On the other, seeing him fully release himself with her made me tingly all over.  But I couldn’t let this continue.  What wife could?  I had to end it, somehow, without Charles knowing what I’d put Layla up to.

                  ---

                  I went back to the hotel and waited for the end of Layla’s work day.  I noticed that Charles didn’t come out of his office the rest of the afternoon.  Layla seemed to notice too.  She kept looking back at his door and straightening her hair and outfit.  “What are you up to?” I asked as I stared through the binoculars.

                  I sent off a text asking her to meet me at my restaurant for an update.  I was going to be useless at work today.  My head was full of Layla and Charles and my servers seemed like the furthest thing from my mind.  Still, it was nice to enter something familiar when everything else felt so off balance.  I started my shift and lost myself in my job until Layla finally showed up.

                  She looked off.  Nervous.  Twitchy.  “How was your first day?” I asked her.

                  She rubbed her elbow and looked at the floor.  But then she found her confidence and it caught me off guard.  “We need to talk,” she said, her eyes shifting in the direction of my office.

                  “Sure, okay,” I said.  I put one of my older servers in charge while I stepped in the back with Layla.  A few of my workers watched me take her back and whispered amongst themselves.  I’m sure they were curious what I was doing with the rumored escort.  But I didn’t care.  All I cared about was setting Layla straight.  At least, I thought that’s what I wanted.

                  I closed the door behind us and pointed her to the seat across from my desk, but she didn’t take it.  I expected her shyness to return, but instead I was met with fiery eyes.  “I can’t do this anymore,” she said.  “I’m sorry.”

                  “What do you mean?” I asked her.

                  “I like Charles.  I want him.”  She paced the floor and pushed her hair out of her face.  “I never do this.  I never fall for the men I’m after.  I never meant for this to happen.  I’m so sorry.  But I can’t help you with this.”

                  “So you’re quitting?  You’re not going after him?  To take him for yourself?”

                  Her eyes widened and she stopped pacing.  “God no,” she said.  “Not unless that’s what you wanted.  But you should know, Charles doesn’t want to be unfaithful to you.  And I don’t want to screw something up that’s not screwed up already.”

                  “Then why did he kiss you?” I asked, folding my arms over my chest.  Her eyes searched mine for what I knew and for what I was hiding from her.  I felt tense and hot.  I felt angry, but I also was intrigued.  I had expected Layla to run off with my husband, and instead she was calling the whole thing off.  The question was whether or not I wanted her to call it off.

                  “How do you know he kissed me?” she asked.

                  “I watched you today from the hotel across the street.  I followed you to lunch.  I sat at the bar while you flirted with my husband and practically begged him to kiss you.”

                  She frowned and I couldn’t help but feel bad, even though I knew I shouldn’t. I should be upset with her. I should throw her out of my office.  But instead, I wanted to wrap her in my arms and tell her it was all okay.

                  “I’m so sorry,” she said, a tear running down her cheek.  “I don’t know what came over me.  I couldn’t stop myself around him.”  She lifted her eyes to mine.  “That’s why I came here.  That’s why I’m quitting.  I don’t know if I can stop feeling this way about him.”  She smiled through her tears.  “You have an amazing husband.  You’re very lucky.  And I know he felt bad about kissing me.  He emailed me saying it was all a mistake.  That it was unprofessional.  And then I didn’t see him for the rest of the day.”

                  I felt proud in that moment, to have a husband she desired and also a husband that was trying to be faithful.  But I knew better.  “He avoided you the rest of the day.  That means he’s afraid of being around you, too.”

                  “No,” she said.  “I don’t think that was it.”

                  “Believe me,” I said.  “That’s why he was hiding.”  I walked to my desk and sat on the edge of it.  I exhaled a gust of breath, releasing some of the nerves that had been wound up in my chest.  “Fuck,” I said.  “What did I get all of us into?”

                  “Nothing,” said Layla.  “Brook, I’m quitting.  I’ll quit the secretary job, too.  You have nothing to worry about.”

                  “You don’t understand,” I told her, but my throat was tight.  It was too difficult to admit how I felt out loud.  But I had to try.  I had to put Layla out of her misery.  “I don’t want you to quit.  I don’t want you to stop.”

                  “What do you mean?  You want me to keep going after your husband?  Do you want him to cheat on you?  Are you looking for a divorce?”

                  I laughed, but my stomach was in knots.  My head was dizzy as I tried to form the words.  “No,” I said.  “I don’t want a divorce.”  I held her gaze for a moment.  “I enjoy watching you with my husband.”

                  Her cheeks turned pink and her lips relaxed.  I felt the urge to kiss them, but I gripped the edge of my desk instead.  “So when we kissed…you weren’t mad?” she asked.

                  “Oh, I was furious,” I said.  “But it didn’t push away the other things I felt.  The desires I had.”

                  “Are you sure this is what you want?” she asked.  “Because if we go through with this, there’s no going back.  You won’t be able to undo it.  And who knows if Charles will agree anyway?”

                  “He will,” I assured her.  “I saw the way he looked at you.  He’ll give in eventually, if you push hard enough.”

                  We orchestrated a plan for Layla to seduce my husband and bring him to the very hotel room I’d been watching them from.  I reassured Layla several more times that this was what I wanted, even though my nerves were wired and frayed.  I knew that I was risking everything for some twisted fantasy, but I couldn’t fight it any more.  I wanted Layla to take my husband, and I wanted to watch the whole thing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      That night I closed up the restaurant and headed home to my husband.  I felt strangely powerful as I slipped into bed beside him with the huge secret I had.  I wondered if it would work.  If he would fall for our trap.  If he would go through with it and give into his desires to be with Layla.  I wondered if he still loved me, or if this whole thing would blow up in my face.  Maybe by the end of it I’d end up divorced after all.

                  My husband exhaled in his half asleep state.  He wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me into him.  He inhaled my skin, his nose pressing against my shoulder.  “Welcome home,” he mumbled before his breathing slowed and he fell asleep again.  I lay comfortably against him, my back pressed to his stomach, and I smiled.

                  The next morning, he hadn’t rushed off to work like he’d been doing every morning prior.  When I went downstairs to grab a cup of coffee, I jumped. He was already there, leaning against the counter in his black suit.  “Good morning, Brook,” he said with a big smile.  I smiled back, but I knew what he was doing.  He felt guilty for kissing Layla.  He was trying to make it up to me without telling me what had happened.

                  “Good morning,” I said.

                  “Already made your coffee,” he said, pointing toward the white mug on the kitchen island.  I picked it up and thanked him, watching him carefully over the lip of the mug as I took a sip.

                  “Why haven’t you left for work yet?” I asked.  “You normally rush off by now.”  I knew why he hadn’t left, but I wanted to see if he’d tell me.  If he’d come clean about what had happened.  If he did, maybe we could work something out that didn’t involve secrets any longer.  Maybe I could tell him that I wanted to watch him with Layla and I wanted the three of us to be together.

                  But he didn’t come clean.  “No meetings today,” he said, shrugging.  “I haven’t seen enough of my wife’s beautiful face lately.  Figured I’d go in a bit late.”

                  “How sweet,” I said, feeling my gut twist.  He was lying.  His eyes always shifted to the side when he lied.  But I couldn’t blame him.  I’d been keeping something from him this whole time.  Something big.  And if it wasn’t for me, he wouldn’t have the need to lie in the first place.

                  Charles stepped toward me and I put my coffee down on the counter.  He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me passionately.  I saw stars behind my eyes as his fingers moved down, lower and lower until they rested between my thighs.  He pushed me up against the counter and took me right there.

                  I came hard even though I knew what he was doing.  He was trying to get it out of his system before he saw Layla today.  He was trying to make sure he was a good man who didn’t cheat on his wife.  Even so, it was the first time we’d been together in so long.  I felt like Layla was already bringing us closer together.  But I had a feeling nothing would keep him from wondering how Layla felt and tasted.  And once he had her, I wondered if he’d want to be with me still.

                  He pulled back and straightened his suit.  I brushed my fingers through his hair and smiled.  “That was a nice way to wake up in the morning,” I said.

                  “We’ll have to do it more often,” he said.  “Unfortunately, I need to get to work now.”

                  “Sure thing,” I said, and I slipped off the counter letting my bare feet hit the tile.  I walked him to the front door and kissed him goodbye, still feeling the tingle through my body at the dirty act we’d just done.  Because we weren’t making love.  We were hiding secrets.  And soon those secrets would come to light.

                  ---

                  I went to the hotel and waited for Layla’s text.  She updated me hourly, and each text that came through sounded like it might not happen after all.  Charles was being particularly stubborn, but he wasn’t avoiding her anymore. That much I could see from my window.

                  I told her what she needed to do, and then I watched her do it.  Just when their lunch break started, but before Charles could leave his office, she slipped in and locked the door behind her.  I watched through his office window as she approached his desk and straddled his lap.  She dropped to her knees, looking up at him with such innocence when she was anything but.  He stopped her hands when they reached forward.  He leaned down and whispered something in her ear and then she nodded.

                  I watched as the two left his office and entered the hallway where the elevators were.  I moved my view to the front door of the building and saw them cross the street.  My phone buzzed.  Coming up, it said.  I replied with the room number.

                  I gave the room another look over to make sure none of my things were visible.  And then I dipped inside the closet that faced the bed.  I cracked the door and waited for them to come inside.

                  A moment later, I heard the click of the lock and felt the rush of air from the swinging door.  I could hear them kissing and then Charles stopped her.  “I shouldn’t be doing this,” he said.  “I’m married, Layla.”

                  “It’s okay,” she said.  “I won’t tell anyone.”  She kissed him again and soon they were in my view, leaning up against the wall opposite the bed.  She had Charles’ back to the wall while she kissed his cheek and neck.

                  My body was feverish and I felt light headed.  I was really doing this. I was really going through with the whole thing.  I knew it was too late to stop now.  There was no turning back.  But in my shaky state, I stumbled backward and kicked my heel against the closet wall.

                  “What was that?” asked Charles, but Layla tried to distract him.  She tossed off her blouse, but Charles didn’t even look at her.  My heart raced when he pushed her out of the way and headed in my direction.  He pulled the closet door open and froze when he saw me.  His eyes were wide and shifted side to side.  “Brook?”

                  I bit my lip, switching my gaze from Charles to Layla and then back to Charles.

                  “Brook, what are you doing here?  Shit, what the hell am I doing here?”

                  “Sorry, Brook,” said Layla.

                  “It’s not your fault,” I told her.  “I’m the one that tripped.”

                  “Wait…you know her?  Did you plan this?” he asked.

                  “Yes,” I said, feeling the heat of embarrassment flash against my cheeks.  “Yes, I planned it.  The whole thing.  But I’m not the one having an affair here.  You are.”

                  He ran his hands through his hair and backed away.  “I can’t believe this.  Brook, I’m so sorry.  You’re right.  I shouldn’t be here.  But you.  What is all of this?  Was this some kind of fucked up test?”

                  “No,” I said.  “Not really.”

                  Layla stood quietly a few feet away.  I looked to her, but she shrugged with wide eyes.  I noticed her pink lacy bra and wanted this to continue more than anything.  But it may have been too late.  I might have messed everything up.  So I tried one last time to get them together, for better or for worse.

                  “I know you want her,” I told him.  “That’s why you came here, isn’t it?”

                  “Fuck, Brook,” he said.  “I want you.”

                  “Then why are you here?  Just come clean with me,” I said.  “You know why Layla picked this room?  Because I wanted to watch you.  Because it makes me wet just thinking about it.”

                  Charles was silent with questioning eyes.  I walked up to him.  I placed my hand on his chest.  My fingers slowly removed his suit jacket and unbuttoned his shirt.  I lifted my eyes to his.  “I want to see you fuck another woman.  I know that’s twisted, but it’s what I want.  And you want her, don’t you?” I asked, pointing to the beautiful blonde in a pink bra.  “Well, she wants you too.”

                  “This is crazy,” he said, but he wasn’t fighting me as hard.  I took his hand and led him to the bed.  He sat down and leaned his back against the headboard.  “Brook, we can’t-“

                  I pressed my finger to my lips.  “Try,” I said.  “For me?”

                  He winced as he nodded.  But I could see that his cock was hard.  He wanted it, but he couldn’t bear to admit it.  That was okay.  I didn’t need him to admit that he wanted her.  I just needed to see it.  I walked up to Layla and finally kissed her.  Her tongue swept inside my mouth and danced along with mine.  I cupped her breasts, loving the sound of her moans against my lips.  And then I undressed her until she was completely naked for him.

                  I sat in the chair opposite the bed and watched Layla’s naked body crawl on top of it toward my husband.  I could see her puffy little peach through her slender legs as she bent over.  She unfastened Charles’ pants and pulled out his cock.  Charles’ eyes fixed on me as Layla sucked him in.  As she sank deeper over him, Charles’ eyes closed and he succumbed to the sensation of another woman’s mouth.

                  His hand found her hair and he wove his fingers into her golden strands.  He looked at her, watching her pretty little face swallow him whole.  I lifted my dress up my thighs and slid a hand between my legs.  I hadn’t worn panties that day, and Charles could see my pussy while he got sucked off by Layla.  He watched me touch myself to the sight of them, and I felt the heat rise within me.  His gaze on me and her mouth on him was almost too much to bear.  So I pulled my fingers away, afraid I might come too soon.

                  But Charles couldn’t hold back.  He gripped Layla’s head with both hands and shot his load.  He groaned and hunched forward, over the pretty blonde as she choked down his cum.  She pulled off of him and he kissed her hard.  But I wanted a taste.  So I moved to the bed, sat down, and leaned into them.  Layla turned to me and kissed me, sweeping her cum covered tongue inside my mouth.  I sucked on it until every drop was gone.

                  I reached for my husband’s cock and stroked it until it was hard again.  “I want you to fuck her,” I told him.

                  “Brook-“ he said, concerned by my request.  But he didn’t fight Layla when she straddled his lap.  He didn’t fight me when I angled his cock toward her dripping wet pussy.  And she didn’t stop her from lowering her hips over him until his cock disappeared fully inside of her.

                  He groaned and I felt hotter than ever.  I lay beside Charles, watching Layla’s gorgeous body lift up and down while she rode my husband’s cock.  Charles turned to me and kissed me, groaning as she rode him hard.  His hands gripped her hips and he winced as if he was trying not to cum again already.

                  I sat up and massaged her tits.  I leaned forward and sucked on her nipples while she rode him.  I moved one hand to her pussy and played with her clit, my thumb circling her clit until she was begging for more.  And then she came.  Her body quivered above my husband with his thick cock inside of her.  It filled me with pride to see her cum.  To know that the two of us had given her that.

                  Then, something switched with Charles.  He’d given in.  He was no longer hesitant.  He laid her on her back and climbed over her, sinking in deep.  He lifted her wrists above her head and started pounding her fast and hard.  She moaned with each thrust, and my body was on fire watching them.  Watching his long cock slide in and out of another woman’s pussy.

                  I lay beside her on my back while I played with my clit.  Charles reached for my dress and pulled it down until my breasts were exposed.  He massaged them while he fucked Layla.  But then he pulled back and flipped her on her stomach.  He moved behind her and slipped into her pussy again.  Her eyes rolled back and she clutched the sheets.  Then she leaned over my lap, and I spread my legs wide for her, eager for her lips and tongue.  She slipped her tongue inside me, dragging it up slowly to my clit and sucking hard on my puffy lips.  I slid my fingers into her hair and watched Charles pound her from behind.  He showed no mercy.  He had completely lost himself to the feeling of Layla’s pussy wrapped tightly around his cock.  And I fucking loved it.  I loved seeing them lose themselves like that.  And as Layla’s fingers joined her tongue, I started to lose myself too.

                  I rocked my hips back and forth against her mouth while Charles groaned and grunted.  He gripped her ass and slammed into hard until he couldn’t hold back.  He hunched forward, his brows furrowed.  He came deep inside her, filling her with his cum.

                  And that’s what did me in.  My body shook from the jolts of electricity that spread through me.  Like a rolling thunderstorm, I came against Layla’s mouth.  She never stopped.  She never slowed.  Not until I was out of breath and coming down.

                  The three of us lay there, catching our breath and staring at each other in silence.  As I looked at Layla and looked at Charles, I wondered what they were thinking. What they were feeling.  I wondered if I’d just ended my marriage.  If I was doomed to say goodbye to both of them forever.

                  And then Charles reached for me and pulled me in close.  He kissed me hard and wrapped his arms around me.  “I love you, Brook.  I love you so much.”

                  I broke our kiss and looked at Layla.  She looked like a scared rabbit, sitting at the end of the bed.  I curled my index finger, beckoning her over, but she hesitated.  When Charles finally opened up his embrace to her, she came over with a smile.  He wrapped both of us in his arms and then I kissed her.

                  “So, what do we do now?” Charles asked.

                  Layla and I smiled at each other.  Layla said, “We go back to work.”

                  “And then we invite Layla over for dinner,” I added.

                  “I don’t know what’s gotten into you, Brook,” said Charles, “but I think I like it.”

                  “You have Layla to thank for that,” I told him, and she flashed me a grin.
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      After that first moment of seeing Charles and Layla together, I felt a host of nerves that were unsettled until the end of that first lunch break.  And then when Charles wrapped me in his arms, I knew that we would be okay.  I was right.  We were more than okay.  We were better than we’d been before.

                  Layla quit her job as an escort to focus full time as Charles’ secretary.  Every lunch break, I met them in the hotel across the street for some fun.  It only took one week before we started bringing Layla home with us at night.  Some nights she would go straight home with Charles, and I loved imagining the things they did when they were alone.  Other nights, she met me at my restaurant and told me about their day and any dirty things they did in the office or the night before.

                  I woke up each morning feeling more alive than I had before, and I went home each night needing a fresh pair of underwear after hearing about all of Layla’s activities with my husband.  But nothing made me feel more alive than we were in the same room together sharing Charles.

                  Sometimes, Layla would meet me in the back office at work, and we’d have a little fun of our own.  More often than not, we’d work ourselves up without finishing.  That way, when we went home to Charles, we were readier than ever to jump into bed with him.

                  And when Charles and I were alone, our love was deeper and richer than it was before.  Watching him with another woman and knowing he was still mine made me feel more connected to him than ever.  Like nothing could break what we had.  It could only enhance it and make it stronger.  I saw him in a different light and he saw me differently too.  Somehow, Layla had given me a sense of confidence I’d been missing.  I felt empowered and strong.

                  When Layla came to and said I made her feel the same, I asked her to move in with us.  She agreed in a heartbeat, and the three of us have never looked back.
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      “How do I look?” I asked, spinning around in my old high school cheerleading uniform.  Ben turned in his dorm desk chair and smiled wide.

                  “You look fucking sexy, Kristen,” he purred.  I giggled as he held out his hands and beckoned me toward him.  I came forward and straddled his lap, planting a soft kiss on his lips.  I loved Ben more than anything, and I was more than grateful that he decided to go to the same college as me.

                  “Do you think I have a shot?” I asked him.  “I’m super nervous.”

                  “If they don’t pick you, they’re crazy,” he said.  “You’re the bubbliest girl I know.  And you won several high school championships.  They’d be fools not to pick you.”

                  “But this squad is like…really good,” I said.  I brushed my fingers through his dark hair, studying his face and hoping he had some wisdom for me.  My body was already shaking from the nerves and anticipation, despite tryouts not being for another two hours.

                  “And you’re really good to match,” he said.  “You’ll be perfect.  I can’t see a world where you don’t make this squad.  It would be insane.  I mean, you’re hot.  You’re blonde.  You’re perfect.  In fact, you can probably feel how perfect I think you are.”  As he said this, he lifted his hips against mine and I could feel his bulge brush against my bloomers.  I moaned as it brushed over my clit and made it spark with heat.  “How about we do a little roleplaying?  I’ll be the hot quarterback and you’ll be the head cheerleader.”

                  “You were the hot quarterback in high school,” I said.  “Until you got your knee injury.”

                  He smiled.  He wrapped his arms around me and stood up, carrying me with him over to his bed. I landed on my back with a thud and he quickly crawled on top of me.  “Exactly,” he said, nipping at my neck.  “So I can play the role well.”

                  He slid a hand between my thighs and up to my bloomers while he kissed my neck.  My body was hot and tingly.  Ben knew just how to touch me.  He’d always known.  It was like his fingers were designed for my skin.  I moaned and twisted in his grasp as his fingers slipped inside my bloomers and my panties until the tips passed over my swollen clit.  A moan escaped my lips and I writhed against him, but he had me pinned to the bed.

                  He slowly lifted my cheer shirt up above my breasts and pulled my sports bra up with it.  His lips latched onto my nipple, sending hot sparks through my entire body.  I clutched his hair and moaned his name.  I wrapped my legs around his torso, begging for his thick cock.

                  “Your wish is my command,” he said with a smile.  He tugged my panties and bloomers to the floor, removed his shirt and unfastened his jeans.  He pulled out his long, thick cock and angled the tip at my pussy.  Then he pushed in, sinking it deep inside me.

                  “Fuck,” I groaned and Ben smiled against my cheek.

                  “I love it when you talk dirty,” he teased.  I would’ve playfully slapped him for that comment, but I was too busy becoming overwhelmed by the size of his cock.  He pushed it in deep and hard with long, swift strokes.  I gripped his biceps and bit his shoulder as he thrust in deep.  His thumb found my clit and circled over it while he pumped in and out of me.

                  “I’m going to come,” I warned him as his rhythm picked up.

                  “Yeah, baby,” he groaned.  And then his cock swelled inside me, pushing against my inner walls.  Waves of heated ecstasy swept through me.  His hot load of cum filled me deep.  I’d been on birth control for a year, and it was the best decision I’d ever made.

                  We came down together, out of breath and staring into each other’s eyes.  His deep brown eyes were serious and intense as they stared into mine.  He kissed me hard, and clutched my body to his.  “I think you’ll knock their socks off,” he said as I cuddled into his arms.  “I think they’ll make you their new head cheerleader.”

                  I laughed weakly.  “They wouldn’t do that.  Not since I’d be new.”

                  “Well, anyway,” he said, “I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

                  I looked up at him while my fingers trailed his bare chest.  “Would you…come with me?  For moral support, I mean?”

                  “To a cheerleading tryout?  Wouldn’t that be kind of weird?”

                  I shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It would make me feel so much better though.  If I could see you on the sidelines.

                  “I mean, if I’m allowed in, sure.  I’ll go with you.”

                  I wrapped my arms around him and smiled.  “Thank you.  It means so much to me.”

                  “Of course, babe,” he said.  “You know I’m here for you.”

                  If only I’d known what bringing my hunky ex quarterback boyfriend to a cheerleading tryout would lead to, maybe I’d have left him home.  Maybe…
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      I entered the gymnasium holding Ben’s hand in mine.  I wore my hair high up in a ponytail and straightened my high school uniform.  I looked around at the other girls trying out and felt my cheeks burn.  “No one else is in a uniform,” I whispered to Ben.  “Just leggings and crop tops.”

                  “So?  You look more authentic,” he said, being the best supportive boyfriend ever.  I smiled, but I didn’t feel any better.  I felt kind of silly.  He kissed my cheek and made his way to the bleachers to sit down.  When I looked at the judges’ table – the table full of squad cheerleaders – all of their eyes were on me.  Three of the four girls were laughing, while the fourth was eyeing me up and down.  I figured it was my outfit, and tried to pretend it didn’t bother me.  I bounced up to the table and told them my name.

                  “Kristen Michaels,” I said.  “I’m here to try out.”

                  “This isn’t high school, honey,” said a snarky red-head.

                  “I know,” I said.  “I thought it would be more appropriate.  To show that I’ve cheered before.”

                  A girl with dark brown hair pulled high into a bun on her head stared hard at me.  She had full, pink lips and was the same girl that had been eyeing me up and down before.  “You should know that everyone here has cheered before.  We don’t allow anyone without experience to try out.  So the uniform was not necessary.  But anyway, my name is Gabby,” she said, extending her hand forward.  “I’m the head cheerleader.”

                  I swallowed the lump in my throat and shook her hand.  I felt like a complete idiot in my high school uniform.  But that wasn’t all Gabby made me feel.  Her gaze made my skin tingle and crawl.  It was invasive, like I was standing naked in front of her.

                  “Go ahead,” she said.  “Show us your routine.”

                  I stepped back slowly to the middle of the gymnasium.  I saw the other girls trying out sitting on the bleachers behind the judges.  I felt nauseas and my palms were sweaty.  But I took a deep breath, put my hands together, and performed my routine.

                  I was dripping with sweat by the end of it, and I had wide eyes from all of the judges except for Gabby.  When I finished, the other three girls were smiling while Gabby was looking behind the judges’ table at Ben.  I wondered what that was about…if bringing him had been a mistake.  Maybe it made me look weak.

                  “That was amazing,” said a black girl in the middle.  “I can’t speak for all of us, but I definitely want you on the squad.”

                  “Thanks,” I said, feeling some relief.  The other two agreed and said I’d be perfect for their squad, despite my fashion mistake.  I blushed and smiled, my eyes darting between them and Ben as I realized I was just about accepted.

                  But Gabby had a different reaction.  “I don’t know,” she said.  “It was pretty good.  But I have the final say, and I’ll need to see a few more girls first.”

                  “Of course,” I said.  “Thank you.”  I started to walk away, but I felt her eyes burning into my back and I felt queasy all over again.

                  “And Kristen?”

                  “Yeah?” I said, turning to look over my shoulder.

                  “Meet me in the locker rooms after try outs.  I’d like to speak to you in private.”

                  “Sure thing,” I said, but I couldn’t help notice the other girls’ confused expression.  This must not be a typical reaction from Gabby.

                  I sat down next to Ben who was smiling wide.  “You were awesome,” he said.  “I told you they’d love you.”

                  “Yeah, all except for Gabby,” I said, watching her closely now that I was sitting behind her.  Even from behind, she had the perfect body.  Curvy hips that tapered into a fit waist.  Her ponytail was long with some waves at the end.  Occasionally, she peeked over her shoulder at me and Ben.  I couldn’t stop thinking about what she wanted to say to me in the locker room.

                  ---

                  When the tryouts were finished, I kissed Ben and asked him to wait for me.  I went into the locker room to meet with Gabby.  She was leaning up against the wall and stood tall when I walked in.  “You wanted to see me?” I asked her.

                  She smiled, but it was cold and mischievous.  “Yes,” she said.  “You were good.  Very good.  But I’m afraid you weren’t good enough.”

                  “Oh,” I said, lowering my head and feeling shame and sadness wash over me.  “But I thought the other girls said-“

                  “The other girls don’t decide,” she said.  “I make the decision.  Now, I am willing to reconsider, but you’d have to do something to prove just how badly you want it.”

                  I lifted my eyes to hers.  They were a steel gray-blue and I felt a shiver down my spine looking into them.  “Anything,” I said, my heart swelling with hope.  “I’d do anything to join.”

                  “Because we’re a very influential group,” she said.  “We help each other get ahead in life.  You won’t find a better network when leaving college than our squad.  Not even the sororities can compete with our opportunities.”

                  “Oh, I know,” I told her.  “That’s why it’s so important to me.”

                  “I’m glad to hear it,” she said.  “Do you have your phone on you?”  I nodded and pulled it from my purse.  I handed it to her and she typed something into it.  “This is my address.  It’s a shared house, but the girls will be out tonight.  I want you to come over later.  Say around eight?  And bring your boyfriend.”

                  “What will we be doing?” I asked her.

                  She walked up closer to me until her face was inches from mine.  Her cold eyes swept over my face and she licked her lips.  “I want you to share your boyfriend with me,” she said.  “To prove that you want to make the squad.”

                  “What?” I couldn’t have heard her right.  That request was insane.

                  “I’m going to fuck your boyfriend in front of you.  If you do this, then you’ll be on the team.  Got it?”

                  My stomach twisted into a giant knot, but my pussy ached and throbbed.  “But why?  Why would you want to do that?”

                  “Because I saw your boy toy.  And he’s the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.  I want a taste of him for myself.  Not to mention, I want to see your face when he’s fucking me deep and hard.”

                  I wanted to protest.  To say she couldn’t have him.  But my throat was closed and my mouth was dry.  Gabby leaned forward until her lips just brushed against mine.  My eyes fell closed.  I wanted her to kiss me.  I didn’t know why, but I wanted it.  But the kiss never came.

                  She pulled back and smiled her cold smile.  “I’ll see you tonight,” she said, and then she left me in the locker room.
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      “Why are we doing this?” asked Ben as he drove me to the address Gabby gave me.  “Why did I need to come?”

                  “You’ll see,” I said, tapping my foot nervously as I tried to wrap my head around what I was about to do.  I was bringing my high school sweetheart to the head cheerleader’s house as an offering to make the squad.  It was the craziest thing I’d ever had to do.

                  I tried to think of ways to back out of it, but nothing seemed good enough.  Not to mention, the thought of offering Ben up to Gabby made my pussy wet as much as it made me nauseas.

                  Ben parked the car and we walked up to the front door.  Gabby opened it, wearing a short red dress.  She had her dark hair down, falling in long waves around her shoulders.  She smiled when she saw us.  “Good to see you.  For a second I thought you weren’t going to show.”

                  Ben replied, “Kristen is very dedicated.  She’d do anything to make your squad.”

                  “We’ll see about that,” she said.  She reached for Ben’s hand and pulled him inside.  He turned over his shoulder and raised his brow at me.  I mouthed ‘go on’ and he followed her inside the big antiquated house.  I followed after them.

                  She brought him up the stairs and the three of us slipped into a bedroom I could only guess was hers.  It had a bright pink bedspread and mauve curtains.  She pushed Ben down onto the bed until he was sitting on the edge of it.  Then she leaned over and kissed him.  I closed the door, pressing my back against it, shocked at how fast she was moving.

                  Ben pushed on her shoulders and his eyes searched her face.  “What are you doing?  My girlfriend is right here.”

                  Gabby turned to me and laughed.  “Oh my god.  You haven’t told him yet?”

                  “Told me what?” he asked.  “What is this all about?”

                  “Your girlfriend said she would be willing to do anything to be on my cheer team.  And we’re about to see if that’s true.  But tell me, Ben, are you willing to help your girlfriend get what she wants?”

                  “What am I supposed to do, exactly?”  Ben faced me.  “Kristen…what did you agree to?”

                  I swallowed.  I felt like I couldn’t choke the words out.  “I agreed to…to let her…to share…”

                  “She agreed to let me fuck you in exchange for a spot on the team,” said Gabby.  “Unless you don’t want to go along with it.”

                  Ben looked at me with wide eyes.  “Jesus, Kristen.  Fuck.  We can’t…we can’t do this.  It’ll ruin us.”

                  I gripped my arm and looked down at my tennis shoes.  I’d worn my best sneakers, denim shorts, and a crop top.  If I’d have known how Gabby was going to dress, I would’ve dressed up.  “It’s just…one afternoon,” I said.  I lifted my gaze to him.  “You can try, can’t you?”

                  Ben stared at Gabby and exhaled.  “Yeah.  I can try.”

                  “That’s a good sport,” said Gabby.  She leaned over and pressed her lips to his again.  My chest tightened even as I felt the flutter between my legs.  Their tongues met, but Ben refused to touch her.  Not yet.  I felt horrible for putting him through this.  For putting us through this.  But I didn’t know what else to do.  And now that Gabby had put the image in my head, I couldn’t shake it anyway.  I was curious, if I was honest with myself.

                  Gabby slowly dropped to her knees.  Ben lifted his hips, helping Gabby move his pants down.  He was tense, watching me with shame as Gabby pulled his cock free.  It was hard.  I gasped as I realized he was hard for her.  I felt like I couldn’t breathe, and at the same time my body was on fire.  Gabby wrapped her lips around his head.  She sucked him in.  It was almost too late to go back.  I couldn’t believe I was watching another girl suck off my man.  But when Ben gave into her and slid his fingers in her luscious hair, I couldn’t bring it to an end.  I couldn’t end his pleasure.

                  My heart raced as her head bobbed up and down over his lap. As her cheeks sucked him in deeper and deeper.  As she moaned against his cock, trying to shove it deep into her throat.  Fuck, it was far too late to undo the damage that would be done.

                  I shifted my thighs together.  The pressure building in my belly and between my legs was almost too much to bear.  I shifted my thighs, hoping to alleviate some of the tension.  But it wasn’t enough.  I needed my fingers there, playing and exploring while I watched Gabby swallow my boyfriend’s cock.

                  Both of Ben’s hands were in her hair, now.  He was groaning deep, not like he did with me.  He hunched over her, holding her tight to his lap.  And then he let out a yell, a roar, as he unloaded his cum into her mouth.  She gasped as she tried to swallow, and it was conflictingly hot.  She pulled off of him, and I noticed Ben looked tired.  Completely spent.  Like she’d given him some kind of release I’d never been able to.

                  “Come here,” Gabby said, patting the space on the floor beside her.  I slowly walked over to her and sat down.  She leaned in.  She pressed her lips to mine.  I could smell his cum on her.  I could taste it on her tongue when it met mine.  I’d never kissed a girl before, and these were certainly strange circumstances.  But having her cum covered tongue in my mouth made my pussy ache and throb like never before.

                  Ben watched as we kissed.  Gabby’s hands moved under my shirt until her palms cupped my breasts through my bra.  My nipples hardened and sparked.  I felt electric under her touch.  She slipped my shirt over my head and unhooked my bra.  And I let her. I let her strip me bare in front of my boyfriend.  She laid me down and crawled above me.  She kissed my cheek and then my neck.  She lowered down until her lips wrapped around my nipple.  The pull of her lips made me arch my back.  Heat flooded my body.  I wanted to hold her to me.  To keep her there forever.  But she lifted up and smiled.

                  “You’re going to lay right there while I fuck your boyfriend,” she said.  “Don’t you dare touch yourself.”  She stood up and removed her dress.  She was naked underneath.  Her pussy was pink and shaved.  It was puffy and wet, ready to take Ben’s hard cock.  My mouth watered, but I didn’t know why.  Like I wanted to taste her.  To drink her in.  “Look at your girlfriend,” she told Ben.  “Look how wet her pussy is.  She wants this.  She needs it.”

                  Ben’s hands gripped the edge of the bed as he looked between my legs.  I felt exposed and slightly ashamed.  None of this should make me wet.  None of this should excite me the way it did.  But Ben’s cock betrayed him too.  It was hard again as Gabby’s naked body moved toward him.  She took his hand and pressed his fingers to her pussy.  I watched him willingly circle his thumb over her clit.  He watched her tip her head back and moan.  He licked his lips.  And then, without being provoked, he leaned forward and kissed her pussy.  His lips wrapped around her mound and his tongue pressed against her clit.  She ran her fingers through his dark hair, turned to me, and smiled.  “Looks like he needs this too,” she said to me.

                  I was burning up from the inside.  I was aching to touch myself.  Aching to get this all over with.  But I couldn’t.  I’d given Gabby my word.

                  Gabby pulled Ben’s head back and she leaned down to kiss him.  I wondered if she could taste her pussy on his lips.  She straddled his lap and lowered down over his cock.  I watched Ben’s long, thick shaft stretch her and disappear inside.  It was done now.  There was no undoing it.  He was buried inside another woman.  I would never be able to fuck him again without thinking of her, and recalling this image.  My stomach was in knots but my pussy begged for more.  Fuck, I couldn’t turn off my mind or my body.  I was a mess on the floor, watching Gabby’s hips rise and fall, my boyfriend’s cock sinking into her again and again.

                  As if the sight wasn’t torture enough, Ben’s groans were deep and full of pleasure.  He wrapped his lips around her nipples and moaned like he needed her.  Like she was the best lay he’d ever had.  She rocked her hips against him, holding his head tight to her breasts.  She let out a moan and a whimper.  She was coming on my boyfriend’s dick.

                  And then, Gabby climbed off of him.  I breathed a sigh of relief, thinking maybe she was finished.  That she wouldn’t make him cum inside her.  But I was wrong.

                  She leaned into his ear and whispered something.  Then she moved to the floor, between my legs.  “Get ready for the orgasm of your life,” she said.  And then she lowered her mouth to my aching, wet pussy.

                  My eyes closed and my fists banged against the floor as the pleasure overwhelmed me.  But then I heard – and felt – Gabby moan.  I opened my eyes to look at her when I saw Ben, on his knees behind her.  He slid his cock into her from behind and our eyes locked on one another.  There was shame in his eyes – the same shame that was in mine.  We were both enjoying Gabby, far more than we should.  And we knew it.  We knew it was wrong.  That it was twisted.  But neither of us could help it.

                  We would just have to use that shame to bring us closer.

                  So I grabbed Gabby’s hair in my fingers while Ben gripped her hips.  I held Gabby’s hot mouth to my pussy, lifting my ass up off the floor to press myself against her face.  Ben slammed into her hard from behind, taking out his frustrations through his fucking.  And together, we used her.  We used her like she was using us.

                  Electric shocks shot through my body, dizzying my mind, as I was overwhelmed with ecstasy.  Like ten violent volcanoes erupting at once, I cried out, holding Gabby’s mouth to my pussy as it throbbed and pulsed against her tongue.  She moaned each time Ben thrust deep inside her, and it only made my climax more intense.  And then Ben let out a groan.

                  I forced my eyes open as I started to come down.  He was thrusting hard and deep inside her as his brows furrowed and his jaw clenched.  He came inside her.  Without a condom.

                  He pulled out and Gabby fell on her back, out of breath.  Before she could speak another word, before she could bark another command, I crawled between her legs.  I licked up every drop of cum that Ben had poured into her.  I refused to let her keep any of it for herself.  Gabby arched her back and moaned, her full breasts pushed high into the air.  I reached up and twisted her nipples in my fingers.  I was rough.  Rougher than I’d ever been.

                  But she came.  She cried out my name as she came.  And when she was done, her eyes were wide and her coldness was gone.  She was vulnerable.  Surprised.  Impressed, possibly.

                  With a newfound confidence, I sat up on my knees and said, “So I’m guessing that means I’m on the squad.”

                  She nodded quickly.  “Yes,” she said.  “You’re on it.  Don’t worry about that.”

                  I felt Ben’s hands on my shoulders.  He massaged them before kissing my temple.  “Are you okay, Kristen?”

                  I turned to him and smiled wide.  “I’m perfect,” I said, sealing it with a kiss.

                  “I just want what you two have,” Gabby said, sitting up and pulling her knees into her chest.

                  I stared at Ben, while answering her.  “Well, maybe that can be arranged.”

                  “I think so,” said Ben who was smiling wide back at me.  Then he turned to Gabby.  “What do you say?”

                  “You guys…you want to do this again?” she asked.  The two of us nodded.  Somehow, I felt closer to Ben than I’d ever felt before.  Gabby tucked her hair behind her ears and smiled nervously.  “Um, sure.  That would be…fun.”

                  I moved over to her side and touched her cheek.  My eyes met hers and held them for a long, silent moment.  And then we kissed, confirming that this thing between us was far from over.
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      “So Amy, are we going out Friday night?” asked Kelly.  “I’ve got the perfect place picked out if we do.”

                   “I can’t,” I replied, hesitant to tell her the reason.  She never liked my boyfriend Seth.  She mostly didn’t like that I didn’t spend as much time with her anymore.  I felt like I still tried, but it was hard splitting your time between two people.  Especially when neither of them cared much for each other.

                   “Oh,” she said, lowering her head.  Her soft, brown curls draped around her frowning face like a curtain.  “It’s Seth, isn’t it?”

                   I sighed and sat beside her on my parents’ living room sofa.  “If I say yes, will you be upset?”

                   She cocked her brow and folded her arms across her full chest.  “I don’t get upset.  I’m just fine with you dating some loser who takes all your time away from me.”

                   I knew I shouldn’t laugh, but I couldn’t help it.  “You sound upset.  You’re not fooling me for one second.  Why do you hate him so much, anyway?”

                   She exhaled and glanced out the window.  The snow was falling outside, but that never kept Kelly away from revealing clothes.  Her sweater was tight and low-cut.  Edgy, just like her.  “I don’t hate him,” she said.  “I just don’t know why you’re going out with someone if you’re not going to sleep with them.”

                   I scoffed, but was at a loss for words.  “I’m, uh…going to…yeah.  It just isn’t the right time.”

                   She rolled her eyes.  “You always say that.  But I’m willing to bet he’s not going to hang around long unless you do.”

                   “Nice assumption,” I said, tossing a throw pillow at her.  “Way to have confidence in your friend’s relationship.”

                   “I don’t, though,” she said.  “That’s the thing.  Seth is a pig that is out to get one thing.  The one thing that you won’t give him.  That’s why I don’t like him.”

                   “You really think that way about him?”

                   “I do.  Have you seen his past girlfriends?  You know they put out.”

                   I gripped my arm and looked away from Kelly.  I couldn’t help feel a little insecure at the truth in her words.  His past girlfriends all dressed in revealing clothes like Kelly.  They all did put out.  And I wondered every day why Seth hadn’t pressured me more.  But I’d never slept with a man before.  It was a big deal for me.  I wanted it to be perfect.  I also wanted to be good at it.

                   “I would…you know.  But I’d probably suck at it anyway,” I confessed to Kelly.  My cheeks were burning hot and I still couldn’t bring myself to look at her.

                   She laughed.  “Is that all?  Honey, I could help you with that.”

                   My stomach knotted, but I felt a flicker of hope.  “You can?”  Her eyes sparkled with new ideas.  I wasn’t sure if I was about to be some new experiment or not.

                   “I can show you the ropes, sweetie,” she said, her fingers brushing my flushed cheek.  “I can show you everything you need to know to satisfy your man.”

                   My heart raced the longer her fingers touched my skin.  “Thank you,” I said.  But the way she looked at me had me feeling more than gratitude.  It had my body quivering and tingling.  In that moment I felt like I belonged to her.  And no matter what happened, I always would.
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      “Come with me,” said Kelly, taking my hand in hers and standing from the sofa.  My throat was tight, and I knew I couldn’t argue even if I’d wanted to.  Luckily, I didn’t want to argue against her showing me the ropes.

                   She led me down the hall to my bedroom.  She knew my house well.  We’d had sleepovers together many times.  Tonight would be no different.  She was staying over, but we’d be doing more than just watching movies and eating popcorn.

                   Kelly was going to teach me a lesson I’d never forget.

                   “Lock the door,” she said, once we were inside.  I followed her instructions.  My senses were heightened as I turned the lock.  I felt naughty already, and nothing had even happened.  When I turned my back to the door, I noticed Kelly digging through her overnight bag.

                   She dug for a minute or two until she produce a long, thick fleshy thing that resembled a man’s shaft.  I swallowed hard.  “What are you doing with that?” I asked her.

                   “I always bring one,” she said.

                   “You do?  Why?”  I’d only taken a few steps closer, afraid of what I was expected to do.

                   She patted the floor beside her and I slowly made my way over.  I kneeled down, my eyes fixated on the silicone shaft.  I noticed every ridge and vein.  Taking it all in with hungry eyes and a mind eager to learn.  A mind eager to satisfy.

                   “Sometimes,” she said, brushing my hair away from my face with her fingers, “after you’ve gone to sleep, I like to play with myself.  This helps me do that.”

                   My heart raced.  I thought of all the times I’d slept beside her.  I wondered how many of those were filled with stifled moans and playful fingers.  “You do?”

                   She kissed my cheek.  “Yes, I do.”  Her lips moved to my neck, slowly kissing to my shoulder.  My body tingled.  I’d never been kissed like this before.

                   “Oh,” I replied, trying to pretend like things were normal.  They were anything but.

                   “Now,” she said, pulling her face away like she hadn’t just been inhaling my skin, “I’m going to teach you how to take this.  In every way you can.”

                   “What…what do you mean?”

                   Her fingers brushed against my lips, then dipped between my thighs, and finally spanked my butt.  “Those,” she said.

                   “I don’t…I don’t think I can.  I’m saving myself for-“

                   “For Seth?”  She laughed.  “Who loves you more than he does?  And besides, don’t you want to be nice and ready for him?  So he doesn’t get bored with you?”

                   “Yes, but-“

                   “So let me be your first,” she said.  “I’ll be gentler than he will be.”

                   I swallowed.  “You promise?”

                   She nodded and smiled.  “I’ll only give you what you ask for.”

                   I tucked my hair behind my ears and nodded.  “Okay then.”

                   “Good girl,” she said, running her thumb along my lower lip.  It dipped inside for a moment and I sucked instinctively on it.  “Very good girl.”  Her thumb pried my jaw open until it was nice and wide.  “Now, stick out that tongue for me.”

                   I did what I was told.  I stretched out my tongue until she met it with the silicone shaft.  It was soft, yet rough.  Strange, yet natural.

                   “Wrap your lips around it,” she told me, and I did.  I wrapped my lips around it and sucked in.  She twisted it in and out of my mouth, moaning as she watched with wide eyes.  “Mmm, you’re a natural.  You’re going to make Seth a very happy man.”

                   I felt an ache between my legs, and I wasn’t sure what it meant.  But the more I sucked, the more the ache grew, until I couldn’t keep my hips from rocking forward.

                   “Oh my,” said Kelly.  “Someone wants more action.”  She teased me, but it felt good. I liked sucking the fleshy shaft.  I liked the ache between my thighs.

                   When her fingers worked at my jeans, I even liked them slipping inside for a moment against my skin.  I moaned as Kelly slid the shaft further in.  It pressed against my throat, threatening to make me gag.

                   Kelly slipped a finger along my wet slit and I twitched from the sensitivity.  “Keep your focus,” she said as her fingers wiggled against me.  I could hardly keep my eyes open, it felt so good.  I wanted to lay back and enjoy the sensation.  But I kept my focus.  I kept sucking and taking the silicone shaft while she played with me.

                   I wondered if this was how she played with herself at night while I slept beside her.  I hoped it was.  I wanted to experience everything she had.  I wanted to bond with her in a way I never had before.

                   “You’re doing so well,” she said.  Her fingers slipped inside me, curving inward, while the pad of her thumb circled my sensitive nub.  My body burned with a fire I’d never felt.  My body shook and jerked, almost completely losing control.

                   Kelly removed the shaft from my mouth and kissed my lips.  “I’m going to guess that was your first climax?”  I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment as I nodded.  Kelly laughed.  “It’s okay.  I like it that way.”

                   She helped me out of my jeans and sweater and told me to lay back.  I did as I was told.  She climbed over me, kissing my neck and then my collarbone.  She pulled my bralette down until my chest was exposed.  I felt so vulnerable.  She eyed my chest hungrily and eagerly moved her kisses to it.  It felt strange to have my best friend kissing me there.  But that ache between my legs had returned, and I was eager to satisfy it.

                   Her lips wrapped around my hardened peaks and she sucked in.  I instinctively reached for her hair, weaving my fingers through it.  She slid my underwear to the side as she played with my chest.  Her fingers rolled my skin, teasing me.

                   I arched my back moments before I felt the tip of her silicone toy push against me.  My eyes shot wide open as she inched it in.  I rocked my hips against it, both fighting it and welcoming it.  I wanted to be good for Seth.  I wanted to be good for Kelly.

                   “That’s it,” Kelly said as she worked it deeper inside me.  It stretched me, and I winced at the pain.  But then the pain subsided, and Kelly moved her thumb back to the sensitive nub between my legs.  She worked the shaft in and out of me, warming me up to its large size.  “If you can take this, you should be able to handle Seth.”

                   “I hope so,” I moaned, as she pumped it in and out of me.

                   “You will.  You’re doing so well.  I’m so proud of you,” she said, moving her lips to mine and inhaling my moans as she brought me to another climax.  She pulled the toy out and brought it to my lips.  “You should taste how delicious you are.”

                   I opened my mouth and she smiled.  The shaft tasted strange, but it grew on me.  I licked and sucked while Kelly watched me with wide eyes.

                   “Do you like how it tastes?” she asked.  I nodded.  I didn’t know why, but I did.  “Would you like to taste me?”

                   Without knowing why, I nodded.  I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant, but if it was more of this, I wanted it.  I’d never felt so good and bad in my whole life.  The mixture was intoxicating.  Like being rewarded for breaking the rules.  I loved every lesson Kelly was teaching me.

                   “Stay there,” she said.  “Keep your mouth open.”

                   I did as I was told.  I watched Kelly undress and I admired the curves of her body.  She stood over me with one leg on either side and slowly lowered to her knees.  Her wet slit was welcoming and smelled intoxicating.  She was completely shaven and bare above it, and I wondered if I should do the same for Seth.

                   She lowered her pelvis over my mouth and I stretched out my tongue.  I licked and cleaned her folds, devouring the taste of her.  “My, we’re hungry,” she teased, but I couldn’t stop.  I was like a starved animal finally finding sustenance.

                   She ran her fingers through my hair and held my head in place while she moved her hips above me.  She rocked against my tongue until her legs trembled.  I gripped her hips, loving the sensation of her riding me.  Her lips parted and a whimper escaped.  Her body shook and trembled like mine had.

                   She collapsed beside me and kissed me. Her tongue dug around mine, cleaning up the taste of her own slit.

                   “I love you,” I told her, when she had pulled back.

                   “I know,” she said with a smile that told me she loved me right back.  “We’ll skip the butt tonight,” she added.  “Seth probably won’t do that right away, anyway.”

                   I breathed a sigh of relief, but deep down I was still curious how it would feel.  I wondered if giving myself to Seth would feel as good as everything Kelly had just shown me.  I hoped it would, and I was more excited than ever to give it to him.

                   “Now,” said Kelly.  “Tomorrow you’ll call Seth and invite him over.  I’ll be here to help you along and make sure you’re satisfying him just right.”

                   “You will?  What if he wants us to be alone?”

                   “Trust me,” she said with a mischievous smile.  “He’ll want both of us.”

                   I smile and nodded, curling my body in toward Kelly.  She wrapped her arms around me and we fell asleep.
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      “Seth?  Do you want to come over?”  Kelly was nodding and smiling wide as I called my boyfriend.  I covered the mouthpiece and leaned into her.  “He says he does.”

                   “Good, now hang up and let’s get you ready.”

                   Seth and I agreed on a time and Kelly helped me get dressed.  I wore a cute little summer dress despite the winter cold and Kelly helped me with my makeup.  “I look so mature,” I said, smiling from ear to ear.

                   “You’re so cute,” she said, tapping my nose with her finger.  “You always wrinkle your nose when you smile.”

                   “I do?”

                   “Yep.  No wonder Seth is into you.  You’re adorable.”

                   “Wouldn’t he want someone hot instead?”

                   “You’re both,” she said.  “Tonight we’ll prove it to him.”

                   “I can’t wait.”  The ache was already building between my legs.  I wanted to feel Seth there, sliding in and out of me.  I didn’t tell Kelly, but in the morning I’d played with myself in the shower.  I played with my fingers while I thought about him taking me from behind.

                   I was nervous, but I was more excited than anything. I felt like I was finally becoming a woman, and it was the greatest feeling in the world.  Especially while having Kelly by my side.

                   I said goodbye to my parents right before Seth knocked on the door.  They were going to dinner and a movie, so the three of us had plenty of time to have fun.  Only Seth didn’t know what was in store for him, and that made me giddy.

                   “Oh, Kelly.  I didn’t know you would be here,” he said with a scowl.

                   “Relax, Seth,” she said.  “I think you’ll like why I’ve hung around.”

                   Seth threw himself on the couch and spread his arms along its back like he owned the place.  “You think so, hm?  You’re always giving me a hard time.  What makes you think I’d want you here?”  He patted the seat beside him while his eyes traveled up and down my body.  I hurried over and sat beside him.

                   “Because,” Kelly started, “Amy wants you to be her first and I’m here to help her through it.”

                   His eyes became saucers and he turned his head toward me.  “Is she for real?  You want to what?”

                   I looked at Kelly who nodded for me to make a move.  I rested my hand on his thigh and inched it up slowly.  “I want to satisfy you, Seth.  But I need a little help.”  I barely recognized the sultry voice that came through.

                   “Oh man,” he said with a greedy smile.  “This is the dream.”

                   “You bet it will be,” said Kelly, as she moved to the floor on the opposite side of him.  I slid my hand up further, but I kept my eyes on Kelly, unsure of what I was really doing.  I hoped I looked hot enough for him.  But I also hoped I looked hot to Kelly.  I wanted to impress her just as much.

                   Her hand ran up his other thigh until ours met in the middle, right on his zipper.  Together, we worked on his jeans until he helped us slide them off.  She tugged on his briefs until his long shaft stuck out, begging for attention.

                   “It’s so big,” Kelly said in surprise.  “But that’s okay, isn’t it Amy?”

                   I thought of her silicone toy and nodded.  “Yes,” I said.  “I think I can handle it.”

                   “Why don’t you show him?” she asked.  Seth watched us both with wide eyes, like he couldn’t believe his dreams had come true.  Kelly held the base of his shaft and I lowered my head.  I parted my lips and wrapped them around his tip.  He groaned like he liked it, and it made my body tingle with warmth.

                   His hands slid through my hair and pressed down on my head.  His shaft reached my throat and tried to push its way in.  I choked for a moment and Kelly rescued me.  “Here,” she said, “let me show you how to take all of it.”

                   I pulled back and watched my best friend swallow my boyfriend’s hard shaft.  My stomach twisted and my heart ached, but my body wanted more.  It was so wrong watching the two of them together.  It felt wrong to see how much Kelly could satisfy Seth.  He pushed deep into her throat while he gripped her hair in his hands.  My heart sped with regret, but the ache between my legs grew.

                   Kelly pulled off and pointed his shaft at me.  “Why don’t you give it a try?” she asked.

                   I lowered my head again and sucked him in.  I swallowed like she had until I felt his tip slip down my throat, stretching it.  I loved feeling him inside me.  I loved feeling controlled by the two of them.

                   “That’s it,” said Seth as he pumped in and out of me.  I choked and gagged, but I took breaths when I could.  And then something new happened. A hot sticky liquid shot deep and I sputtered as I tried to swallow it all.

                   “There you go,” Kelly said, “you’ve got this.”

                   I didn’t get it all, but Kelly helped me finish. She licked the stray streams from my chin and cleaned my boyfriend’s shaft.  She looked so good in his lap, but I knew that was wrong of me to think.  I felt so conflicted, wondering if I should put a stop to the whole thing.

                   But I didn’t want to stop it.  I wanted to go further.  The more I learned, the more hooked I was on the lessons.

                   “I’m going to show you how to ride him now,” Kelly said.  I nodded and watched her remove her clothes in front of Seth.

                   Seth’s hand rested on my bare thigh and squeezed.  “Amy, this is the best gift you’ve ever given me.  I love you.”

                   “I love you too,” I said, but my heart was pounding for Kelly’s body.  I watched as she straddled his lap and angled the tip of him to her wet slit.  My mouth watered.  I wanted to be her and with her at the same time.

                   Kelly leaned down and gave me a kiss as she lowered onto him.  He groaned as he slid deep inside her.  Her hips rocked and swayed, and her full chest bounced as she bounced.  Her thighs flexed as she slammed against his lap.  He disappeared inside her over and over again.

                   I couldn’t believe I was watching her satisfy him before I had a chance to.  I didn’t mind, though.  She was teaching me, and she was the best teacher there was.  I took note of her moves and planned to try them myself.

                   She climbed off before he climaxed again, and handed his slick shaft over to me.  I started to remove my dress when she stopped me.  “Just what’s underneath,” she said.  She pulled my dress down to my waist and removed my bralette.  I pulled my under wear to the side and straddled my boyfriend’s lap.

                   She moved down to the floor and helped position the tip of him to my wet and hungry slit.  I felt it split me open and I moaned as I slid further down on it.  “How does it feel?” she asked me once I was all the way down.

                   “Amazing,” I said.

                   “Yeah?” asked Seth.  “How about when I do this?”  He gripped my hips and pulled in and out of me, bouncing me on his lap.

                   “It feels so good,” I moaned at the constant stimulation of his pelvis against my sensitive nub.  Kelly massaged it with her fingers while he slammed his hips against me.

                   “Yeah?” asked Seth.  “You are such a dirty girl,” he said.  “I never knew how dirty you were.”

                   “Oh!” I cried out as he thrust harder, pushing himself deeper inside.  His mouth moved to my chest and sucked in.  Kelly followed his lead and did the same on the other side.  I ran my fingers through the hair on both of them.  It was surreal to have two people satisfying me at the same time.  I could only hope I was satisfying them as well.

                   Kelly pulled back and whispered something Seth’s ear.  He pulled back and looked up at me while licking his lips.  “You think she can handle that?” he asked her.

                   “She wants it,” said Kelly.  “Don’t you?”

                   I nodded.  I didn’t know what they were talking about, but whatever it was, I wanted it.  Seth pulled me from his lap and lay me on the couch.  As I lay on my stomach, my dress being pushed up above my hips, I knew where this was going.  I clenched my jaw and waited for the pain, but both of them were gentle.

                   Seth ran his slick shaft between my cheeks, occasionally using a finger to slip inside.  He worked slowly, for long minutes, stretching me out.  Preparing me for the entrance of his long shaft.  I clutched the sofa fabric once I felt his head push against my entrance.  He pushed slowly until I stretched for him.  It hurt a little, but I warmed up to it.  I loved how he could stretch and fill me up so much.

                   “Oh!” I cried out as he pushed in deeper.

                   “That’s a good girl,” said Kelly who was stroking my hair.  She slid a hand under my stomach until it reached my slit.  She played with my sensitive little nub while Seth continued to fill me from behind.

                   “I’m all the way in,” he groaned, and he felt it.  I couldn’t believe I had taken all of him.  He pulled out slowly and pushed in again.  The more relaxed I became, the faster his speed until he couldn’t hold back any longer.  “I’m going to blow!”

                   “Come on,” Kelly said, her fingers working furiously at my slit.  “I want you to explode, too.”

                   “Oh!” I cried again as the waves of euphoria spread through me.  My body shook as I was filled with Seth’s hot, sticky load.  It spilled out of me, dripping toward my parents’ sofa.  My climax felt different than the night before.  I was full in such a different way, and proud of being able to satisfy Seth.

                   “Man,” he said as he pulled out.  “That was amazing.”

                   “It was?” I asked, sitting up and probably staining the couch more.

                   “You were incredible,” said Kelly, kissing me one more time.  Seth leaned in for a kiss too and ended up kissing both of us.

                   “I like this new arrangement,” Seth said.  “I hope it happens more often.”

                   Kelly answered for me, as if she could read my mind.  “Oh, it will.  I’ve got Amy hooked, now that I’ve shown her the ropes.”

                   I smiled my approval at Kelly and caught my breath.  The past twenty four hours had been the best of my life, and I hoped it would continue indefinitely.

                   One thing was for certain.  I was as much Kelly’s as I was Seth’s.  And having them both love me was beyond my wildest dreams.
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      It was weird going to a party without a date.  I was meeting my best friend Becky and her boyfriend Sean at our mutual friend’s house.  I wore my best dress; a red number with black strappy heels.  I felt a little slutty, but I was also eager to find a single guy to hang out with.

                   Ever since Becky started dating Sean, I felt a little like a third wheel.  They did everything together, and they never held back.  Most of my friend dates with Becky were now with Becky and Sean, which resulted in me sitting silently while they made out.

                   I didn’t mind so much.  It turned me on to watch Sean’s hands roam over my best friend’s body.  They didn’t hold anything back around me.  Once, they sat in the back of my car while I drove us to the movie theaters.  Each time I peeked in the rearview mirror, another piece of Becky’s clothing went missing.  I even caught Sean’s hungry mouth feasting on my best friend’s bare tits in broad daylight.

                   I never told Becky how wet my panties got watching them.  That was my little secret.  But I didn’t want to be caught staring at them all night at the holiday party we were going to.  Becky might’ve been too distracted to catch me watching her and Sean, but others wouldn’t be.  I needed to find a man of my own who would ravage my body for the night.

                   I needed the release of a good fucking.  Watching Becky and Sean for weeks only made the pent up energy between my legs build.  I needed a nice big cock to fuck the envy out of me.  But the only cock I wanted was Sean’s.

                   I remember the time I walked in on him when he was taking a shower at Becky’s place.  It was tense and not as awkward as I would’ve expected.  My cheeks had flushed with heat as my eyes gazed at his long, thick, beautiful cock through the steamed up shower door.  Over the puffy clouds of steam, I could’ve sworn Sean winked at me before I shut the door.

                   I touched myself that night to the thought of him.  I pictured that long, thick cock gliding in and out of my soaking wet pussy.  I dug my fingers deep, hooking them to hit just the right spot and came to the image of my best friend’s boyfriend.

                   But tonight wasn’t about Sean or Becky.  I would give them a quick hello and move on to any single available guy I could find.  Preferably one I wouldn’t mind fucking.  So I wore my best dress and my sluttiest heels.  I wore red lipstick and a simple gold necklace that dangled between my soft cleavage.  My shoulder length, brown hair was curled and I had just a hint of winged eyeliner to open my eyes more.

                   I walked into the party with good intentions.  Looking for a good, innocent fucking.  But I left with the biggest secret I’d ever have to keep.

                   ---

                   “Julie! There you are!” cried Becky.  Her blond waves bounced behind her as she skipped toward me.  Sean was only a few steps away as usual.  As Becky wrapped her arms around me, pushing her soft curves into me, I couldn’t help but notice Sean’s gaze drifting over us.  And when Becky pulled back, his gaze only drifted over me, looking me up and down like he was ravenous for me.

                   The dress was a good choice, I thought.  If I could get Sean’s attention while he had my sexy friend Becky, I should be able to get any guy’s attention.  Becky was the sexiest girl I knew.  She had a perfect hourglass figure; a round, firm ass and the perfect size tits.  Just thinking of her perky little nipples while Sean’s lips sucked on them made me wet again.

                   “Here I am,” I replied to Becky to distract myself from her boyfriend’s hungry gaze.  “Any hot, single guys around here?” I asked.

                   “Maybe one or two.  Not many that are your type, unfortunately.”

                   “And what’s my type?” I asked, cocking my brow.

                   Becky handed me a beer and smiled.  “I know you’re into guys like Sean,” she teased.  “Don’t even deny it.  He told me how you looked at him when you caught him in the shower.”

                   “He did, did he?”  My eyes flashed to Sean whose gaze was as intense as ever.  It pulled at my groin and made me want to throw myself at him in front of Becky.  “Well, I think he may have exaggerated a bit on that,” I lied.

                   “Nonsense. No girl could keep her hands off Sean.  I’m impressed you’ve lasted this long.”  She threw her blond curls back and laughed.

                   I shrugged.  “Maybe I’ll have him for myself tonight.”  Becky’s expression turned serious and her smile fell from her lips.  “Relax,” I said. “I’m kidding.”

                   She didn’t look like she believed me, but she didn’t look angry either.  She shrugged and grabbed my hand, pulling me toward Sean.  “Hey Jules,” he said in a low voice that made my skin warm.

                   “Hey.”

                   Becky left to grab herself a new drink, and I felt the tension building between me and Sean.  He leaned down until his lips were pressed to my ear.  “Don’t worry.  I won’t be taking any showers here, so you won’t have to see my monster of a cock.”

                   I pulled back with disgust.  “I wasn’t intimidated, if that’s what you think.”

                   “Relax,” he groaned.  “I’m teasing.  I know you wanted it.  You probably fingered that tight little pussy that night.”  I tensed at the truth in his words.  “Oh fuck.  You did.”

                   “So what?  It doesn’t mean anything.”

                   His eyes probed mine and then he shrugged.  “I suppose that’s true.  Though I wouldn’t mind having you and Becky at the same time.”

                   “You should take that up with Becky,” I told him while my eyes searched for her in the crowd.

                   “Does that mean you’re into it?”

                   “It means I haven’t been laid in a long time, and I’d take anything at this point.”

                   “Oh, I know you want me.  Stop pretending you’re not wet right now thinking about it.”

                   I didn’t respond.  Sean may have been hot, but his cockiness was aggravating.

                   “I wish I could slide my fingers up that skirt and find out for myself.”

                   I looked around and when I didn’t see Becky, I grabbed Sean by the hand and led him to the nearest dark hallway.  I pushed him up against the wall and scowled.  “Even if I was wet for you, you’re my best friend’s man.  I would never do anything to hurt her like that.”

                   He didn’t like being pushed back.  He gripped my shoulders and slammed me into the opposite wall.  He pressed his lips hard to mine and slid his hand between my bare legs.  His fingers drifted up my inner thighs until they brushed along my soaked black panties.  He pushed his index and middle finger into my slit, dragging the cotton with them.

                   He took a step back and brought his wet fingers to his lips to lick them clean.  “Who’s going to tell Becky what I did?  You?”

                   I was out of breath and angry, but I wanted to fuck him anyway.  Still, he was Becky’s man and I refused to let him win.  “No, I won’t tell.  But this isn’t going any farther than it already has.”

                   I pushed past him and disappeared into the crowd.  When I was certain he wasn’t following, I slipped out the back door and tried to collect my thoughts.  A half an hour later, I’d calmed down enough to go inside and use the bathroom.

                   While I was washing my hands, I heard moaning coming through the wall.  I recognized those moans and instantly knew they were Becky’s.  I leaned my ear to the wall and lifted my dress up to my hips.  I slid my fingers inside my panties and tickled my wet clit.  I remembered the way Sean had pushed his fingers inside me and I did the same.

                   The louder Becky’s moans became, the stronger my urge to come grew.  I circled my clit and fingered my pussy until I couldn’t hold back.  Wave after wave spread through me until my hot orgasm took control.  I gripped the towel bar to keep from falling to my knees and let it finish.

                   When I came down and caught my breath, I left the bathroom.  That’s when I had the idea to slowly crack the door of the room next door.  The room Becky was in.
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      I gripped the doorknob and gently turned.  The moaning had stopped in place of something more masculine.  As the door cracked open, I peeked inside.

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

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

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

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

                   Sean gripped Becky’s head in his hands and thrust his cock deep down her throat until he couldn’t fit anymore.  He let out a loud moan and pulled back just in time to shoot his load all over her face.  I licked my lips.  I wanted to lick his come from her tear-stained cheeks.  I wanted to see how wet her pussy was from choking on his cock.  I wanted to suck on her tits the way Sean had in the back of my car on the way to the movies.

                   I wanted to be a more intimate part of their lives.  I didn’t want to be a third wheel anymore.

                   Sean picked Becky up and tossed her onto the bed.  His shirtless torso bulged with thick, corded muscles.  He kicked his jeans off his ankles and climbed over Becky.  He lifted her dress up to her stomach and slid her panties to the side.

                   She willingly spread her legs wide for him.  His mouth devoured her juicy looking pussy, and a new pang envy hit me.  I wanted to taste her.  I wanted to taste him.  I wanted to be used by both of them and taken like a slut.

                   My clit was aching but there was nothing I could do about it.  At any moment, someone from the party could come around the corner looking for the bathroom. The last thing I wanted was to be caught with my fingers in my panties while I watched my best friend fuck her hot, muscled boyfriend.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

                   I heard a noise around the corner and shut the door.  I pushed my back against the hallway wall and pulled out my phone until I was certain no one was coming to use the bathroom.

                   Then I twisted the knob again and cracked the door open.  Sean’s face was staring back at me with a smirk, his naked body exposed in the crack of the door.  I gasped and stepped backward, but he grabbed my arm and pulled me inside, locking the door behind him.

                   “I knew you were watching us, dirty girl.  How’d you like to join the party?”

                   I glanced at Becky who was smiling at me.  “Fuck her good, Sean,” she said.  “Show her what her punishment is for spying on us.”

                   “But Becky-“ I started, but Sean covered my mouth with his hands.

                   “We make the rules now,” he growled, and my panties couldn’t have been any wetter.
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      Sean pressed me to the wall and his lips crashed into mine.  His tongue probed the inside of my mouth and I moaned against his body.  His cock dug into my stomach as his hands inched my dress up around my hips.  He let his cock slip between my legs and I grinded my pussy against its length.

                   Fuck he felt good pressed against me.  But it felt strange as hell to have Becky watching us.  I peeked over Sean’s massive shoulder and saw Becky’s back pressed to the headboard, her hand between her legs playing with herself.

                   Was this really okay for her?  She seemed to be enjoying herself, but it felt so wrong.  And yet I couldn’t stop Sean.  I didn’t want to.  He was delicious and I could taste the hint of Becky’s cunt on his tongue.

                   Sean’s hands tore the front of my dress down underneath my breasts.  My bra was soon to follow.  I looked just like Becky, dress bunched around my waist with my tits out.

                   Sean kissed my neck and collarbone, sending warm chills through my limbs.  He slowly kissed to my breasts until he reached my left nipple.  I watched Becky’s fingers slide into her shaved pussy while her boyfriend sucked on my tit.

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

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

                   She was so beautiful and delicious looking.  And her boyfriend’s hands and lips were all over me.  Sean slid a hand inside my panties and gently circled my clit.  My knees weakened and I hunched over. Sean helped me lower to the floor where I was pinned between his massive cock and the wall.

                   He gripped my hair in his fist and held my head in place.  “Open wide, pretty thing,” he said, but I refused.  I liked the fight he gave.  He pressed his thumb to my lips and pried my jaw open, quickly shoving his cock in when there was enough room.

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

                   Her encouragement only made my passion grow.  I gripped Sean’s hips and choked him down as much as I could. He pulled back and I gasped for air.  “Tell Becky how much you like my cock,” he said.  “Ever since you first saw me in the shower.”

                   Becky moaned when I told her I liked it.  I really liked it.  I knew I shouldn’t want her boyfriend’s cock, but I fucking did.  I wanted it in every fucking hole of my body.

                   “Fuck me,” I told him, but he silenced me by shoving his cock back down my throat.

                   “We make the rules, remember?”  I nodded.  “That’s our good girl.”

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

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

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

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

                   Then he pulled them out and replaced them with the head of his cock.  It was thick and bulbous as it inched its way inside.  I winced with pain as it stretched me open.  He was too big.  Too massive.  I wasn’t sure I could take him, but I wanted to try.

                   It finally pushed all the way in and he buried the length inside of me.  I gripped Becky’s rocking hips for support as I screamed into her cunt.  “That’s right, baby,” said Becky.  “Take that fat cock in your tight pussy.  Because next it’s going to be your tight little asshole.”

                   I tried to protest, but she silenced me with her hips.  Soon I fell into a euphoric daze as the scent of her drowned out my thoughts.  Sean thrust his hips harder and faster, pounding me like I was his to use.

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

                   Sean greeted me with his cocky grin and I almost hated him for it.  I would’ve if his cock hadn’t felt so good deep inside me.  His thumb pressed to my clit again and I almost came, but he pulled out.  “You’re not going to come until I do – in your tight little ass.”

                   “I can’t-“ I started, but Becky gagged me with her wet panties.  Sean quickly flipped me onto my stomach and Julie handed him a small bottle from her purse.  I quickly learned it was lube as he lathered it onto my ass.

                   He started with a finger, then two, then three, until he was pumping them in and out of me.  My pussy ached as he teased my ass, and I couldn’t help but reach down and play with myself.

                   “Look how much she likes it,” he told Becky.  Becky kneeled at the edge of the bed and watched.

                   “Such a dirty, filthy girl,” she said.  Her hand came crashing down on my ass, making me jolt forward.

                   Fuck, they were ruthless.  But I loved them for it.

                   Sean removed his fingers and lathered some lube on his cock.  “Why don’t you position it,” he told Becky.  Becky gripped the base of him and pressed the head of his cock to my ass.  I closed my eyes tightly as I waited for the pain.

                   She slowly inched it in until I felt myself spread wide open for him.  I moaned through her wet panties, clenching my teeth against the fabric.  It was so big, I thought it would tear me in two.  But once the head was inside, the pain eased up until all I could feel was the pleasure of him filling me up completely.

                   Becky let go of his cock, and Sean positioned his body over me at an angle, resting his hands on either side of me.  “Play with that dirty pussy, slut,” he growled in my ear.  “Because I’m going to come so much in your tight little ass.”

                   I closed my eyes and played with my pussy like he ordered me to.  “Mmm, take that big cock,” moaned Becky to my left.  I focused on Sean’s girth spreading me wide, and I circled my clit in desperation for a release.

                   Sean lifted his hips high and slammed them into me.  His balls tickled my slit each time they came down.  He pounded me hard and rough until I couldn’t take it anymore.  I slid a couple of fingers inside my pussy and moaned as I felt his cock through the thin wall of skin.

                   My eyes shot open wide as intense heat spread through me.  A tingling ache crept through every vein until warm euphoria took over.  I was lost to the pleasure as Sean pounded my ass harder.

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

                   “That’s a good girl,” said Becky who was stroking my hair.  “You’re going to be ours now.  Ours to use and play with whenever we please.”

                   I nodded and she kissed my cheek before removing her panties from my mouth.  I couldn’t wait to be theirs.  I wanted Sean to pound me over and over.  I wanted Becky to moan until she came.  I wanted every hole in my body filled and used however they saw fit.

                   This was only just the beginning.
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      I wouldn’t normally look through my best friend’s phone, but Jocelyn was getting ready for her date with Ben and was running late.  “Can you text him for me?  Let him know to pick me up thirty minutes later.”

                   She applied mascara to her long lashes and I couldn’t help but notice how revealing her tight, pink dress was.  It hugged her hips and pushed her breasts up so far they threatened to spill out.  Jocelyn was more than just beautiful curves, though.  She was smart and funny.  Her dark hair glistened with red highlights in the sun.  Her blue eyes were striking against her soft features.  Everything about her was fun and gorgeous.  It made a girl feel uneasy being so close to her.

                   “I hate that you’re leaving me,” I teased.  I was jealous that she was onto her third boyfriend and I’d yet to have even one.  I was also jealous that Ben was the hottest guy I’d ever seen.  But I never told her how much it bothered me.  I kept it light-hearted instead.

                   I picked up her phone and opened her contacts.  “I’m not leaving you,” she called from across the room.  She straightened her dress and pushed her chest up even more.  I glanced at her long, toned legs that stretched out from the hem of pink fabric.  “You knew we had a date.  Besides, I make sure to make plenty of time for my bestie.”

                   She smiled in the mirror and I smiled back.  But I wanted more time with her.  If I was really honest, what I wanted was a boyfriend like Ben while Jocelyn was single for a change.  It seemed like Jocelyn had everything.

                   I found Ben’s name in the contact list and opened her text messages.  He’d sent a new one since she last checked.  I know I should’ve said something and let her check it in privacy, but the curiosity had put my decency on hold.  I opened the message and my heart raced.  I shifted in my seat and felt a wet pool building between my thighs.

                   It was a photo of Ben.  Unclothed.  Completely bare.  And his cock stood proud and tall toward the camera.  He had one large, rough hand gripping the base and an arrogant smile on his lips.  His blond hair fell over his brown eyes and every inch of his body was covered in muscle.

                   Underneath the photo was a short text.  I hope you’re ready for this monster.

                   I flicked my eyes up to check on Jocelyn.  She was lining her lips and filling them in with gloss.  “Did you send it?” she asked.

                   I cleared my throat.  My hands were shaky and my mind was flustered.  “Oh, um…not yet.  Just getting to it now.”

                   “Gee, no wonder it takes so long to hear back from you,” she joked.  “You’d make for a horrible assistant, hm?”

                   I shrugged and smiled weakly.  I typed a message back to Ben and hit send.  Ready as ever.  But not for another 30 minutes or so.

                   He replied back.  I can wait.  But you’ll owe me for it later.

                   My body tingled at his words.  The filthy suggestions and demands he made.  My thighs were dripping wet and my cheeks burned hot.  I flicked my gaze back up to Jocelyn and sighed when she started straightening her hair.

                   There’s still time, I thought.  I opened up the revealing image of Ben and forwarded it to my phone.  I cursed under my breath when my phone chimed beside me.

                   “Who’s texting you?” asked Jocelyn.

                   “Oh, um…probably my mom.  You know.”

                   “You’re such a goody goody, Charlotte.  When are you going to live it up and have a little fun?  We need to break you of your good girl mold.”

                   I faked a laugh and agreed.  I didn’t want to be a good girl.  I wanted very bad, dirty things.  But everyone only saw me as an innocent girl.  Everyone thought I wanted to keep hiding in my sheltered upbringing.

                   The way my body responded to Ben’s photo was only further confirmation that I wanted the completely opposite.  I wanted to know what it was like to be taken by a strong man with a big dick.  I wanted to know what it was like to be lusted after.

                   I closed out Jocelyn’s phone and put it back on her nightstand.  “What do you think?” she asked, twirling around in her completed outfit.

                   “You look hot,” I said.  “He’s not going to be able to keep his hands off you.”

                   “That’s what I was going for,” she said with a wink.  I sat on my hands and tried to push the image of Ben out of my mind.  But now all I could picture was him taking my friend from behind while he gripped a fistful of her dark hair.  My body tensed and threatened to come right there.

                   Jocelyn sat down beside me and took my hand in hers.  “Are you feeling okay?  You seem a little distant all of a sudden.”

                   I was glad for the distraction.  “I’m fine,” I said.  “I hope you have fun on your date.”

                   She smiled and stared at me for a long moment.  “Come here,” she said, standing and tugging on my arm.  “I want to give you something.”

                   I followed her to the vanity and she picked up a tube of lipstick.  “This is Ben’s favorite color on me, but I thought it would look even more divine on you.  Go ahead, pucker up.”

                   I did as I was told and shivered as she pressed the deep red lipstick to my mouth.  She dragged it across my lips, painting them in Ben’s favorite shade.  When she finished, she returned the lipstick to the table and stroked my hair.  “There,” she said.  “You look beautiful.”

                   Jocelyn’s reflection gazed at mine, and my stomach twisted into a knot.  I was suddenly overcome with the urge to kiss her and it confused me.  Just when I thought I might leap at the chance, the doorbell rang.

                   “Oh!  That must be Ben,” she said, turning from me and skipping out of the room.  I stared at my reflection one more time before following her downstairs.

                   She pulled open the front door and there he was.  Mr. Monster.  Boyfriend with the thick rod and an arrogant smile.  The man with muscles from head to toe.  My best friend’s boyfriend who’d made me wet between my legs.

                   “Hi Charlotte,” he said, one corner of his mouth turning upward.  “Is that a new lipstick?  Looks hot on you.”

                   “I told her it would,” said Jocelyn.

                   “You look delicious,” he said.  “You should dress up more often.”  His gaze swept over my body and I cringed at my outfit.  I was hardly dressed up at all compared to Charlotte.  I wore jeans and a baggy t-shirt, but the lipstick had been enough to get his attention.

                   “Maybe I will,” I said, nervously tucking my blond hair behind my ears.

                   Ben smiled and turned to Jocelyn.  “You ready to go?”

                   “You know it,” she replied.  I walked outside with them and wished them luck on their date.  Then I rushed home to stare longer at the photo I’d sent myself.  The photo of my best friend’s exposed boyfriend.  A photo I should never want to stare at in a million years.

                   But I couldn’t stop the way it made me feel.  I couldn’t chase away the chills and heat that took over my body.  I couldn’t stop my fingers from playing between my legs.  Flicking, circling, and intruding until I screamed his name.

                   I thought then it would be over.  I’d have gotten him out of my system.  No harm done.  But I couldn’t have been more wrong.
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      I woke up the next morning with a message from Jocelyn on my phone.  You dirty, dirty girl.  My nerves went haywire.  I sat up, brushing my hair out of my eyes and I re-read the message over and over.  Could she have known what I did?

                   What do you mean? I said with a smiley at the end.  Minutes passed without a reply.  Sitting in bed waiting was only making me more wired and frazzled.  I hopped out of bed and shed my clothes for a shower.  The warm water felt soothing against my skin, and I managed to calm myself down.

                   I checked my phone with a towel wrapped around my waist and saw her reply.  You want Ben and you know it.  How did you like the photo of him?  You know…the one you sent to yourself.

                   My chest seized up, but my pussy tingled.  I’d been caught, and I didn’t know what to do.  So I typed the first thing that came to mind.  A complete lie.

                   I don’t know what you’re talking about.

                   Sure you do, she replied.  You want the long piece of meat between his legs.  I bet you touched yourself to the thought of it gliding in and out of you.  Maybe Charlotte isn’t such a goody goody after all.  I guess we’ll find out tonight.

                   Blood pounded in my ears.  I had no idea what she meant by that last line.  I re-read her text again and again, trying to make sense of it.  What’s tonight? I replied.

                   Nothing you knew about.  But Ben and I have already discussed it.  He knows you saw his photo and he’s intrigued.  So tonight, you’re going to wear your best little dress and nothing underneath.  Then you’re going to bring your cute behind over to my place for a little fun.

                   The inside of my thighs were soaked, and the ache between my legs built almost to a climax just from standing there, reading her words.  What if I say no?

                   Then you’ll be making the biggest mistake of your life.  See you soon. Xx

                   I tossed my phone on the bed and dropped the towel.  I knew I should get dressed, but my body was too flushed and dripping wet.  I climbed under my covers and pressed my fingers to the swollen petals between my legs.  Heat ripped through my chest as I played.  I thought of Jocelyn’s words while picturing Ben’s photo.  I imagined him touching me, massaging every delicate inch of my body.

                   I squirmed beneath the sheets, biting my tongue to keep from screaming his name while my parents were home.  Just as I was about to come, there was a knock at the door.  I gasped and curled up into a ball as if I was still asleep.

                   “Honey, you ready for breakfast?” called Mom from the other side of the door.

                   I cleared my tight throat and replied, “Yeah!  Be there in a minute.”

                   I waited for the sound of her footsteps to trail off before hopping out of bed.  I put on jeans and a t-shirt for the day with my family.  But I already knew which dress I planned to wear for Jocelyn tonight.  A little blue number that had always been one of her favorites.  She’d borrowed it on several occasions before, because I hardly wore it.  I only hoped Ben liked it.  Especially since I would be following orders and not wearing any intimates underneath.
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      I waited for my parents to head out to dinner to get ready.  The last thing I wanted was to be caught without any undies on.  I zipped up my blue dress and adjusted the straps.  I kept my chest bare underneath just in case.

                   I put on the lipstick Jocelyn gave me; the same one that Ben had complimented.  I put in a pair of faux diamond studs through my ears to dress everything up a bit more.  Then I added mascara and a hint of blush.  All of which I never wore very often.

                   I stared at my reflection while chewing on my lip.  I hoped I wasn’t making it too obvious that I was excited.  I didn’t want to look like I was desperate or trying too hard.  At the same time, I wanted to be irresistible to Ben.  I wanted him to desire me even more than he desired my best friend.

                   Driving to her house without underwear felt strange.  My bare skin became slick with arousal as I shifted in my seat, feeling only my blue dress underneath.  I felt so exposed.  So vulnerable.  As if they could have their way much too easily.  But all of that excited me just the same.

                   I knocked on the door, feeling my back stiffen when the doorknob turned.  I expected it to be Jocelyn that answered, but it was Ben.  My breath hitched and his eyes widened at the sight of me.

                   “Wow, Charlotte,” he said, brushing a hand coolly through his hair.  “You look incredible.  Very hot.  I hope you don’t mind me saying so.”

                   My cheeks flushed with heat and I lowered my gaze to the brick porch.  “Not at all,” I said.  “Thank you for the compliment.”

                   “Jocelyn is on the phone with her dad in the backyard.  Why don’t you come in and wait?”

                   I lifted my gaze to him and felt a lump grow in my throat.  I nodded and let myself inside.

                   I brushed past him, feeling the heat from his body emanate toward me.  It took every ounce of restraint to pull myself forward and away from him.  I moved toward the sofa in the open living room, feeling his hot gaze on my back the whole way.

                   “So,” I started, trying not to sound like a cheap, hired woman of the night.  “What is Jocelyn talking to her dad about?”  I took a seat on the sofa and expected Ben to sit on the opposite chair.  To my surprise, he sat beside me.  He sat so close, his jean covered thigh pressed against my bare knee.

                   “Heck if I know,” he said.  “She’s his pride and joy, so they talk about a lot.  They have a better relationship than I have with my father.”

                   I laughed and shrugged.  “Tell me about it.  My parents don’t really understand me.  They always see me like I’m five.  Never as the eighteen-year-old I am.”

                   Ben’s eyes were wide and swallowing me up hungrily.  They shifted across my face and he lifted his hand to my chin.  His fingers grazed my skin and my whole body tensed at his touch.  He leaned in closer.

                   “You know, I thought of you like that until yesterday.  I’m ashamed to admit I was part of the group that misunderstood you.  But I don’t anymore.  Now, I can see just how beautiful and mature you’ve always been.”

                   His other hand landed on my knee and gripped my thigh hard.  I gasped at the close proximity of his fingers to the hem of my skirt.  He leaned in further until his lips met mine.  I sat frozen while he explored my mouth with his tongue.

                   I wanted to kiss back with all the desire and frustration I’d felt over the past few hours.  But I was terrified.  I didn’t know what to do or if I’d be good at it.  Ben didn’t seem to mind.  He pulled his lips away and brushed my cheek with the back of his hand.  The fingers on my knee did an upward dance until they landed in the middle of my inner thigh.

                   It only took that much for him to realize how wet I’d become.  An arrogant smile crossed his lips and he removed his fingers.  I felt ashamed and embarrassed, until he raised his fingers to his lips and sucked them clean.

                   “You taste delicious,” he said.  He leaned into my neck and whispered in my ear.  “I hope I’ll get to taste more of you very soon.”

                   Chills spread over my entire body and my legs quivered.  Suddenly, Jocelyn walked in and sighed.  “Sorry about that.  My god, Charlotte, you really know how to dress up.”

                   I cleared my throat and Ben leaned back against the sofa, putting some distance between us.  “I hope it isn’t too much.  I didn’t really know what you wanted.”

                   “What she wanted?” asked Ben.  He flicked his eyes to Jocelyn.  “Oh my.  You’re at it again, aren’t you?”

                   “At what?” I asked, flicking my gaze between the two of them.

                   “Don’t worry about that,” said Jocelyn.  “This time is different anyway.  Isn’t it Ben? This time, I’ve found a girl Ben likes just as much as I do.”

                   I felt like dinner was being served and I was the entrée.  “I don’t understand,” I said.  “What exactly do you guys want from me?”

                   Jocelyn smirked and placed one hand on her hip.  She was wearing a low-cut yellow blouse and a tight, black skirt.  “We don’t want anything from you that you don’t want from us.  Ben and I know you looked at his private photo.  The one he sent to me.  And I know how much you liked what you saw.  So I’m going to give you a little present today, sweetie.  I’m going to share Ben with you for one night.”

                   My heart raced and I shifted in my seat.  “Share him…how?”

                   She cocked her brow and smiled again.  Ben chuckled underneath his breath.  Jocelyn walked over and sat on the other side of me.  She placed a hand between my legs and quickly brushed them up underneath my skirt.  I moaned as they pressed into my soft petals and she smiled wider.  “I think you’re not as innocent as you play.  You’re plenty aroused and ready for my boyfriend to take you.  I’m going to let him fulfill your fantasy.  And I’m going to watch him while he does it.”

                   I gasped and leaned back against the couch.  Just as she removed her fingers, Ben moved his upper body on top of me.  He pinned my shoulders to the back of the sofa while he kissed me long and hard.  Jocelyn grabbed my hand and moved it to Ben’s lap, where I felt the bulge of his pants and the rock that lay hidden underneath them.

                   Ben planted kisses on my lips, cheeks, and neck, trailing down the neckline of my dress.  His teeth pulled it down enough to expose my chest.  He took a nipple between his lips and nibbled, flicking his tongue against the hardened nub.  I arched my back and panted.  My head became dizzy as his hands and lips roamed my body.

                   Jocelyn bunched my dress up around my hips and slid her fingers inside me.  I spread my legs wide, pushing my hips against her.  Her soft fingers curled and pressed against my most sensitive spot.  A place I hadn’t even discovered for myself.

                   “I’m going to devour you,” said Ben as he lowered to the floor.  He moved my knees out of the way and slid between them.  His mouth clenched onto my pussy.  He sucked and flicked his tongue across my clit.  His fingers worked their way in and out as he teased me with his mouth.  I slid my fingers into his hair and gripped hard, circling my hips against him.

                   I let out a gasp and cried his name.  “Oh, Ben!  Yes!  Just like that!”

                   “There’s a good girl,” said Jocelyn who was stroking my hair.  Her lips crashed into mine as her boyfriend brought me to climax.  Jocelyn twisted my nipples between her fingers and my body shook under the weight of them.

                   She and Ben pulled back at the same time, letting me catch my breath.  My chest and hips were bare and exposed.  Ben’s lips were covered in my slick juices.  His tongue swept across his lips to clean them, and he smiled up at me.

                   “How’d you like to return the favor?” asked Jocelyn.

                   My eyes flashed wide at her.  “What do you mean?”

                   She laughed again and told Ben to stand up.  He did and his hands went to work on his jeans.  He unzipped them and shifted them down enough to pull out his dick.  Jocelyn continued stroking my hair like I was some sort of pet, but I liked it anyway.

                   “He’ll be gentle at first,” she whispered in my ear.  “Just open wide and let him slide in.”

                   I looked up at him and noticed the expression on his face had changed.  He was no longer playful and arrogant.  He was hungry and full of lust.  He panted above me as he moved his tip and pressed it to my lips.  I slowly parted them and he slid along my tongue.  The farther in he went, the more his head fell back and groaned when he hit the back of my throat.

                   “Fuck.  This girl is something else.”

                   “I told you she was special,” said Jocelyn.

                   Even with a mouth full of my boyfriend’s monstrous rod, I felt pride at their words.  They both desired me and I loved them for it.

                   Ben moved his hips back and forth, working himself in and out of my lips.  Jocelyn played with my breasts to keep me aroused while he screwed my mouth.  Ben pulled his dick free and shoved his balls in.  I sucked on them, flicking my tongue against the skin.

                   “Shit,” he said, stroking his shaft as I sucked.  “You sure she hasn’t done this before?”

                   “I’m positive,” said Jocelyn moments before moving her mouth to my chest and covering me in soft kisses.  “At least, she’s never told me she has.”

                   “I’ve never done this,” I said when my mouth was free.  “I hope I’m not bad at it.”

                   Ben leaned forward and tucked my hair behind my ear.  “You could never be bad at it,” he said.  He pushed his lips into mine and then swiftly turned my body so that I lay on my back.  He climbed above me and slid the underside of his shaft against my pussy.  It glided between my wet folds and he moaned.  “I can’t wait to tear you up.  I won’t hurt you, but it might be a little uncomfortable at first.”

                   I nodded and looked at Jocelyn for support.  “It’s okay,” I said.  “I want you to take me.”

                   Jocelyn squeezed my hand and kissed my forehead.  “That’s my girl.”

                   Ben pulled back and rested his tip against my entrance.  He pushed slowly.  I winced as I felt myself open up for it.  I was overcome by both pain and ecstasy as he urged further in.  My clit sparked and my body ached for him.  I moved my hands to his abs to fight the pressure, but feeling his muscles only made me want it more.

                   “Oh,” I cried as his tip brushed along the sensitive spot Jocelyn had found earlier.  Once he was completely inside, I felt a spark shoot up my spine.  Ben leaned forward and I wrapped my arms around his neck.  He held himself inside and kissed my neck.

                   “You’re doing great, beautiful girl.  That was the hardest part.”

                   “Take me,” I begged.  “Please, take me. Now.”

                   He kissed my cheek and then my nose.  I felt him pull back, leaving me with a temporary emptiness that was soon filled again.  His hips worked back and forth while Jocelyn watched.  Her eyes were wide and hungry.

                   I looked to Jocelyn who stood beside us and felt my heart ache for her.  “I want…to please…you,” I said between thrusts.  “What…can…I do?”

                   She stroked my hair again and smiled.  “You’ve already done plenty,” she said.

                   I reached a hand between her thighs and let my fingers crawl upward.  “Please,” I begged.  “I want to taste you.”

                   Her eyes shot wide open, and then she gasped as my fingers found her wet peach.  “Alright, sweetie,” she said.  “Only if you want to.”

                   “I…do,” I gasped.

                   She hiked up her skirt and slid her lace underwear to the side.  She crawled over my face until she lowered her wet slit to me.  I opened wide and devoured her, using the same techniques Ben had used on me.

                   Ben placed his thumb on my clit and circled while he pumped in and out of me.  It felt so good to be filled while I tasted my best friend’s pussy.  Ben slammed harder and faster, and it wasn’t long before he roared out.

                   “Fuck.  I’m coming,” he groaned.

                   Jocelyn rocked above me and I felt her walls quiver.  At the same time, my body shook and electric heat spread through me.  The three of us came together and tried to catch our breath.

                   Ben pulled out and sat beside me.  I sat up and felt his seed spill out of me onto Jocelyn’s sofa.  Jocelyn sat down and wrapped her arms around me, kissing me hard.  Ben embraced the two of us, wedging me in between them.

                   “You did so well, Charlotte,” Jocelyn said.  “I hope it was as good for you as it was us.”

                   “It was more than I ever dreamed,” I said with the widest smile on my face.  “When can we do it again?”

                   “Listen to her,” said Ben.  “Charlotte is no goody goody.”

                   “I knew it was just an act,” teased Jocelyn.  “Maybe we’ll have to help her shed her innocent skin.”

                   “I think you already have,” I said.  I parted my legs to show them the sticky pool of white dripping from my slit.

                   The two of them chuckled and dipped their fingers into Ben’s mess.  They pushed their fingers inside my mouth and I sucked them clean.

                   “She’s a keeper,” Ben told Jocelyn.

                   “You’re telling me,” she replied.

                   That wasn’t the last time I had dirty fun with my best friend and her boyfriend.  I became a regular in their relationship, occasionally being naughty with each of them individually.  I’d never felt so mature and so loved.

                   Sometimes I look back and wonder what would have happened if I’d never seen that photo of Ben.  Fortunately, I’ll never have to know.
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      I never thought I’d have to meet my boyfriend’s ex-wife.  I’d heard plenty to know she wasn’t welcome in our home.  I’d heard plenty to make me want to steer clear of any town she lived in.  My boyfriend, Joseph, practically moved out of state to be away from her.  And I wasn’t the type to go fishing around in his past.

                   We lived far enough away that it shouldn’t have ever been a problem.  But when a girl like Kate wants something, she doesn’t let anything stand in her way.  I was told it was over.  That she was through with him and he was through with her.  It seemed over anyway.

                   How naïve I was.

                   I pushed the cart down the aisle, scanning for any groceries I’d missed and would need to bring home.  I’d just worked a long day and leaned over the cart handle like it was a crutch.  My heels clicked against the dirty linoleum and I couldn’t wait to get back home to kick them off.  I also couldn’t wait to remove my tight bra.

                   I turned the corner and froze in my tracks.  I’d only seen pictures of her, but Kate was a unique looking woman.  I knew without a doubt it had to be her.  She was at the checkout, buying a bottle of wine.  She kept dark sunglasses over her eyes despite the approaching night sky.  She wore a lacy black blouse under a blood red blazer.  Her skirt matched her coat, but her heels matched her blouse.  A long black purse dangled at her hips.

                   Her hair was a short black bob, curling under at the ends and framing her harsh jaw.  She was confident and cocky.  She laughed with the checkout attendant even when the attendant didn’t laugh back.  She held her chin high and rolled her shoulders back.  Her breasts were twice as big as mine, and I found it difficult to keep my eyes off her curves.

                   She was even more gorgeous in person.  I didn’t snap out of my daze until her sultry hips swung past the automatic doors.  She walked to a black sports car and drove off.

                   What the hell was she doing here?  She had no reason to be in our small town so far away from her.  I pulled out my phone and quickly shot a text off to Joseph.

                   Are you sure?

                   Yes.  It was definitely her.

                   Shit.

                   Yeah.  You think she wants anything from you?

                   Let’s hope not.  I don’t have anything else to give.

                   He was right.  He was broken when I met him.  It took months to build his spirits up.  We’d started a new life.  A life without the disastrous Kate.  I had hoped that was the last of her.  I should’ve known better.  Girls like Kate never get their fill.  I could only hope Joseph was strong enough to send her packing on her way.

                   I finished shopping and checked out, feeling strange standing in the same line she’d been in.  I got in my car and drove back to our cozy little home.  On the way, I thought of movies we could watch to distract ourselves from the fact that Kate had returned.

                   But when I pulled into our driveway, I was forced to park behind a black sports car.  Kate was already inside, and it sent a chill down my spine.
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      “Sara, this is Kate,” Joseph said from the sofa where they both sat.  I let the door slam shut behind me and walked into our living room with a stiff back.  I wasn’t letting my guard down when it came to Kate.  She was already too close to Joseph for comfort.  Her bare knee pressed against his thigh.  Joseph’s arm stretched along the back of the couch, almost as if he wanted to put it around her.

                   It made my body quiver in a way that confused me.  Their close proximity caused my clit to spark, but also caused my stomach to twist in anguish.

                   “Hi,” I said curtly.

                   She laughed.  The same laugh from the grocery store.  “I don’t bite,” she said, patting beside her on the sofa.  “I hear you’re the new toy.  I’d love to get to know you.”

                   “I’m no one’s toy,” I spat, keeping my stance firm.

                   “We’ll see about that.”  She laughed again, turning my blood cold.  But as she laughed, she threw her head back, and exposed her soft neck.  I wondered what it would be like to kiss the skin there. To kiss her where she was vulnerable.

                   What the hell am I thinking?  Get a grip, Sara.  This is Joseph’s ex.

                   I decided to take a seat in the chair opposite.  I wasn’t going to concede, but I wasn’t going to stand all evening either.  “Kate, what are you doing here?” I asked.

                   Joseph’s eyes widened as if surprised by my blunt question.  Surprised or worried.  I couldn’t tell.

                   “I came to catch up.  I’ve known Joseph for a long time.  I owed him a few apologies and wanted to do it in person.  You didn’t think he’d never see me again, did you?”  She rested a hand on his chest and a chill ran through my veins.

                   My lips pressed into a scowl and I folded my arms across my chest.  She was too close to him.  Much too close.  And he wasn’t pushing her away.

                   “Oh, you did,” she teased.  “How cute.  I bet you thought you’d give him a wholesome life in a small town and he’d forget all about me.  Well, let me explain something to you, sweetie.  Joseph and I go way back.  I was the best he’s ever had.  I’ll be the best he’ll ever have going forward.  Men don’t just forget about women like me.”

                   “Joseph sure as hell did,” I said.  My blood was boiling.  Why was Joseph just sitting there?  Why wasn’t he speaking up? Defending himself?  Defending me?  He looked like a wounded puppy.  But as my eyes scoured his limp body for a sign of retaliation, I finally saw why he was so weak.  Between his legs sat a bulge that was growing larger by the second.

                   He still wanted to fuck her.

                   I couldn’t believe it.  I wondered what he would’ve done if I didn’t come home.  Would he have cheated?  Just let her have her way with him?

                   “Maybe you’re not so naïve after all,” said Kate.  Her hand ran down his chest and abs until it cupped the bulge in his pants.  “I told you he still wants me.  He’ll always want me.”

                   I ignored her and turned my heated gaze on Joseph.  “Were you going to fuck her?” I asked.  “If I hadn’t come back, would you have fucked her?”

                   “No,” he said, but I could hear the doubt.  He didn’t want to fuck her.  He couldn’t help it.  He wanted to be faithful, but he lacked the willpower.

                   I had to take control of this situation before I lost him completely.  I shrugged my shoulders and felt my gut twist at the words I planned to say.  “I don’t care,” I said.  “You can fuck her if you want.  Makes no difference to me.  You’ll still be mine after it anyway.  She can’t take you from me.  Maybe it’s about time she learn that making your dick hard isn’t the same as capturing your heart.”

                   Kate laughed again, her breasts bouncing with each heaving breath.  “You really believe in that love crap, don’t you?”

                   “I believe in it because I see it,” I said.

                   “How would you like to bet on it?” she asked.

                   “What kind of a bet?”

                   “I fuck your new boyfriend.  I give him the best sex of his life again.  And if he still wants to be with you afterward then I will leave and never come back.  The two of you can live in romantic bliss and forget I ever existed.  But if he still wants me after…”

                   “What?  You’ll take him from me?”

                   “Oh, he’d go willingly,” she laughed.  “But I don’t want that again.  Our divorce was messy.  No, I want something else.”  Her eyes narrowed on me.  They lowered over my body, shifting with my small curves.  I clenched my thighs together as if I could hide from her gaze, but I couldn’t.  I could feel her inching her way inside me.

                   “What…do you want?” I asked, feeling my throat tighten on the last of my words.

                   “You,” she said.

                   Joseph finally spoke up.  “What?  What do you mean her?”

                   Kate turned to Joseph and rolled her eyes.  “I want to have my way with her,” she said.  “Like I’ll have my way with you.  And your punishment, Joseph, will be to know the position Sara is in right now.  To lose the faithful desire of the one you love.  Because afterward, Joseph, she’ll only be able to think of me and how I gave her the best pleasure she’s ever known.”

                   “This is ridiculous,” he said.

                   It was now that I’d clammed up.  It was my turn to be the weak, limp servant to Kate’s desperate wishes.  She wanted me?  It was enough to make my head spin.  The worst of it all wasn’t that I might lose Joseph.  No, it was that I wanted her back.  I wanted her in a way I’d never wanted another woman.  In a way I shouldn’t want another woman.  Not while I was with Joseph, and not while that other woman was his devilish ex-wife.

                   “Deal,” I said finally to Joseph’s surprise.  “Fuck him.  Give him the best fuck he’s ever gotten.  We’ll see where he stands afterward.”

                   I stood up to leave, but Kate’s hand gripped my wrist and tugged me back.  “Where do you think you’re going?”

                   “To my office.  You don’t expect me to watch do you?” I asked sarcastically.

                   “I do, actually.  I want you to watch me fuck your boyfriend.  I want you to see the goddess he’s been with before you.  I want it to torture you until you can’t help but betray him right back.”

                   My body trembled at the thought.  I looked at Joseph who couldn’t lift his gaze to me.  He looked like a small child in trouble.  He didn’t have the guts to look me in the eye.

                   “Alright,” I said.  “Where did you want to fuck him?”

                   “In your bed,” she said with a smile that curled upward.  “Where you fuck him most.”

                   I swallowed the lump in my throat and started walking to the bedroom.  I heard them rise to their feet behind me.  Their steps followed mine.

                   I pushed the door open and ushered them inside.  The weight of my decisions grew heavy on me.  I’d just signed up to watch my boyfriend fuck his ex-wife.  And if he enjoyed it enough, I would be next.

                   How did my small country girl life end up with such a twisted fate?

                   It was Kate.  She was like a hurricane blowing into our life.  She wanted upheaval and conflict.  She craved it.  But she also knew she was irresistible.  She had to have known that dangling sex with me into the bet would get me to agree.

                   But how could she have, when I could hardly admit that I wanted her?  She was shrewd and perceptive.  It wouldn’t surprise me if she somehow knew my panties were already soaking wet.

                   I watched with my back pressed against the wall as she moved Joseph toward the bed.  He sat on the edge of it and she loosened his tie.  He didn’t look at me once.  It was as if I wasn’t even there.

                   Kate stepped backward until she stumbled into the arm chair in the corner.  She dragged it toward the bed and glanced at me.  “Come here, Sara.  I want you to have a nice view of me taking your boyfriend’s cock.”

                   My legs were jelly as I stepped forward.

                   “Good girl,” she said when I sat down across from them.  I knew then that I was hers.  I worried I always would be.
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      I watched with anticipation, my hands sitting snuggly underneath my thighs.  Kate stepped up to Joseph and let her fingers dance across his chest.  They worked at his shirt buttons – all the while, Joseph’s eyes were fixed on Kate’s face, as if he was mesmerized by her presence.  I wondered how a woman could possess so much power over a man, and I desperately wanted to learn.

                   She slipped his black shirt from his shoulders, revealing his smooth, muscular chest.  Her breath hitched at the sight of him.  I cocked my brow and smiled, knowing she wasn’t expecting his new physique.  He was lanky and malnourished by the time I’d found him.  He’d hardly eaten through the whole divorce.  But a year being with me and he’d built some muscle.  He’d started taking care of himself again.

                   Her fingers drifted over the taut muscle, admiring his new body.  I felt strangely proud.  As if I’d helped to create the thing she desired.

                   Kate slipped her blazer from her shoulders and it bunched on the floor.  She pulled up on her blouse, loosening it from her skirt.  She lifted it high above her head, revealing a red, silk bra underneath.  I chewed on my lower lip as I gazed at her perfect breasts.  They were full and heavy, but still held an uplifted shape.  They seemed to defy gravity.

                   Joseph’s hands moved on their own, slowly up Kate’s tight waist and over her breasts.  His eyes closed as he felt her delicious mounds, and I caught his tongue running over his lips.  He wanted a taste, and I wanted to watch him taste her.

                   She unzipped her skirt and slipped out of it.  She wore a matching red thong and my breath hitched at the sight of her firm ass.  Her body was perfect.  Sculpted just enough to be admirable, but with enough flesh to want to bite and taste.

                   Kate straddled Joseph’s lap and kissed him hard.  For the first time since this thing had started, my chest hurt.  Watching them kiss sent a wave of jealousy through me, but my body betrayed me.  My pussy ached at the sight, desperate to be touched.  I slid up further in my chair, stimulating myself through my skirt just enough to get by.

                   Kate pulled the cups of her bra down until her little pink nipples were exposed.  They stood erect and begged for attention.  Joseph eagerly sucked one in between his lips.  Kate leaned her head back and moaned.  Her soft voice was seductive.  A song you could lose yourself in.

                   He moved to her other breast and she moaned again.  Her hips rocked against his pelvis.  His hands gripped her waist, desperate to keep her in place.  But she stood up and lowered herself down to the floor.

                   Her breasts still sat above her bra, perfectly exposed.  She worked at Joseph’s slacks, loosening them until she could reach her hand inside his briefs.  She pulled out his cock and gasped at its hardness.

                   She looked at me over her shoulder with his cock in one hand.  She smiled.  “You’ve done some work on him, I see.  He never could get this hard before.  Maybe it’s the gym sessions.”

                   “You can’t have him,” I barked, knowing full well where she was going with the compliments.

                   “You may not have a choice but to give him to me,” she teased.  She turned her head and swallowed his cock in one gulp.  She gagged as it hit the back of her throat.  Joseph’s eyes rolled in the back of his head, and he slid his fingers into her soft, dark hair.

                   My body was on fire.  Burning at the sight.  My panties were soaked.  A pool spread between my legs until I felt like I was swimming in my own shame.  I shouldn’t be letting this happen, but I was powerless to stop it.

                   It never felt so good to do something so wrong.

                   Kate bobbed her head up and down over his cock, gagging each time she lowered herself completely.  Joseph couldn’t hold back much longer.  His abs tightened and he prepared to let go when Kate pulled off of him.

                   Such a tease.

                   She stood and slid her panties slowly down her legs.  As she bent over, I could see her bare, wet pussy lips peeking through between her thighs.  My mouth watered, even though I’d never tasted another pussy before.

                   She straddled Joseph’s lap again and lowered herself onto his cock.  Agony swept through me with every inch of his cock that disappeared inside her.  It would no longer be the same.  It was marked by her.  Stained with the scent of pussy.

                   She pressed against his shoulders to lift her hips up and move them back down.  She rode him as he became mesmerized by her swaying breasts.  He sucked on her nipples as her hips rocked over his cock.

                   I couldn’t keep sitting on my hands.  I moved one hand between my thighs, hiking up my skirt.  She won’t notice, I thought.  She’s too busy.

                   But just as my fingers found my clit through the fabric of my panties, Kate turned her head over her shoulder and caught me.  “You like it, don’t you?  You like watching me ride your boyfriend’s cock.  You like knowing he’s been with me before…many times.  And that he prefers me to you.  He always will.”

                   I wanted to fight her on it, but my fingers circled my clit of their own accord.  The faster they played, the more I lost myself to the sensations.  Wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through me.  I played until I moaned my pleasure aloud.

                   Kate laughed as Joseph’s come shot deep inside her.  I didn’t want to come to the view of them, but I couldn’t stop myself.  It felt too good.  Too irresistible.  Kate’s laugh rung in my ears as my body tingled with heat and ecstasy.

                   Joseph and I came down while Kate lay herself on the bed.  “Joseph,” she said.  “Lay next to your favorite girl.”

                   She was testing him, and he failed miserably.  He lay back and wrapped his arms around Kate.  I suddenly felt like a third wheel to my own relationship.

                   “Sara,” she said, spreading her legs and showing me her come-filled pussy.  “I want you to taste him inside me.  I want you to clean me of every drop.”

                   Again, I wanted to fight, but the sight of her pussy dripping with Joseph’s come was too much to walk away from.  The curiosity loomed over me.  I had to know.  I wanted to taste them both at once.  So I pushed myself from my chair and climbed between her legs.  I locked my mouth on her pussy and slid my tongue deep inside.

                   Salty and sweet.  Hot, sticky liquid covered me.  I licked up every drop, just like I was told.  Kate’s hands found my head and she held it in place.  She rocked her hips against my face as I teased her clit with my tongue.  I wanted desperately to make her come.  I wanted to see her vulnerable, if only for a moment.

                   She rocked and arched her back.  She moaned and quivered, until finally it came.  Her body shook and her expression looked pained.  As if it was hard to lose control.  As if it was hard to be vulnerable to anyone.

                   I loved her for it.  I shouldn’t love anyone as horrible as her, but I did.  I became addicted to her moans and the ways her body moved like a spasm.  I wanted to coax another orgasm, and another.  Until she couldn’t take anymore.  Until she was begging me to stop.

                   So I kept licking.  I kept playing.  She tried to push me off, but I wouldn’t let her.  Her body shook again, and again.  I counted four times I made her come.

                   She pulled back quickly, out of breath and almost terrified.  “Please,” she said.  “No more.  I can’t take another orgasm.”

                   Joseph watched with wide eyes.  “I could never make her come,” he said, to which I smiled.

                   “Looks like I’m your weakness,” I told her.  “Maybe you can’t win this thing after all.”

                   She crawled toward me until we were both on our hands and knees, faces inches from each other.  “I already won.  Joseph wants me.  You want me.  Just because you can make me come won’t change that.  Now it’s my turn to have you.  Like I’ll have you again and again.  Because this won’t be the last time you see me.”

                   She lifted herself up and pulled my body into hers.  Her kiss crashed into mine and I turned to pudding in her arms.  Her mouth was hot and fiery.  She twisted and pushed me on my back.  She straddled me, pinning my arms above my head.  I left them there as her fingers went to work on my blouse, unbuttoning one step at a time.

                   She thrust my blouse to the side and pulled down on the cups of my white bra.  She fastened her lips on my nipple, sucking in with such force it almost hurt.  But it felt good.  I flinched and wrapped my arms around her body for support.

                   She moved to my other breast and sucked in my nipple.  This time, she used her teeth and I thrashed under the weight of her body.  She pulled up and laughed.  She slapped my cheek lightly and hooked her thumb between my lips.

                   “You’re going to pay for the torture you put me through,” she said.  “But the punishment will feel so sweet.  Because you’re not as innocent as you want people to think.  You’re a dirty little slut.”

                   My body burned at her words.  Adrenaline coursed through my veins.  She inched her way slowly between my legs, hooking my knees on her shoulders.  Her fingers pushed my skirt up to my hips and then pulled my panties to the side.

                   “You’re so deliciously wet for me,” she said.  And then I felt her hot tongue press to my wet slit.  It pushed its way inside, parting me open for her.  Joseph stared as he stroked his cock to the sight of us.

                   I hated it in a way that made me love it more.  I didn’t want him to get off like this.  I didn’t want him to enjoy my submission to Kate.  But I had enjoyed his.  It was only right that he should enjoy mine.

                   My gaze moved to the ceiling as Kate hooked a finger inside me.  Her lips wrapped around my clit and sucked.  I let out a roar in response to the intense pull she elicited with her mouth.  My nipples stood erect.  My back arched.  She sucked and sucked, occasionally flicking her tongue across my sensitive, hard clit.

                   My fingers clawed at her hair as I moaned over and over.  Painful pleasure.  Intensity I couldn’t handle for much longer.

                   My body writhed against her mouth as a hot bolt of electricity shot through me.  It was unlike every orgasm I’d had before.  It was harsh and punishing.  Painful, yet filled with warm, dizzying euphoria.

                   And then she did it again, and again.  Until I’d come five times for her and collapsed.  My body was almost numb.  She’d sucked all of the feeling right out.

                   And then she surprised me.  She climbed over me and brushed my hair out of my face.  “Absolutely beautiful,” she said, leaning down to gently kiss my cheek.  “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”

                   I glanced at Joseph who’d covered his lap in come.  I’d never even heard him moan.

                   I stared into Kate’s dark eyes and exhaled.  “I guess you win,” I said reluctantly.  But deep down, I was giddy at the thought of seeing her again.  At making her come again.  At submitting to her again.

                   By the look on Joseph’s face, he was equally excited for our new arrangement.  But I felt less his than hers, now.  It was as if Kate was the glue to our new relationship.  It would be completely different now, and Kate would have to stick around for better or worse.
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      “I’m so jealous you have someone for the holidays,” said Kate.  “I can’t believe Brian broke up with me after a year.”

                    “It’ll be okay,” I said, wrapping my arms around my best friend.  I hated that she was alone this month, especially while I was in a relationship.  And it wasn’t just any relationship.  Adam was a real catch.  He was gorgeous, with dark hair and intense eyes.  He had a laugh that lifted your spirits, and he was amazing in the bedroom.

                    I didn’t normally feel bad for Kate, but she also rarely felt bad for herself.  This was a new side to her I’d never seen before, and I hated it.  I wanted Kate to feel loved and confident, and I was desperate to make that happen.

                    “I know you might feel out of place,” I started, my eyes searching hers for any hesitation, “but you’re welcome to hang out with me and Adam during the holidays.  We’re heading up to a cabin this weekend as a matter of fact.  Why don’t you come along with us?”

                    “I couldn’t impose like that, Lisa” she said, wiping a single tear from her perfectly rouged cheeks.  Her fitted, cream sweater let the soft tone of her skin glow.  Her blond waves framed her slender jaw.  Kate was always beautiful, ever since we were young, and I’d always been jealous of her looks.  If she wasn’t my best friend in the entire world, that jealousy might’ve kept me from inviting her to hang out with my boyfriend.

                    But I trusted both of them more than I trusted anyone.  And yet, the thought of them betraying me excited me physically.  It was a confusing little seed, looking for nurture to blossom.  I wasn’t ready to even acknowledge that small desire.

                    “I insist,” I told her, pulling her in for another hug.  She smelled like snow and sugar cookies.  No one could resist her warmth and pleasantness.  But I hoped Adam could.

                    “Are you sure I won’t be a bother?”

                    “Not at all,” I replied, kissing her on the cheek.  “Adam loves you.  We’ll have more fun with you there.”

                    “You’re such a great friend,” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her finger.  “What would I ever do without you?”

                    “Let’s hope we never have to find out.”

                    The trip weighed on my mind the rest of the week.  As the weekend crept closer, my nerves became more wired, and I wasn’t sure why.  Kate had spent time with us plenty of times.  It’s not as if Adam ever hit on her or anything.  He never even looked at her the wrong way.

                    It was then that I realized what had me so nervous.  I wanted him to look at her the wrong way.  And I wanted to see him do it.
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      “Are you sure you don’t mind her tagging along?”  I packed my suitcase while Adam kept trying to distract me with his fingers.  They scaled up my hips and just under the hem of my shirt, tickling my skin.  He seemed in the mood for something other than packing, which made me wonder if he’d be just as grabby at the cabin.  If he was, I wondered if he’d find Kate a nuisance.  If he didn’t, I worried that he might enjoy her presence a little too much.  Of course, part of me wanted him to enjoy her too.

                    “I mean, I was hoping we’d be alone all weekend, but she’s your bestie.  So it’s cool.  Now stop packing and give me a kiss.”

                    He tugged on the belt loops of my jeans until I fell into his lap.  He sat on the edge of the bed, cradling me in his arms and leaning his lips in.  His kiss was fierce and dominating.  His body heat spread through me.  I wanted nothing more than to throw packing aside and shed our clothes, but my phone buzzed just at that moment.

                    “It’s Kate,” I said, checking through my texts.

                    Do we need to pack bikinis?

                    I replied with a no, asking her why she thought we’d need bikinis at a snowy cabin.

                    Hot tub, of course!

                    I glanced at Adam who was fiddling with his watch.  For a moment, I pictured the three of us sitting in a hot tub together.  Me and Kate in our bikinis.  He’d never seen Kate scantily clad before and I wondered what his reaction would be.

                    Bikinis were smart thinking, I texted back.  I forgot about the hot tub.

                    How did you forget about a hot tub? She replied, to which we both laughed and closed out the conversation for the night.

                    I straddled my legs around Adam’s lap and smiled when he looked up at me.  “Do you find Kate attractive?” I asked him bluntly.

                    He stumbled over his words, his eyes swaying back and forth as if looking for the right answer on the floor behind me.  “No, no.  Why would you ask that?”  But I could tell the question had flustered him, and I liked that it did.

                    “It’s okay,” I told him, holding up my hand.  I brushed my fingers along his cheek and leaned forward to kiss his nose.  “I think she’s attractive.  I’d expect you to.”

                    “You think your best friend is attractive?” he asked with a half-smile and a cocked brow.

                    “Yes,” I said, kissing his lips and dragging my tongue along the part between his.  “I think she’s incredibly sexy, and I think you do too.  In fact, I’d like to see how the two of you look together.”

                    He pulled back with a look of shock.  “What do you mean?”

                    “You know…”

                    “I’m afraid I need some clarification-“

                    “Honestly?  I want to see you fuck my best friend until she’s screaming your name.”

                    Adam continued looking shocked, but I could feel his hard on pressing against my pelvis.  He was turned on by the idea, and there was no hiding it.  The only question left was if Kate would be into it.  Hot tub night would be the perfect time to find out.
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      The three of us took my car up to the cabin.  It was a four hour drive, but we didn’t stop laughing the whole way.  We joked, listened to our favorite tunes, and played games to pass the time.  I thought about trying around of truth or dare, but decided against it just yet.

                    “It’s beautiful!” cried Kate as she hopped out of the car and took in the scenery.  The pine trees stood tall above the wood cabin and snow lightly dusted the ground.  “I hope we don’t get any big snow storms while we’re here though.”

                    “I think we’ll be fine,” I said.

                    Adam chimed in, “If we do, we’ll just have to huddle together for warmth.”  I glanced at him with a raised brow and he shrugged.  I was proud of him.  Surprised, but proud.  Maybe we could convince Kate to fulfill my fantasy after all.

                    The first thing we did once inside was make food.  Kate mostly snacked while Adam and I made sandwiches.  Adam left to check out the upstairs while Kate and I hung back in the kitchen.

                    “I still feel bad for ruining your guys’ weekend,” she said.  Her frown was adorable.  I just wanted to pull her in and kiss her cheek.

                    “It’s better with you here,” I said, but I could feel the words I really wanted to say hiding under my tongue.  “I’m glad you came.”

                    “Aw,” she said, throwing her arms around my neck.  Her closeness felt different to me than it had in the past.  It felt tense and my body tingled at the proximity.  Despite the uncertainty, I wrapped my arms around her waist.  It took all the restraint in my body to keep from kissing her when she pulled back.

                    Our noses were inches from each other’s and she smiled with big, bright eyes.  “You’re the best friend anyone could ever ask for.”

                    I cupped her cheek and kissed her nose.  But as I pulled back, she leaned her lips up until they met mine.  I didn’t know what to do, so I pulled back.  Had she meant to kiss me?  The spark that ignited between us was electric, but what if she didn’t feel the same.

                    “Oh my god,” she said, turning her back to me and cupping her face.  “I’m so sorry.  I don’t know what came over me.”  She walked off, chanting, “I’m just lonely.  That’s all.”

                    “Kate, wait!” I called after her, but she had locked herself in the bathroom.  Shit.

                    Just then, Adam came back downstairs.  “The suitcases are in the bedrooms,” he said.  “Where’s Kate?”

                    I rushed over to him and gripped his button up.  I stood on my toes so I could reach his ear to whisper, “She kissed me, but I thought it was an accident and backed off.  Now she’s hiding in the bathroom.”

                    “What?  Are you serious?”  He turned his attention to the guest bath and frowned.

                    “Yeah, it sucks.  I don’t want her to think I wasn’t into it.”

                    “Have you told her?”

                    I shook my head.  “She wouldn’t give me a chance.  Maybe you could go talk to her?”

                    “Me?” he asked, his eyes darting from me to the bathroom door.  “What could I say?”

                    “I don’t know, but I doubt she wants to face me right now.”

                    He sighed, but I could see the concern in his eyes.  “Alright,” he said.  “Hang tight.”  I took a seat on the steps while he turned the corner toward the bathroom.  I heard him knock on the door, but I kept hidden behind the stairway wall.  I didn’t want her to feel awkward near me.

                    “Leave me alone,” said Kate from the other side.

                    “It’s Adam.  Mind if we talk?”

                    The door creaked open.  “Oh, Adam.  I fucked up.”  I peeked my head around the corner and saw her throw her arms around him.  He held her close and my body pulsed with adrenaline.

                    “It’s okay.  Lisa understands,” he said, stroking her hair.  When she pulled back, I hid behind the wall again.  But there was only silence that followed.  When I turned to view them again, their lips were locked, with Adam’s hands inching down toward Kate’s firm ass.

                    Fuck, I thought.  This was what I wanted, but it felt wrong.  It felt like I should step in and pull them apart.  I knew I shouldn’t be watching his hands caress my best friend’s body, but I couldn’t pull my eyes away.  They both looked so hot in each other’s arms, and I couldn’t help but see how far it went.

                    But Kate stopped herself.  Her eyes swept over Adam’s face and she frowned.  “Fuck,” she said.  “I’ve done it again.  I don’t know what’s come over me.”

                    Adam held her chin in his hand and kept her eyes on him.  Then he leaned forward and kissed her hard.  “You really should talk to Lisa,” he said.  “There’s something she needs to tell you.”

                    A tear dropped from Kate’s eye and she wiped it away.  She nodded and I snuck upstairs quickly before she realized I was listening to their conversation.

                    “Lisa?” I heard Kate call.

                    “Up here!”  I had my suitcase on the bed and pretended to be unpacking.  She came around the corner and stepped inside. Her cheeks were bright red and her breasts were practically bursting from her flannel shirt.  I could see a hint of white lace between the buttons.

                    “I’m so sorry about earlier,” she said.

                    “Don’t be.  I totally get it.  I only pulled away because I wasn’t sure if you’d mean to…kiss.”

                    She tucked her hair behind her ear and stepped toward me.  “Really?  So, you wanted to kiss me?”

                    I stared hard at her, wondering how I could tell her the feelings I had for her.  How I wanted to kiss her.  How I wanted to see my boyfriend take her hard.  How I wanted the three of us to have the closest weekend any friends could have.

                    “Yes, I did,” I admitted, keeping everything else hidden for the time being.

                    “Show me,” she said, her body now inches from mine.  I cupped her cheeks and pulled her in close.  My lips crashed with hers and her breath quickened.  I let one hand fall to her collarbone and I smiled at the pace of her heartbeat.

                    With my tongue, I parted her lips and explored her mouth.  She tasted like peaches and I wanted to devour her for days.

                    She pulled back quickly and I was afraid she’d run off again.  “I have to confess something.  I also kissed Adam.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me today.”

                    I pressed a finger to her lips.  “Nothing is wrong with you.  I’ve been trying to find a way to tell you…”

                    “Tell me what?”

                    “How I feel.  What I want.  I need to know if you want it too.”

                    “What do you want?” she asked, her big eyes sweeping over my face.  Her lips were parted to allow her shallow breaths to escape more easily.

                    “I want you.  I want to share Adam with you.  I want to watch him have his way with you.”  She didn’t answer, but her breath quickened.  “Please, tell me you want that too.”  She lifted her hooded eyes to me and nodded slowly.

                    “I was hoping you’d say that,” said Adam who was suddenly standing in the doorway.  I flashed my eyes toward him and Kate turned to face him.

                    “Adam, how long have you-“ but she was silenced with his kiss.  My heart pounded at the sight of them.  Again, I knew it was something I should stop.  It felt unnatural to watch Adam kiss another girl.  But as much as it made my gut twist and knot, my clit was sparking and my pussy dripped with desire.

                    For a moment, their lips parted and their tongues unfurled, wrapping gently around each other’s.  Kate moaned against his kiss and I couldn’t decide if I was jealous of her or of him.  I wanted to kiss Adam the way Kate was, but I also wanted to bring Kate’s orgasms from her throat.  I wondered if she was wet like me, and I wondered how delicious her pussy was.

                    Adam unbuttoned her flannel, revealing the lacy white that lay underneath.  Her breasts were full and heaving.  He kissed her neck, then her collarbone, and lined kisses along the cups of her bra.  He slid a hand around her back, beneath her flannel, and unclasped it.  She moaned, her hooded eyes gazing at me.  I felt uneasy, unsure of what to do with myself.

                    I sat at the corner of the bed, with my hands folded in my lap.  I chewed on my lower lip, trying not to rock my hips despite the ache in my pelvis.  I wanted to come. I needed to come.  But I didn’t want any of it until Kate had first.

                    Adam lifted Kate from the floor and lay her on the bed beside me.  He removed her arms from her shirt and then lifted her bra from her chest.  Her nipples were bright pink and hardened.  My mouth watered.  I couldn’t control myself as I lowered my head down and took one of them in my mouth. As I sucked in, I felt her fingers weave through my hair.

                    Adam groaned while he unfastened her jeans.  Her panties were also a lacy white, and I wondered if she always matched or if this was special.  Had she wanted this as much as we did?  Her white panties were wet with her arousal, as Adam tugged the last scraps of fabric down her legs.

                    She lay perfectly naked before us, both of us hungry for her.  I continued to suck and lick her nipples while Adam spread her legs, preparing to feast on her delicious pussy.  He licked his lips and dipped his head in.

                    His slurps were loud against her mound, but she rocked her hips, seeming to enjoy it.  I knew Adam was a miracle worker down there and in no time she’d be crying out.  I pinched her free nipple while I sucked the other.  Her fingers were still gripping my hair, guiding me when it was too intense.

                    She arched her back and gasped.  Her hips rolled against Adam’s face, rocking back and forth in a rhythm she liked.  I loved seeing her this way; raw and exposed. Vulnerable.

                    I whispered in her ear, “Come for me.”  Within seconds she did, and as she moaned, she kissed me.  I moaned against her lips, cupping her face as Adam brought her to orgasm.

                    He stood up and removed his shirt, throwing it to the floor.  Kate gasped at his hard abs, but she gasped even harder when he slid his jeans and briefs down to his ankles.  His long, thick cock was raging hard.  “I’ve never seen one so big,” she moaned.

                    I stroked her hair while gazing at my boyfriend’s large cock.  “Pretty impressive, isn’t it?”

                    “I’ll say,” she said.  She slid her ass to the edge of the bed and wrapped her legs behind his knees, bringing him in toward her.  She gripped the base of his cock and parted her soft, pink lips.  Her big eyes gazed up at him and he stared down at her.  His fingers worked into her hair while she sank her mouth over him.

                    I couldn’t help but touch myself at the sight.  He gripped her hair, guiding her over his cock.  She nearly choked on its size, and her gagging only made me tingle more.  She was the best friend I could ever ask for, but after this weekend she might be so much more.

                    I threw off my sweater and wiggled out of my leggings.  My panties were soaked, and Adam took notice.  He curled his finger, indicating for me to move next to my best friend.  I did as I was told.

                    His fingers slid in through the side of my panties until he found my wet slit.  He slipped them inside, dragging my wet pool up to my clit with his fingertips.  I leaned back on my elbows and watched my friend suck his cock.  His finger circled my clit and teased me.

                    “Fuck,” I moaned, stroking Kate’s hair.  “Just like that.  Suck him in deep. I want to see you take it all.”

                    Her eyes widened, but she was a good girl.  She choked him down until her lower lip was at his balls.  He threw his head back and moaned, but his fingers continued working my pussy until my legs trembled.

                    “I’m going to come,” I moaned, and then the waves crashed over.

                    Adam pulled his cock from my friend’s mouth and leaned her backward.  He gripped his cock in his hands and placed the head at her shaved pussy.  It looked so beautiful there, like it was meant for me to see.

                    “Mmm,” I moaned, “fuck her good, Adam. After all, she’s been a very naughty girl.”  I smiled, and winked at Kate.  She was already moaning, practically begging for him.

                    I lay down beside her and turned her face toward me.  I kissed her hard to distract her while Adam slipped inside her tight, wet pussy.  She moaned against my lips and I loved the taste of her surprise.

                    I couldn’t help but glance down and watch as he slid his cock in.  He didn’t stop until he was balls deep inside my best friend.  He looked so good inside of her, and she looked so sexy beneath him.  I lowered my mouth to hers and flicked my tongue against her tongue.

                    Adam gripped her hips and moaned as he started pumping in and out of her.  Her breasts swayed as he fucked her and it wasn’t long before he was losing all control.  He fucked her hard and fast, grunting like an animal.  “Fuck,” he groaned.  “Fuck, she feels so good.”

                    I turned to him and cupped his face.  He looked deep into my eyes while he fucked my friend, and I’d never felt closer to him.  I kissed him hard and he winced.  His body stiffened and he let out a loud moan.  I knew that moan.  He was coming.  He was filling my best friend’s pussy with his hot, sticky come.  I only hoped I could clean up after.

                    He pulled out slowly and I licked my lips to the sight of his dripping cock.  I dropped to the floor and wrapped my lips around his head, flicking my tongue against his tip.  I sucked him clean and he fell on the bed beside Kate.  He stretched out his arm and she snuggled into him.

                    I slid between her legs to finish the job.  I slid my tongue inside her come-filled pussy and licked it clean.  She moaned and rocked her hips.  I didn’t stop until she was crying out for more.  I ran my thumb in circles over her clit while my tongue massaged the inner walls of her pussy.

                    She was warm and tasted like salted coconut.  I devoured her hungrily until her body spasmed under me.  She let out a roar – a wild yell.  She was dripping with sweat and shaking.  I felt proud to have made her come, and hoped it wouldn’t be the last time.

                    Adam sucked on her nipples to finish her off.  Her body shook wildly beneath us.  When she came down, I crawled on top of her and kissed her.  She licked the remaining drops of Adam’s semen from my tongue and cheeks.  She was hungry for more, moaning like a whore for the come she’d just taken.

                    I crawled above Adam and straddled his lap.  “I want the cock she just took,” I told him.  “I want to feel both of you inside me.”

                    He groaned and slid his cock inside my wet pussy.  I rocked my hips against his pelvis while he cupped my breasts.  His fingers pinched my nipples, and I let out a scream.  I pushed on his chest, lifting my hips up and slamming them down again.  I rocked my clit against his pelvis and gazed down at my beautiful friend.

                    “Come for me,” she said, reaching a hand between my legs.  Her thumb circled my clit while I lifted my hips up and down my boyfriend’s cock.

                    “Fuck,” I groaned, lowering my head in defeat.  I couldn’t hold back any longer.  Her rhythm was perfect with mine and I came almost instantly.  The intensity shot through me like fireworks.  I came down with a shudder and the two of them wrapped me in their arms.

                    “I love this,” I told them.  “I never want it to end.”

                    “Then it never will,” said Adam, kissing my forehead.  Then he leaned his head around me and kissed Kate.

                    “That’s right,” said Kate, whose voice was in my ear.  “This is only just the beginning.”

                    I hoped it was.  I couldn’t think of anything better.  We still had a whole weekend ahead of us, not to mention the rest of our lives.  “Who’s ready for the hot tub?” I asked with a smile.

                    The three of us cleaned up and headed downstairs for more fun.  I couldn’t help but laugh at what we’d just done.  Before this weekend, I’d been worried about Adam seeing Kate in her bikini.  But he’s already seen so much more.

                    He liked what he saw, and I liked watching him fuck my best friend.  I couldn’t wait to watch them fuck all weekend.  I couldn’t wait to devour their arousal like some mythical beast.  I was hungry for the way they loved each other.  But mostly, I was hungry for the way they both loved me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sweet Dreams

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      I talk in my sleep.  I always have.  But never have I ever said anything audible.  At least that’s what my husband always claims.  “You mumble.  It’s cute,” he usually said after a night where I babbled on.  I’d have been more worried if I’d known just exactly what I might let slip.

                   I’d had the fantasy for a while.  Years, in fact.  At first it made me feel guilty and a little dirty.  I’d sneak off to take a bath and touch myself to the thought of sharing my husband with another woman.  To sharing him with a sexy woman.  Because my husband was the hottest alpha man I’d ever seen, and he could only be paired with an equally sexy woman.

                   My husband, Joe, had muscles that bulged on a wide frame.  His jaw was hard, frequently dusted with dark stubble.  His dark hair occasionally fell into his crystal blue eyes.  And every time he looked at me, my body quivered.  He was strong and commanding, but he could be sweet in our intimate time together.  Despite his sweetness, I never had the courage to tell him about my most forbidden fantasy.

                   Because wives shouldn’t want to share their husbands.  Especially a husband as sexy as mine.  I should’ve counted my blessings that I got him to marry me. I definitely shouldn’t be trying to get him into bed with someone else.

                   But guilt wasn’t the only thing stopping my confession.  Deep down, I wasn’t sure I could actually go through with it.  It’s one thing to fantasize and another to pursue.  What if it knotted me up inside to see him with someone else?  That was if he even agreed to it in the first place.

                   So I planned to keep the secret to myself, forever if necessary.  Everyone had their fantasies, after all.  This was mine to savor with the help of a vibrating bullet between my thighs.  This was my fantasy to dive into, surrounding myself with all the perfection that a fantasy could bring.  No one ever needed to know that I was secretly naughty and dirty.

                   No one needed to know that I was anything other than the good virgin that waited until marriage to finally explore sex.  Nobody thought I could get a guy like Joe to marry me while I was a virgin, but his love for me runs deep.  I just wasn’t brave enough to find out how deep it ran.

                   I woke up the morning after my unwitting confession to Joe sitting at the kitchen table, staring at the wall with thoughts roaming far away from here.  There was a slight upturn to his lips, but I couldn’t tell if he was smiling or not.

                   “Joe?” I asked, snapping him out of his daze.  He looked up and wrapped a suited arm around my waist, pulling me into his lap.  I landed with a thud that sent my feet flying upward.  “Joe, what’s gotten into you?”

                   Despite my concern, I was smiling.  He was never this playful so early in the morning.  My blue nightie inched up my thighs from the fall and I noticed goose bumps forming over the skin.  I pulled my lip between my teeth and fixed my gaze on him.  A halo of light formed around his head from the morning sun.  His hard jaw was clean shaven, but I knew by evening he’d have that stubble I loved so much.  His eyes darted back and forth between mine.  He had something to say, but was holding back.

                   He cleared his throat.  “I, uh…heard something last night,” he said, “in your sleep.  You know how you usually mumble.”

                   I sat up and cleared my throat.  “Yeah, but I don’t ever really say anything.  Right?”

                   “Last night you did,” he said with darkening eyes that seemed hungry.  He swallowed and I wondered if his mouth had gone dry despite the orange juice sitting on the table.  I felt like a virgin all over again.  Like we hadn’t fucked before.

                   His eyes dropped to my lap and his fingers played with the edge of my nightie.  He struggled with the words as much as he struggled to look me in the eye.  “What did I say?” I asked him.  My tone was more serious than I meant it to be, but I was growing concerned.  I could’ve said just about anything in my sleep, and I wasn’t prepared for his answer.

                   “You said my name,” he started.

                   I couldn’t help but laugh.  “That’s it?  Your name?  Joe, what’s gotten into you?”

                   His eyes flicked up to mine and they held my gaze hard.  The intensity burned deep inside me and I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t.

                   “You moaned my name,” he said.  My stomach twisted into a knot and I vowed to keep my mouth shut until he was finished.  “You moaned my name as you begged for more.  And then you begged for something else.”

                   I didn’t ask him what, but I raised my brow to communicate my curiosity.  He cleared his throat as he prepared for his next words.

                   “You begged for her.”

                   My throat tightened.  I could only hope he wasn’t talking about what I thought he was talking about.  “Her, who?” I asked.

                   “I don’t know,” he said.  “But you wanted me to take her, whoever she was.  You begged and pleaded for it.  You told me to sink my shaft into her deep and hard.”

                   He’d lost control of himself now.  One hand gripped my waist tightly while the other tugged at my nightie in an attempt to release some tension, but he was just as tense as before.  I felt my lip tremble as I struggled to explain myself.

                   “It was just a dream,” I said, pushing myself from his lap and hating my inability to admit the truth.  I did want him to take someone else.  I did want him to sink his shaft deep and hard into some other girl’s tight peach.

                   I walked to the kitchen island and gripped its sides while keeping my back to him.  I stared at our cabinets and wondered when we’d get around to remodeling.  I was surprised at how quickly my brain found something else to distract itself, but it could only last so long.

                   Joe’s hands slid around my waist, pinning me between him and the island.  His shaft was hard in his suit against my rear.  I bent over instinctively, stretching my arms across the cool granite.  A shiver shot down my spine as my nubs felt the coldness through my sheer nightie.

                   The sound of Joe’s belt clicking open made my eyes widen.  I made no attempt to stop him.  His hands lifted my nightie up above my hips and then roamed over my bare rear.  I frequently slept without panties which gave him easy access.  His fingers dipped into the crevice between my legs until it found my wet peach.  Until it found my secret want.

                   He had to have known in that moment that I wanted to see him with another girl.  The tip of his shaft pressed to my slick peach and pushed in deep.  I groaned as he buried himself inside me.  Fingers found my messy hair and gripped it tightly, forcing me to arch my back while he pounded me hard.

                   “Is this how I should give it to her?” he growled in my ear.  “Is this hard enough for you?”

                   I shook my head, almost afraid of how far I might push him.  “Harder,” I commanded.  “Deeper.”

                   He groaned and slammed his hips against my rear until I winced in pain.  But the ache felt good.  The ache soothed every desire in my body.  My legs shook as he thrust in and out of me, pushing me against the island over and over again.  He lifted one of my knees upward to give me some support as he pounded harder.

                   “I’m going to come,” I told him, reaching down for my bud and sparking it with my fingers.

                   “Imagine me doing this to some other dirty girl,” he said, his shaft swelling deep inside me.  I closed my eyes and fantasized about him pounding someone else.  My body was soon lost to the waves of ecstasy stronger than I’d ever known.

                   “Fuck,” he and I both moaned in unison.  His hot load warmed me from the inside as he came.  He pulled his shaft free and spun me to face him.  I never felt so dirty or naughty in my entire life.  Joe and I just didn’t have morning sex before work.  He was never that aggressive or demanding.  I was falling in love with this new side to him all because my sleep brain exposed my deepest desires.

                   He cupped his filthy, semen covered hand to my cheek.  “If you really want that,” he said, “I’d be more than happy to oblige.”

                   I choked on my next words, but they still spilled out.  “I really want it.  I really want to see you take some hot little tease.”

                   His eyes were no less hungry than they’d been before.  He kissed me long and hard before heading away to clean himself.  “We’ll talk about this when I get home,” he said, grabbing his brief case and heading out the front door.  “If you want to change your mind, you’ll have the whole day.”

                   I nodded and waited for him to leave before hopping into the shower to wash away his come.  But before I lathered up with soap, I strummed my bud one more time to the thought of his shaft buried inside some stranger’s peach.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      When Joe came back from work we discussed our plans.  We needed to find a willing participant and it would be too difficult to ask someone we knew personally.  I still couldn’t believe this was really going to happen.  My head was spinning as we searched a dating app for a girl to invite into our bedroom.

                   “How about her?” he asked about a redhead that looked on the younger side.

                   I wrinkled my nose and shook my head.  “She looks cold.  Her eyes seem harsh and distant.  Maybe someone bubblier?”

                   He shrugged and swiped through a few more photos.  I stopped his thumb when he came across a brunette with dazzling blue eyes and a wide smile.  “She’s perfect,” I said.

                   “Hmm,” he replied, hovering over her image a little longer.

                   “What is it?”

                   “I agree she’s beautiful, but she almost looks like a good girl type.  I wouldn’t expect her on an app like this.”

                   “There are plenty of good girls who aren’t what they portray to the rest of the world.  It doesn’t surprise me at all.  You can see a hint of mischief in her gaze.  I wouldn’t be surprised if she took this with someone else in the room.”

                   “You can tell all of that from a photo?” he asked.

                   I shrugged.  “So are we going to contact her?”

                   His eyes crashed into mine.  “Only if you’re sure it’s what you want.”

                   “I’m sure,” I said, despite the tickle of hesitation in my throat.  He pinged off a message and we waited while sipping on after supper drinks.  When his phone pinged back, I rushed to his side to see the message.

                   “She’s available now,” he said, showing me a photo she’d attached of her in a sexy black dress.

                   I swallowed the lump in my throat and pulled his phone from his fingers.  I quickly typed our address and hit sent.  “She’ll be here in an hour,” I said, still in disbelief that this was happening.

                   “You think she’s really into this kind of stuff?” he asked with a cocked brow.

                   “I guess we’ll find out,” I said, resuming my position on our midcentury styled chair.  I brought my drink to my lips to try and calm the nerves.  Hopefully I wouldn’t be trying to pull the two of them apart once things got heated.

                   The doorbell rang almost exactly one hour later.  I looked at Joe who’d started reading a book.  He swallowed and slowly rose out of his seat.  “Here goes nothing,” he said, but I could see a hint of an erection in his grey slacks.  He plunged his fists into his pockets and moved toward the door.

                   I stood from my seat and watched as he pulled it open.  The brunette that stood there was tall with just the right amount of curves.  Her mounds were full and lifted and her stomach was taut. I found myself sucking in a bit and breathing through my chest.  “Hi,” she said.  “I’m Hailey.”

                   Her voice was divine.  Smooth as silk and so were her legs.  She stepped into our foyer and Joe introduced us.  “Thanks for coming on such short notice,” I said through a tight throat.

                   She laughed, throwing her dark curls behind her.  “So, you want me to steal your husband, do you?”

                   “I wouldn’t say steal, exactly,” I mumbled.  But she was already marching toward him, wrapping her slender arms around his neck.  Joe instinctively gripped her waist as her lips crashed into his.  It hit me in my gut.  A wife wasn’t supposed to see her husband kiss another woman.  It definitely wasn’t supposed to make her peach soaking wet.

                   But there I was, watching their tongues tangle and dance.  Watching his shaft grow inside his slacks and feeling my panties get wetter by the second.

                   Hailey pulled away and headed in my direction.  She didn’t stop until she stood inches from me, sliding her hands into mine.  “Did that make you wet?” she whispered in my ear.  Before I could respond, she had a hand between my thighs, sliding up underneath my skirt.  “Mmm, it did.  Then I’ll continue.”

                   Before she pulled away, her lips pressed hard into mine.  Her tongue forced its way inside.  I’d never kissed a girl before, but it was heady and light.  I dissolved into our kiss as her tongue probed my mouth.

                   Her hands slowly slid up to my waist while she gazed at me.  She seemed to be seizing me up with her head tilted back waiting for a reaction.  I didn’t give her one.  I was immobilized by her touch.  Her fingers found my mounds, cupping them through my blouse.  Joe stood dumbfounded in the corner of the room, palming his erection through his pants.

                   “Your mounds are so nice,” she said.  “Mind if I taste them?”

                   “Fuck,” Joe said, unzipping his slacks and pulling his shaft free.

                   I nodded, speechless.  Hailey slowly unbuttoned my blouse and pulled the cups of my bra down beneath my mounds.  “Delicious,” she said after swiping her tongue along my hardened nub.  I moaned and my knees weakened.  My legs were clammy and shaking as she wrapped her lips around my pink nub and teased me.

                   “Oh,” I moaned, sliding my finger through her soft, brown hair.  She pulled her face up to mine and kissed me again, leaving my nubs to harden more in the cool air.

                   “I’m glad you enjoy me,” she teased.  “Now I’m going to take your husband until he can’t think straight.”

                   My mouth went dry and I nodded.  I felt heavy and light at the same time, and dropped into my chair to watch them.  I shifted from the tingle between my legs.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was touching myself to the sight of them.

                   Hailey strutted over to Joe, dropping to her knees before him.  “Give me that big shaft,” she commanded.  He dropped his hands to his side and she took control.  She wrapped her slender hand around his thick shaft and opened her mouth wide.  Her tongue unfurled and slid along the underside of his shaft.

                   My legs quivered.  I slid my skirt up to my hips and dipped my fingers inside my wet panties.  My bud sparked at the hint of my fingertips, so I grazed it lightly.  I didn’t want to come too soon.  I didn’t want to come before they had.

                   Hailey wrapped her lips around my husband’s head and sucked her cheeks in, drawing him deeper inside.  I lightly circled my bud, still in disbelief that this was happening.  It was hotter than I’d even imagined, but it was wrong. I knew I should be putting a stop to this before it progressed, but I couldn’t.  I was lost to the euphoria of seeing my husband with another woman.

                   She moved her head back and forth until Joe gripped her hair.  He guided her and slammed his hips in and out of her.  His lips were an O and his eyebrows furrowed.  He was lost to the moment, to the sensation, to the dirty filth of this strange girl’s mouth.

                   “Fuck,” he groaned, flashing his eyes to me for a second.  His expression never relaxed.  He was trying hard not to blow.  But he couldn’t hold back much longer.

                   Hailey reached for his balls and massaged them, bringing him over the edge.  His abs clenched and he rocked against her throat faster.  She gagged and spit.  She was much dirtier than I was.  I wondered if he’d still enjoy being with me after having someone like her.  Someone dirty like her.  Someone as sexy as she was.

                   Despite the conflicted feelings, my fingers went to work circling my bud.  My husband groaned and hunched over Hailey with a fist full of her hair.  He shot his load into her throat and she struggled to swallow it, leaving a few trails to drip down her chin.  It was so hot I almost came, but I pulled my fingers back to keep under control.

                   She pulled back and looked me straight in the eye.  She curled her finger and motioned for me to join her, but I wasn’t sure I could move.  My legs were jelly and my stomach tangled in knots.  I slowly rose to my feet, my mounds still hanging out from my blouse, and made my way toward her.

                   I dropped to my knees and she kissed me, letting me taste Joe’s come on her tongue.  I probed her mouth, enjoying every drop of what she took.  As we kissed, she untied the halter strap of her dress until it fell down to her waist, revealing her naked mounds.

                   I’d never had the urge to touch a woman before, but there was something about Hailey.  I slowly lifted my hands to her mounds and she let me cup them.  Her nub hardened against my palm sending a warm shiver through my body.  I lowered my mouth to one of her mounds and sucked on her nub.  She slid her fingers into my hair and said, “Good girl.”

                   My peach ached to be touched.  My bud sparked from the slightest touch.  I thought I might come right there just by being called a good girl.  I wanted so badly to be her good girl.

                   “Would you like to taste my peach?” she asked with those sparkling eyes.  I choked on my response, glancing up at Joe who was stroking his shaft again.

                   “Do it,” he commanded, taking me by surprise.

                   “I want to, yes,” I told Hailey.  I was searching to be called a good girl again, but she didn’t say so yet.  She just lifted her dress up to her hips, revealing a naked and shaved peach.

                   “I don’t like to wear panties,” she said with a cocky grin.  She leaned back on the hardwood and spread her thighs apart.  Her peach was puffy and soft.  I ran my fingers across the swollen flesh and my eyelids fell.  I soaked in the feeling of her wet lips, eager for my mouth and touch.  I slid a hooked finger inside her and delighted at the sound of her soft moan.

                   I leaned forward on my hands and knees and pressed my mouth to her peach.  She groaned, weaving her fingers in my hair and holding me close.  I slid my tongue up and down her slit, circling her bud until her hips were bucking wild.  “That’s my good girl,” she moaned, only coaxing me to continue with the madness.

                   I sucked on her bud until she writhed on the floor.  Joe stroked his shaft slowly above us.  I ran a hand up to Hailey’s mounds and tugged on her nubs while I licked and sucked her hard.  She shook and moaned louder and louder.  “I’m going to come!” she cried as I plunged my tongue deep inside her.

                   Her peach clenched and throbbed against my tongue as moan after moan escaped her.  By the time I pulled my mouth away, I was more than eager to see Joe fucking that very same peach.

                   Joe quickly took my place between her thighs.  He got to his knees and moved to the side to watch as he positioned his cockhead for her glistening wet slit.  “Fuck,” he groaned as he slid it in slowly.  She looked tight – much tighter than I was.  She clenched his thick shaft and moaned as he entered.

                   “Your husband is so fucking big,” she moaned.  “I don’t know if I can take him.”

                   “You can,” I told her, stroking a hand down the side of her face while my other hand strummed my bud.

                   Hailey squeezed the hand by her face as Joe buried himself balls deep inside her.  It was the strangest sensation to give my husband to another woman.  I should never have seen his shaft slide into someone else’s peach, but it ignited a fire in me that I didn’t know was there.  My bud sparked and begged for released.  My peach ached and dripped with desire.

                   “Take her hardd,” I moaned with a ferocity I didn’t know I had.  He nodded with his furrowed brows and leaned his hands on either side of Hailey’s hips.

                   Joe began pounding into her.  Hailey’s expression slipped between painful and euphoria.  He was dominating her like she’d never been dominated.  I circled my bud and dipped my fingers into my soaking wet peach while I watched.

                   His shaft slid in and out.  His balls swung proudly as he claimed her.  He leaned down and sucked on her nubs, encouraging her to arch her back and cry out.  His hips slammed against hers over and over again.

                   Then, in one swift motion, he flipped her onto her belly and began pounding her from behind.  Her rear was perfect and round as he gripped it in his fists.  He slammed into her until she couldn’t take it anymore.  Her fingers moved between her legs and circled her bud while he fucked her hard.

                   I felt breathless watching them.  My fingers ached and my peach was on the verge of coming.  Joe groaned out and I knew he was about to come too.  I focused on his shaft disappearing inside of her.  I focused on her moans – moans I was never meant to hear.  I focused on the guilt of sharing my husband with another woman, and then it happened.  My body convulsed through an orgasm.  Shocks of electricity shot up and down my spine.  My head became dizzy and my skin flushed with heat.

                   “Fuck,” groaned Joe as he emptied his load in Hailey for a second time.  Her fingers moved wildly over her bud as she panted in rhythm to his pounding.  They came in unison, her moans mixing perfectly with his.  And when Joe pulled back, his come dripped out of Hailey’s peach toward the floor.

                   “Sorry for the mess,” she said once she flipped over and caught her breath.

                   “I don’t mind one bit,” I said, and I honestly didn’t.  Hailey had given me the greatest gift I could ever ask for.

                   And none of it would’ve happened if I didn’t talk in my sleep.
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      Stacy swung her shopping bag over her shoulder.  Her eyes were focused on the lingerie display in the window.  “Sexy isn’t it?” she asked with a wink.

                   I shrugged, trying to seem indifferent, but I could feel my cheeks heating up.  I wasn’t one to wear anything fancier than a simple pair of white, cotton.  Despite being with my boyfriend, Nick, for a year, we both still lived at home.  There just wasn’t a good way to dress up for him.  And if there was, I didn’t have the confident to try it.

                   “Come on, Jenny,” she said.  Her blond waves swayed as she leaned forward to poke me.  “You’d look stunning in something like that.”

                   A smile rose on my cheeks that I couldn’t hold back.  The thought of Stacy finding me stunning pleased me more than it should.  I didn’t tell her that I often found her stunning, as well.

                   Stacy had blond hair with blue eyes and a yearlong tan.  She was the envy of every girl that saw her.  I was no exception.  She had an hourglass figure, despite being rather slender and I could never tell if I wanted to look like her or just look at her.  Both seemed appealing in their own right.

                   “Should we move on?” I asked.  “I still need to find something for Nick.  Guys are so hard to shop for.”

                   She placed a hand on her hip and narrowed her eyes at me.  “I think I just found the perfect gift right here.”

                   “I’m not wearing that,” I insisted.  The thought of dressing up in some silly lace horrified me.  I was a simple girl.  As long as Nick was happy with that, I was happy.  I didn’t want to raise his expectations of me in the bedroom.

                   “Just try it on, at least.  It would look so good.  Maybe it’d raise your confidence a little.”

                   I glanced at the mannequin in the window and chewed on my lip.  I tried to feign confidence every day, but Stacy saw through me.  My constant blushing at her remarks didn’t help.  She knew I was putty in her hand and she aimed to mold me.

                   “What is there to lose?” I asked with a giggle.

                   “Just your inhibitions,” she teased.  I watched her hips shake as she skipped inside, her shopping bag swinging back and forth.  She was nineteen years old, but had no qualms with skipping and giggling like she was younger.  It was no wonder to me why she had so many boyfriends in rotation.  Constant dating wasn’t my style, but I couldn’t help envy the attention she received.

                   I followed her inside and felt my ears vibrate with the music.  “It’s loud in here,” I said with a raised voice.

                   “It helps get you in the mood!” she called.  I was still trying to figure out what mood they were going for when Stacy started dancing.  She held up a bra and tilted it back and forth while giggling.  I shook my head, but felt my cheeks heating up again.  I made an attempt to dance, but felt silly.  I silly-danced my way over to her.  She wrapped her arms around me lovingly.

                   “You should wear these,” she said, brushing her fingers over soft black lace.

                   “I don’t know.  Then Nick is going to start expecting something like this from me.”

                   “Hey,” she said, pulling my chin to hers, “you said you’d try something on at least.  Try on the bra that goes with it.”

                   I chewed on my lip while deciding.  Stacy always brought an element of fun to my life.  But with each drop of fun, there was a wave of risk.  Still, I felt my life was the all the better because of her.  She was the one who had introduced me to Nick in the first place.

                   “Okay. I’ll try it.”

                   I took the skimpy piece of cloth to the dressing room and locked myself inside.  I laughed to myself.  I wouldn’t really have to try it on if I didn’t want to.  How would Stacy know?  But she would know.  She could read me like a book.

                   I didn’t have a chance to find out.  There was a knock on the door and a whisper.  “Jenny, let me in.”

                   I sighed and unlocked the door for her. She slithered in quickly before an attendant could see.  “You haven’t even tried it yet,” she teased.

                   “I just got in here.”

                   “Well go on.”

                   She smiled as she commanded me.  It wouldn’t be the first time she’d seen me so vulnerable and exposed, but each time never got easier.  My legs quivered just at the thought of her eyes on my bare skin.

                   I lifted the hem of my shirt and tossed the soft cotton to the floor.  I reached behind my back and unhooked the clasp of my bra.  I felt it drop, exposing my skin to Stacy.  She licked her lips and I wondered if it was subconscious.

                   I picked up the new bra and put it on, carefully clasping it behind me.  It was so dark.  So lacy.  It pushed my breasts up, making them appear fuller than they ever had before.

                   “Gorgeous,” she said, touching my shoulder and sending a chill down my spine.  “Wasn’t I right?”

                   “Aren’t you always?”

                   “Not always,” she said with a smile.  I stared at her reflection in the mirror.  I was short and curvy next to her thin frame.  But Nick always claimed to like that about me.  My breasts were a similar size to Stacy’s, despite our height difference, making mine look a little smaller on my frame.  Stacy smiled at me lovingly, and I felt warm inside, uncertain why she loved me so much.

                   “I don’t think I can go through with this,” I said.

                   “Nonsense.  Nick will love it.  It will be the perfect gift to him.”

                   “You really think so?”

                   “I do.  I have other ideas of course, but let’s start small.”

                   “What…other ideas?”

                   She laughed, but her eyes seemed to be holding back something dark.  “If you really want to know I’ll tell you.  Just not here with your shirt off.  Come on, get dressed and finish shopping.  Then we’ll go to my place after.”

                   “I’m not buying the bra,” I argued.

                   “Then I’m buying it for you.”  She was stubborn and determined.  She did end up buying it for me.  She shoved it into one of my shopping bags when I wasn’t looking.  Of course, I wasn’t paying too much attention since I couldn’t stop thinking about what her other gift ideas could be.

                   I couldn’t wait to end up back at her place.
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      I hadn’t even noticed the lingerie in my bag by the time we reached Stacy’s place.  I was absent minded enough to forget she’d even bought it.  My new focus was on her wild ideas, even though I knew I’d probably shoot down every one of them.

                   I followed her upstairs to her room where we sat on the edge of her bed.  Her jean covered leg pressed into mine and it might as well have been bare the way it shot a spark through my body.  She reached a hand to my chin and pulled it toward her.

                   “Ready for my big idea?”

                   “I thought you had several.”

                   “Several ideas are involved.”

                   “What does that mean?”

                   She laughed.  “You’re so cute, Jenny.  Just listen, okay?  And try to be open-minded.”

                   I swallowed and my tongue was dry.  “Okay.”

                   “Has Nick ever mentioned any fantasies of his?”

                   “What kind of fantasies?”

                   She rolled her eyes.  “You know.  Two girls?  Anything like that?”

                   “He knows not to suggest those things around me.  I still haven’t done…it yet.”

                   She gasped and her eyes flew wide open.  “Tell me you’re kidding!  You’ve been together a whole year and you haven’t done anything?  Have you even sucked him off at all?”

                   “Ew, gross!” I squealed with a laugh.  Our conversation made me feel strange.  My stomach turned, but I was wet between my legs.  My pelvis ached and I didn’t know why.  Her words seemed dirty in a way that should make me want to take a shower.  Instead, I wanted to hear more.

                   She leaned into me, her sweet mango shampoo wafting under my nose.  Her blue eyes were saucers as she inched closer.  She watched my expressions closely, evidently trying to see what I’d do.  “Do you want me to kiss you?” she asked, placing a hand on my thigh.

                   I couldn’t respond.  I was frozen in place.  She smiled, as if I’d revealed something to her, and then her lips crashed into mine.  My heart raced and before I knew it, I was on my back, lips pressed to my best friend.

                   Her hair draped around us like a curtain.  “Every guy has this fantasy,” she said.  “I doubt Nick would be any different.  Why not give him the ultimate present?”

                   “Because, it would be my first…time.  It’s supposed to be special.”

                   “It will be.  I’ll get to be there to supervise, and share, of course.  Don’t you think it would be better with me there?”

                   My throat tightened, but my pelvis ached and warmed.  I wanted to be touched.  It was unbearable.  I’d never wanted to be touched so badly in my life.

                   I could only nod.  Despite my societal conditioning, I knew it would be better if she was there.  But how could I even arrange it?

                   “That’s a good girl,” she said, stroking my hair.  “Why don’t you call him and plan a date night.  You’ll wear your hot little unmentionables that I bought you and I’ll hide somewhere until you’ve announced his gift.”

                   “You’ll hide?”  I couldn’t help but giggle.  She silenced me with her kiss, and I let myself be silenced.  I liked the taste of her lips.  Like berries and cream.  I wondered what other parts of her tasted like too…

                   “Go on,” she said, climbing off of me.  “Give him a call and set it up.”

                   “Right now?”

                   “Right now.”

                   I pulled out my phone, my face still feeling flushed.  “Hey, Nick?”

                   “Hey baby,” he said.

                   “I was hoping we could have a date night soon.  I have an early Christmas gift for you.”

                   “Is that so?” I could almost hear him smiling.  “What’s so special about it?”

                   I giggled and so did Stacy.  “If I tell you, you might guess it.  You’ll just have to wait and see.”

                   “I’m free tomorrow night, does that work?”

                   I looked at Stacy who was nodding.  “Yes, that’s perfect.”  I hung up the phone and wondered if I could really go through with it.

                   “So I’ll come to your place and doll you up before he comes over.  Then, I’ll hide in your bedroom closet until you reveal his present.”

                   “What if he doesn’t want to do it?”

                   “Oh, he’ll want to.  Trust me.  If he doesn’t though, maybe I’ll just watch the two of you from the closet.”

                   “That’s weird,” I said, but I couldn’t keep from smiling.

                   “It’s weird to some people.  But for others it’s a way of life.”

                   I didn’t know what she was talking about, but I trusted her anyway.  I went home and let my mind drift to all the possibilities that would happen in the next 24 hours.  Then I slid a hand between my legs and relieved the ache pulsing there.
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      Stacy came over two hours ahead of Nick.  I tried on the new lingerie in front of her and she nodded in approval.  “You look hot.  He’s going to lose it.”

                   “What are you wearing?”

                   She took off her shirt and jeans to reveal a deep purple bra and panty set that complimented her olive undertones.  My mouth watered at the sight of her and I didn’t even know why.  “What do you think?”

                   “I think it’s sexy,” I said.  “What if he likes you better than me?  I mean, you’re experienced.”

                   She moved toward me, our bodies only covered by thin lace.  My nipples were hard and my pelvis ached.  She pressed her lips to mine, and for a moment her breasts brushed against mine.  “Don’t worry.  Men love being a girl’s first.  Nothing will take that away from him.  I’m just there to spice it up even more.  And to make sure you’re having fun, of course.”

                   I nodded and felt silly for asking.  But Stacy always made me feel better.  “You’re such a good friend,” I told her.

                   “After tonight, we’ll be a little more than friends.”  The thought of that made my legs tingle and made the nub between them spark.  I wanted to be touched again, badly.  “Alright, let’s do your makeup and then get you in a cute little dress.”

                   I let her fix me up.  She kept my makeup light and simple.  She found my best dress, a little blue number, and zipped up the back for me.  “Aren’t you going to get dressed now?” I asked.  She’d done everything covered only in lace.

                   “No,” she said.  “You’re going to seduce him with that dress.  Once it’s off you, you bring up the idea of sharing him with another woman.  When he agrees, you’ll signal toward the closet and I’ll pop out in what I’m wearing.”

                   I giggled.  “He’ll be so surprised.”

                   “Just remember.  If he doesn’t agree, I’m content to watch.”

                   “Okay.”

                   Minutes later there was a knock at the door.  Stacy took her place in the closet and I rushed toward the front of the house.  I pulled the door open and Nick’s eyes were fixated on my body, scanning me up and down.  “You look amazing,” he said.  “Is that my present?”

                   “It’s the beginning of it,” I said.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him hard.  I kissed him like Stacy had kissed me.

                   Once he was inside with the door closed, I pulled the thick strap of my dress down my shoulder to reveal the dark lace underneath.

                   “Holy cow,” he said with wide, brown eyes.  I loved the tone of his eyes with his dark hair.  It made him seem edgy and mysterious.  “What’s that for?”

                   “Come upstairs,” I said.  “I’m keeping your present there.”

                   He followed me upstairs and I could feel his gaze on my hips the whole way.  I wondered if he’d been able to sneak a peek under my skirt on the way up.  I hoped he did.

                   Once in my room with the door locked, I pushed him on the bed.  He bounced there and leaned back on his elbows, staring at me.  “What’s gotten into you?”

                   I reached for my zipper with shaky hands.  “I want you to take me,” I told him.  “Hard and dirty.”  His jaw dropped along with my dress.  He stared at my half naked body and I noticed a bulge in his jeans.

                   “Are you sure?  We don’t have to.”

                   “I want to,” I said, walking toward him and straddling his lap.  I hoped I wasn’t making a fool of myself.  I’d only seen sex a few times in movies, and I wasn’t as pretty as some of the actresses.  I must’ve been doing something right, because his hands landed on my thighs, making me shiver.

                   “Only if you’re certain,” he said, pressing his lips to mine and sliding his tongue into my mouth.  Wearing only lingerie while his tongue probed me made me fierce and fiery.  I exhaled and pushed into him, feeling the wetness build between my legs.

                   He slid one hand down over the dark lace there and I trembled at his touch.  When his fingers dipped inside my panties, I thought I might come right there.  “This isn’t all of your present,” I told him, trying to regain composure.

                   “Oh?”

                   “How would you like two girls at once?”

                   His eyes narrowed.  “Is this a trick question?”

                   “No, tell me honestly.”

                   “Honestly?  I mean, yeah.  I’d love that.  But we don’t-“

                   His eyes darted to the closet as the doors swung open.  Stacy stepped out in her purple lingerie and walked toward us.  She sat beside him on the bed, leaning her full breasts against his shoulder.  “Happy Holidays,” she said with a smile before kissing my boyfriend right in front of me.

                   I felt a pang of jealousy, but also a rush of excitement.  This was wrong. It was very wrong, but the more wrong it felt, the wetter I became.  I wanted to see more.  I picked up one of Nick’s hands and placed it on Stacy’s chest.  He didn’t fight me.  He massaged her tits until her bra straps slipped down.  He tugged her cups down under her breasts and played with her nipples.  She moaned into his mouth and my hips started bucking on their own.  I was riding along his bulge, feeling it grow harder and harder as we continued.

                   “I can’t believe this,” he said, pulling his lips away from Stacy and then pressing them to mine.  Stacy reached behind me and unclasped my bra, helping me to remove it.  Nick stared at my breasts for a moment before wrapping his lips around my nipple, sending hot sparks throughout my whole body.

                   “Oh,” I cried.  “It feels so good.”

                   “That’s right,” said Stacy.  “It’s the best feeling in the whole world.”  As Nick worked on my breasts, she kissed me.  Having both of them at the same time was driving me wild.

                   “Just wait until you have his dick in your mouth,” she said.  I pulled back and looked at her with confusion.  “Come on.  I’ll do it with you.  It’ll be fun.”

                   Nick was lost to the idea.  “Yeah, baby.  Come on.  It won’t bite.”  He reached for the button on his jeans and unfastened them.  He slid them down over his hips with his briefs until his long, thick member stretched out.

                   “Oh fuck,” said Stacy when she saw the length of him.  “You are well endowed, baby.”

                   Nick smiled.  “You’re welcome to take a closer look if you like.”

                   Stacy slid down the side of the bed and bent over him.  I followed her lead.  She gripped the base of him and stretched out her tongue.  “Do it with me,” she said.  I stretched my tongue out and we licked him up and down at the same time.  Our tongues touched as we licked, and I loved tasting both of them at once.

                   “Now watch me suck him.  Then you try.”  I pulled back and watched her lips wrap around his head.  She lowered down over him and he moaned.  It was all so dirty.  So wrong.  But I loved every second of it.

                   I loved watching him disappear inside her.  I loved the sight of her puffed out cheeks as she tried to take him deep.  She pulled back and gasped, then handed his dick to me.  “You’re turn.”

                   I gripped the base of him and mirrored her actions.  I wrapped my lips around his head and lowered down.  I gazed up at him and his eyes were dark and full of want.  His hand pressed on the back of my head to help guide me down.

                   I felt him push against the back of my throat and I gagged.  I felt like I couldn’t breathe.  Just then, he released his hand and I came up for air.  My body was trembling and I went in again.  I couldn’t get enough of him filling me up.

                   Stacy stroked my hair as she watched.  “That’s it.  You’re doing so good for your first time.  Get him nice and hard so he can split you open.  It feels so good when they make you hurt.”

                   I gagged a few more times before Stacy pulled me off him.  Nick looked as if he was in pain when I stopped.  “Now, I’m going to climb on your boyfriend and show you how to work him in.  I want you to lay down next to his lap and watch closely.”

                   I climbed up on the bed and rested my head against Nick’s hip.  He slid his fingers into my hair and gripped tightly as if forcing me to watch.  Stacy removed the last of her lingerie.  I could smell the scent of her arousal from a foot away.  It was so appetizing and I wanted to taste her.

                   She climbed up onto Nick’s lap and positioned his hard head at her entrance.  It was dripping wet and starting to coat his shaft.  “Fuck,” he groaned as she slowly lowered herself down over him.  “Damn,” he said again.

                   I watched his thick rod split her open.  The beautifully soft petals of her sex spread around him and I could see her pulsing and gripping him.  I wondered how long he could last inside such a beautiful hole.

                   She lowered all the way down and moaned as her cIit touched his pelvis.  She rocked her hips over him, driving him deeper and deeper insider her.  I couldn’t keep my hands off of her.  I palmed her breasts as she rocked, and it drove her wild.  She slammed her hips over him again and again.  I was worried he’d release his load inside her.

                   She let out a little squeal and her body shook.  I wondered if she was coming.  She caught her breath and then hopped off, motioning for me to take her place.  It was all so intimidating and I hoped I wouldn’t be bad at it.

                   I straddled his lap and positioned his head at my slick entrance.  He was already coated in Stacy.  I was grateful for the added lubrication.  Nick gripped my hips and gazed at me with hooded eyes.  “I’ll be gentle,” he said.

                   I slowly lowered down and winced as he stretched me wide.  “Shit,” I cried as the pain built in my pelvis.  But a moment later I adjusted, and it started to feel good.  It started to feel too good.  I worked him deep inside me until my cIit touched his pelvis and I felt a spark.  A hot spark that spread through my entire body.

                   I lost control of myself.  I rocked my hips back and forth while Stacy played with my breasts.  His dick was so long and thick.  It completely filled and stretched me.  “That’s it.  That’s a good girl,” said Stacy and Nick agreed.

                   I loved being their good girl.  I loved that Stacy was right beside me during my first time.  I wanted her to always be beside me.  I wanted to always share Nick with her and her with him.  The thought of it made my head fuzzy and my body burn with heat.

                   Strange waves crashed through me, followed by little sparks.  “Oh!” I cried as my body shook.  Stacy smiled and Nick slammed into me harder and faster.  It felt so good, but it was nothing compared to when he moaned with me.

                   “Shit!” he cried, sitting up and gripping my hips tightly.  He thrust in and out of me until his hot load filled me deep.  It felt so good to be filled by him.

                   I collapsed against him while he finished and then we came down in each other’s arms.  Stacy lay beside us and smiled.  “You did great,” she said, and I kissed her hard.

                   I climbed off of Nick and rolled onto my back.  Stacy appeared between my legs with a hungry look.  Her tongue stretched out and dragged along my slit, tickling it.  “I want to taste your boyfriend’s come in you,” she said.

                   Nick rolled onto his side to watch as Stacy licked me clean.  It felt so natural having her down there.  “Will we get to do this again?” I asked.

                   “Only if you beg for it,” she teased.

                   “Please,” I begged, looking between her and Nick.  “Please let’s do this again and again and again.”

                   “Your wish is my command,” said Stacy.

                   Nick showed his approval by pressing his lips into mine and moaning.  I knew our relationship would never be the same again.  But it would be better.  Much, much better.
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      From the moment Jason and I moved into our new townhouse, I knew there was something too good to be true about the neighborhood; something a bit too perfect, though I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. If I had known the older, but very attractive – and very determined – Serena lived next door, I might’ve reconsidered.  If I had known it would completely change my relationship with my husband, I might never have moved in.

                  When we first saw the neighborhood, we were captivated; or, I was, at least. Jason’s most important interest had been the close proximity to his new executive job downtown. After that, little mattered in the way of what our home looked like. That was my responsibility; and I happily obliged. Our corner home had everything; even a vibrant lilac that dangled from a little trellis out front, scenting the air with a spring-like perfume that nearly had me forgetting that the temperature was falling and the leaves in the road were changing bright orange and gold. It didn’t take long after we’d had our things moved in, for me to begin tweaking the interior to my liking. Of course, each step of the way, I found myself seeking reassurance from my fiancé.

                  “Babe, you get paid to do this stuff for a living; obviously it’s going to look good,” Jason said, as he brushed down his suit and dragged a hand through his sandy-blonde hair, perfectly cut and styled and ready for the busy-season downtown.

                  I was left there, wringing my hands and digging my heel into the hardwood of the foyer. “I know, but still,” I continued. My hazel eyes darted every which way, before Jason caught my chin in his hand and brought me up to face him. “Hey, you’re overthinking it. Why don’t you go sit out back for a bit and get some fresh air?”

                  I nodded and watched as he headed out, before deciding to heed his advice. I took a deep breath and wandered toward a small bench that overlooked our modest yard. A bit of stonework led down toward it, and from there, perfectly manicured emerald grass that the townhome association took great care to upkeep.

                  I felt a sense of anxiety. This isn’t going to work, is it? I thought to myself. I looked down at myself, still in pajamas and a loose t-shirt as I cradled a mug of coffee in both hands. The cold morning air drifted about me, with the warmth from the mug against my palms as the only salve.

                  Soon, that little corner of the yard would become my sanctuary.  And even sooner would it lead to the first time I caught Serena sunbathing naked in the yard next door.

                  Serena was an older woman with a young, fit body and smooth, soft skin.  She was old enough to be my mother. Her hair was dark and thick, and her breasts were fuller than mine.  The first time I caught her naked, my jaw fell open.  I was sitting on the other side of the hedge, hoping I was well hidden, because I couldn’t look away.

                  Her long legs stretched out along her chair, and her nipples were hard and erect.  I couldn’t help but notice her alluring, trimmed hair just above her pussy.  I didn’t know why, but the sight of her made my mouth water.  I shifted in my seat, feeling a spark ignite between my legs.

                  I should get out of here, I thought, but couldn’t find an escape.  Eventually, I lowered myself to the ground, looking for a way out.

                  “You don’t have to hide!” she called from the other side.  I cursed under my breath and stood up.

                  I waved, but my cheeks burned with heat.  “Sorry.  I didn’t mean to stare.  You kind of caught me off guard.”

                  Her thin smile made me uneasy, as if she knew something I didn’t.  “That tends to happen,” she said.  “Do you want to come over for a drink?”

                  I looked at my phone.  “It’s too early for me, but thanks anyway.”

                  “Suit yourself.  My name is Serena, by the way.”

                  “Amber,” I called back.

                  She nodded and smiled.  “It was a pleasure to meet you,” she said.  She spoke the word pleasure as if honey was dripping from her mouth. It made my legs quiver and my thighs clenched together in response.  I turned to head into the house when I noticed Jason in the upstairs window, looking out of breath.  I raced inside to see if he was okay, only to find his pants down around his ankle with his cock in his hand.

                  “Jason, what the hell?”

                  He gasped, released his cock, and fumbled with his pants.  “Meeting finished early,” he said while avoiding eye contact.

                  “So you decided to jerk off to the sight of our neighbor?”

                  “I-I…”

                  “You didn’t see me down there, did you?”

                  He lowered his head.  He swiped a hand through his hair.  “I’m sorry.  I thought you were out.  It’ll never happen again.”

                  I sulked on the edge of the bed, but his words didn’t comfort me.  I wasn’t sure why, but knowing that Serena turned my husband on infuriated and excited me.  My body was hotter than it’d been in months.  My cheeks felt flushed and my clit sparked with the need to be touched.

                  Jason fastened his pants, but I reached for him.  “Don’t,” I said.  “Please, fuck me.”

                  His eyes widened, but he didn’t argue.  He shimmied his pants back off and removed his tie and button up.  He pushed me backward on the bed and ran a hand between my legs, up under my pink sundress.  “You’re soaking wet,” he groaned as his fingers collided with my wet panties.

                  I turned my face to the side out of embarrassment.  “I guess I can’t completely blame you for watching her.  I almost couldn’t turn away myself.”

                  “You little minx,” he teased, kissing my neck and the lobe of my ear. I arched my back and his fingers worked inside my panties, circling my clit and spreading my wetness over my skin.  I moaned as he played, my hands reaching eagerly for his long, thick cock.  “You know just how I like it.”

                  “Maybe I don’t know all that much,” I told him, struggling to get the words out.  “Maybe you need some more excitement.”

                  He leaned on his elbow beside my head.  His breath rolled over my nose.  “Oh yeah?  What did you have in mind?”

                  “Maybe we need to experiment,” I said, searching his eyes for an understanding.  “To open our relationship up.  Maybe I could share you.”

                  His cock hardened in my grasp and I knew I’d said the magic words.  “Fuck, Amber.  Fuck, I hope you’re not teasing me.”

                  My body responded just as well to the suggestion, but my chest ached at the thought.  Could I really share my husband?  And with who?  Serena, next door?  Just because she liked to sunbathe naked?  There was no way she’d go for it.

                  “I don’t know,” I told him honestly.  “It’s just a thought.”

                  “I’ll take it,” he growled, sliding his torso between my thighs and moving my panties to the side.  He rubbed the length of his shaft along my wet pussy, sending sparks through my body.  He teased my clit with the head of his cock until I was begging for him.

                  “Please,” I moaned.  “I can’t take it anymore.  I need to feel you inside me.”

                  “My pleasure,” he said, shoving his cock in balls deep all at once.  I groaned as I thought about the way Serena had said pleasure.  I pictured him fucking her like he was fucking me, and I couldn’t hold back.  I clenched my husband’s rugged shoulders and came while he thrust in and out of me.

                  He came shortly after – faster than usual.  I couldn’t help but wonder if Serena had influenced his thoughts as well.
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      I thought of a million different ways to ask Serena over to our place, but only one way would assure me she knew what we were asking for.  I’d never sunbathed naked before, but there was a first time for everything.

                  I walked into the backyard at the same time that Serena usually sunbathed naked.  I wore a small black bikini and waited for her to show up in her robe.  She waved at me before shrugging her robe off her shoulders and revealing her full, mature breasts.

                  My legs clenched tightly and I slowly untied my bikini top while she watched.  Her tongue glided over her lips and I caught a hint of her smiling.  I slowly stepped out of my bottoms while the heat of her gaze scorched my skin.  I lay back on my own chair and stretched my arms above my head.

                  “You look good, girly,” she called over the fence as casually as she could.  But I could hear the tightness in her voice.  Somehow, my body may have had the same effect that hers did on me.  I could only hope.

                  “Thanks.  You look good yourself.”  I adjusted my shades and stayed out as long as my sensitive skin could bear.  I was a bit paler than Serena, despite my equally dark hair.  I flipped my dark waves over my shoulder and turned onto my stomach.

                  It only took a few minutes for Serena to call back to me.  “Amber?  Maybe we should get together sometime.  Your husband too.”

                  I bet you’d like my husband to join, I thought.  My gut twisted at the thought, but my pussy ached for it.  It was all so confusing, the way that I wanted what I shouldn’t.

                  “Sounds good.  How about tonight?  Jason isn’t doing anything after work.  Bring your husband along, if you want.”

                  “Oh, I’m not married, honey.”

                  Bingo, I thought.  “Oh, I’m sorry,” I replied.  “Just you then?”

                  “Just me,” she said with a smile.

                  I picked up my bikini and headed inside to relieve myself of the tension between my thighs.  I moved to the bedroom window and looked out, remembering the way Jason tugged his cock to the sight of her.  I stared at her naked body below while my fingers found my throbbing clit.  I circled it and imagined Serena riding my husband’s cock.

                  As I came, my body flooded with both ecstasy and guilt.  I only hoped I wasn’t making a huge mistake.
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      “Tonight?” asked Jason as he slipped into the front door.  His suit was still pressed despite a full work day.  “Are you sure?”

                  “She could change her mind of course,” I said, running my fingers along the lapel of his jacket.  “But otherwise, I’m certain.”

                  He gripped my hands in his, his eyes narrowed on mine.  “And you’re sure this is what you want?  Now that we’re not getting off to the idea in bed?”

                  My hands trembled in his and he frowned.  But assured him it was what I wanted.  Because the curiosity was eating me alive.  The desire was overwhelming.  No matter how much I knew I shouldn’t want this, I did.  So I decided to give in.  I just hoped I could follow through when Serena finally showed up.

                  Jason kissed my forehead and held me close to him.  “If you’re uncomfortable at all tonight, let me know.  We won’t have to continue with anything.”

                  “I’ll be fine,” I told him.

                  Jason changed into something more casual.  Black jeans and a loose white v-neck that made him look like a rockstar.  I couldn’t believe I’d married such a sexy man.  I couldn’t believe I was about to share him, either.

                  I put on a little black dress to remind Serena of the black bikini I removed earlier.  We made ourselves a few drinks and waited for her to come over.  My pulse became thick in my veins, pounding against my temples as the nerves set in.  Jason reached across the kitchen bar for my hands and held them.  His thumb stroked the back of them, but all I could think about was Serena naked and Jason stroking himself to the sight of her.

                  I should’ve been furious.  I should’ve withheld sex from him for weeks, not given in and allowed him to have the one thing that excited him more than me.  But I wasn’t doing this for him.  I was doing it for me.  Because I couldn’t stop thinking about the two of them together.  I couldn’t stop picturing it.  And I wanted to know, once and for all, what it was like to actually see it.

                  The knock that finally came made me jump.  Jason caressed my shoulders and said, “I’ll get it.”  He opened the door and let Serena in.  Her eyes ate him up from head to toe.  Even from across the house I could see her cheeks flush.  She smiled and introduced herself before catching sight of me down the hall.

                  “Hello again, Amber.” She turned back to Jason.  “You know, I caught your wife sunbathing naked earlier.  Seems I may have rubbed off on her.”  Her words made my thighs clench and I realized I was already wet.

                  Jason laughed nervously in response and brushed his blonde hair out of his eyes.  I slid off my stool and followed them into the living room.  Jason sat in the middle of our big, white sofa. To my surprise, Serena slid in next to him as if they were dating.  She rested a hand on his thigh and turned her face toward him with a smile.  “I knew you were handsome, but I didn’t realize you were this sexy.”

                  I coughed when I entered the room, sliding into the chair opposite them.  The air was thick with tension and I already felt awkward, but I couldn’t stop it now.

                  Serena turned to me, her dark hair falling over her shoulders, accentuating the full breasts that pushed against a white sundress.  “Oh please,” she scoffed.  “Like you didn’t invite me here after seeing my naked body.  I saw your husband pleasing himself to the sight of it, and as far as I can tell you two aren’t getting a divorce.  You even stripped for me earlier.  Your husband wants me and you want him to have me.”

                  My blood boiled at her words, despite my hips nearly bucking.  “How dare you,” I argued.  “You don’t know us.  You don’t know what we want from you.  I was just being a good neighbor by inviting you over.”

                  She cocked a brow and gripped Jason’s neck, pulling herself up to him.  Her lips pushed into his and he held there for a moment before pulling away.  “Fuck, Amber,” he said.  “I’m really confused.”

                  I narrowed my eyes at him, trying to get him to play along.  He laughed nervously, but didn’t pursue her.

                  “So you didn’t mind that I kissed him, did you?” she teased.

                  “I didn’t say that,” I replied.  It was partially true.

                  She stood up and walked toward me, lowering to the floor and looking up at me.  Her hand ran up my bare calf and between my legs.  They fell open for her. Her touch was warm and chilling at the same time.  My head rolled back as her fingers found my exposed pussy.

                  “No panties? Soaking wet…”

                  “That…doesn’t…mean…anything,” I murmured.

                  “It means you like it when your husband is with another woman.  It means you want me to be that other woman.  Don’t worry, sweetie.  I’m going to show you how to share your man like a good girl.  You want to be a good girl, don’t you?”

                  My eyes fluttered open as her fingers circled my clit.  I nodded and she smiled.  She brought her slick fingers to my mouth and slid them along my tongue.  I glanced at Jason while I sucked them clean and he was palming his erection through his jeans.

                  Fuck, this is hot.

                  “Now, you sit here while you watch me take your husband.  Maybe you’ll learn a thing or two about how to please him so he won’t go off watching other women.”

                  Jason started to argue, but before he could finish Serena straddled his lap and covered his mouth with her hand.  She worked at the button on his jeans until they came loose.  She slid off his lap and between his legs.  Her hands found his cock and pulled it free from his briefs.

                  “It’s so long and thick,” she cooed before wrapped her lips around his head.  She moaned and bobbed her head like a pro.  Jason’s eyes were locked on her and I couldn’t help but feel jealous.  She was too attractive for her age.  She was the sexiest older woman either of us had ever seen.  And I was letting him fuck her.  What kind of wife was I?  What if he didn’t want me anymore, or I couldn’t please him?

                  I knew the answer.  The answer would be to keep sharing him.  The thought thrilled me.  I watched Serena choke down his thick cock and my pussy ached.  Yes.  I need this.  I need this just as much as he does.

                  Jason slid his fingers into her hair and held her head down onto his lap.  His head rolled back and he groaned, thrusting his hips up and down.  “Fuck,” he growled as his abs clenched.  He leaned forward and held her head to his lap while he shot his load.  “Oh, fuck!”

                  I felt guilty for watching, but I couldn’t look away.  Seeing another woman make my husband come was strange and thrilling.  It felt wrong in every way except for how it made my body feel.  And my body wanted to see more.

                  She pulled off his lap and walked toward me.  “Open your mouth,” she said.  I opened wide and she leaned over me, dripping Jason’s come from her mouth into mine.  I drank it eagerly as she massaged my breasts over my dress.  I moaned through my throat and she smiled.  “That’s a good girl.”

                  She returned to Jason who was still out of breath.  She lay him down on the sofa and climbed over him.  “You’re not the only one who didn’t wear panties,” she said with a smirk as she straddled my husband’s face.

                  Fuck.  I didn’t know if I could watch this.  Jason’s hands slid up her thighs eagerly and his mouth devoured her pussy.  Serena held her dress up to her waist, so I could see.  He was lost in her smell and taste.  Like he’d been starved for it his whole life.  She pet the top of his head and told him, “Good. Just like that.”

                  I shifted in my chair, the fabric sparking against my clit.  I was on the edge of coming without even touching myself.  I slid the top of my dress down to expose my breasts, and Serena smiled at the sight of them.

                  “Pinch your nipples for me,” she commanded as she rocked her hips into my husband’s face.  “Play with yourself.  I want to see how much you love this.”

                  I reluctantly did as I was told.  I brought a hand to my left breast, and lowered my right hand between my legs.  At one touch of my pussy I felt the beginnings of an orgasm building.  Waves that subsided when I pulled my fingers away.  I rolled my nipple between my fingers and watched Jason grip Serena’s hips above him.

                  Serena held his face to her pussy while she cried out in ecstasy.  My pussy throbbed and pulsed until I couldn’t hold back anymore.  I came with little whimpers escaping my lips.

                  “You couldn’t wait to come, could you?” she asked with a smirk.  I looked away, ashamed, and shook my head.  “That’s okay.  But be prepared for more.”

                  I looked up and saw her removing her dress, dropping it on the floor.  Jason sat up enough to remove his v-neck and I bit my lip at their nakedness.  They looked so fucking hot together it made my head dizzy and my pussy wet.

                  She straddled his lap and rubbed the length of Jason’s cock between her pussy lips.  He glanced at me with a concerned expression, but I only nodded for him to continue.  Against every fiber of my being, I urged them to continue.

                  Serena was smug. She’d been smug since she walked in the door.  Since she sunbathed naked in front of my husband.  I almost couldn’t stomach sharing my husband with her.  But the way she dominated him – and me – was another story completely.

                  She was like a tiger ready to pounce, teasing her prey with the final reward.  She made me want something I shouldn’t want.  She even made me beg for it.

                  “Please,” I started, making her turn her head.  “I can’t take it anymore.  I have to see his cock inside you.”

                  “You’re going to have to do better than that,” she moaned, riding his shaft without plunging it inside.  “You’re going to have to get on your knees.”

                  I didn’t know what she wanted, but I lowered to my knees.  “Please,” I moaned.

                  “Crawl over here.  Come see it up close.”  Her words humiliated me, but I did as she told me.  I listened as if she really was a mother figure, commanding her little brat.  I crawled on my hands and knees until I was beside them.  “Good girl.  Now, give your hand.”

                  I gave her my hand and felt my throat tighten as she clamped it around the base of my husband’s shaft.  He groaned at the sensation and watched with wide eyes.

                  “I want you to push him inside me,” she said.  “I want you to be the one who does it.”

                  I bit my lower lip and nodded.  Serena reached down and massaged my breast, rolling my nipple in her fingers.  I moaned and clenched my thighs together as I angled my husband’s cock toward her pussy.

                  She rotated her hips to allow for better access.  I pushed it inside until the head disappeared.  My gut twisted at the sight, but my pussy sparked and throbbed.  I was light headed from euphoria, and full of adrenaline.

                  This shouldn’t be happening.  I shouldn’t be doing this.  But I was and I couldn’t stop.  I was addicted to the high of watching my husband’s long, thick cock slide deep inside another woman’s pussy.  A woman who was old enough to be his mother.

                  Serena kept playing with my breasts while she rode my husband’s cock.  “Let me show you the right way to please your husband.  Maybe you can learn a thing or two.”

                  I nodded and licked my lips.  Her pussy was dripping wet over him as she circled her hips wildly.  She lifted and slammed them against him, riding him with more energy than I’d have thought of a woman her age.  Her breasts bounced as she rode him and Jason’s hand wandered over her curvy body.

                  I was jealous of the sight, and of them together, but I also reached for Serena’s body.  My fingers found her clit, eager to please her and hear her tell me I was a good girl.  I circled her clit and she arched her back, leaning her hands on my husband’s calves while she bucked her hips over him.

                  “Fuck,” groaned Jason with his palms against her tits.  I circled her clit faster until she moaned with him in unison.  I helped her come at the same time he did.

                  They collapsed while they steadied their breaths.  Then Serena turned to me and said the words I’d been dying to hear again.  “Good girl.”  She stroked my hair and I looked up at her with admiration.

                  “Please say we can do this again,” I begged before I could even process what had just happened.

                  “Of course we can, sweetheart.  After all, I’ll be right next door.”
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