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1. Walking In On My Naughty Friends: My First FFM Threesome by Ellie North

I thought I was just going over to my friend’s house to get some lunch, but things took a sexy turn. When I walked in on her boyfriend using a powerful vibrator on her, I got turned on. I always had a  little bit of a crush on her and I was curious about vibrators. We ended up having a super-hot threesome where I used a magic wand for the first time! I had no idea how powerful those things were and came almost immediately. Her boyfriend fucked both of us with his huge cock and there was plenty of pussy-licking good times to go around.

Sunlight was shining through my window as I woke up in my soft downy bed that Saturday morning.  I had plans with my friend Kim and had woken up a little earlier than I thought. I liked sleeping in and decided to stay in bed for a little while, just soaking in warm sunlight, relaxing in bed, and thinking about Kim.

Kim and I had been friends since high school. Once we got to college, we were still friends but just not as close. We would hang out when we were both in town, but we weren’t as close in the same way. And we were very close friends. The kind that do everything together, and I really do mean it. We would go to the bathroom, parties, school, shopping, you name it together. I missed the intimacy we had when we were that close….

College was over and we had both ended up moving back to our hometown, so we started hanging out pretty regularly again. I still felt a little disconnected to her: our lives were just different now, but I still enjoyed spending time with her.

I remember when we were in high school, we made out once during a game of truth or dare. I had never kissed a woman. When we kissed, I remember how soft her lips were and how gentle she was. It wasn’t like kissing boys, and I liked it in a very different way. After that had happened, I felt a sort of tension growing between us. But maybe that was just me or my imagination. Then again, maybe that tension was why we became less close as time went on.

Ever since then, I’d been… I guess curious about kissing girls. But I’d never had another chance (or excuse) to do something like that. I knew that Kim was a little more adventurous than when it came to sex and that kind of thing. I’ve always admired that about her. She was so willing to put herself out there and be free to do what she wants. I tended to be a little more on the conservative side when it came to sex. But I often thought about that kiss. I wondered if she ever thought about it, too, but I doubt she even remembered.

Kim had a boyfriend now. I had met him a few times; he was nice and I liked him. He treated her well and he was funny and good looking. When I first met him, I was struck by how handsome his face was. He had olive toned skin, high cheekbones, and a chiseled jaw line. Not to mention he had a very manly scruff thing going on, which I thought was super hot. But I didn’t think much of it. I was glad that my friend had a nice guy in her life who seemed like a good fit.

They were a very attractive couple now that I was thinking about it. I knew that they were both adventurous in bed too. They had a kind of open relationship going on. They wouldn’t necessarily date other people (for the most part), but they would sleep with other people and sometimes have threesomes.

Kim had told me about a threesome they had with some hot redhead they met at a bar. She said it had been intense; she told me about some of details. I thought it sounded like a lot of fun, but I doubted I would ever have the guts or opportunity to do something like that. The way she described it, though…. It just sounded so satisfying and hot.

When she told me about it, I guess I kind of considered what it would be like to have a threesome with them. I mean, I thought Matt was cute and well, Kim…. I guess I still had a low-key crush on her after that kiss. She was very attractive with her longish soft brown hair and her hazel eyes. But I thought, you know, a threesome might be weird since we were friends.

After we both moved back to our hometown, I’d still been feeling this kind of weird sexual tension between us, but I decided not to think about it too much; it was probably all in my head anyway. I was glad to have a friend in the area.

Kim and I had plans for lunch that Saturday. I told her I would be coming over around eleven and she said to just let myself in. As I was walking up to the house, I could feel the warm spring breeze on my legs. I was wearing a soft sundress that I hadn’t had the opportunity to wear for months and the breeze felt nice on my freshly shaven legs.

When I knocked on her door, no one answered. Since she had told me to let myself in, naturally I just opened the door and walked right in. We were good friends and I knew she wouldn’t mind. I walked into the living room and she wasn’t there. She wasn’t in the kitchen or the bathroom either. Then, I noticed her door was slightly ajar.

The house seemed empty, but I heard some strange noises coming from her bedroom. I knew her boyfriend had probably slept over the night before… but curiosity got the best of me. I heard a strange buzzing noise and some moaning.

I peeked into the door without opening it. All I could see was Kim writhing around on the bed. Her body was squirming around and her legs were kind of going crazy. With his back turned mostly towards me, Matt was sitting between her shapely legs, holding something to her crotch that was making a loud buzzing noise.

I furrowed my brow in confusion at the scene before me. I guess they must have been using a vibrator, but it looked kind of big and bulky. I’d had one before, but it was small and not very strong. It was alright, but I never got too much excitement from it. But the way Kim was gripping so firmly onto the bed sheets told me that she was having a very different experience. The vibrator sounded pretty loud, so I figured it must be pretty strong. It kind of turned me on to see that whole scene.

I knew it was a dirty thing to do, but I reached down between my legs and started rubbing myself there. The fact that it was kind of naughty turned me on a little bit, making me wetter. Enjoying the sensation, I closed my eyes to enjoy it, but when I looked up Kim had propped herself up on her elbows and was looking straight at me, smiling. She didn’t seem surprised to see me standing there, hand on my pussy, playing with my clit. She never seemed like she was surprised about anything.

“Hi, Sarah,” she said slyly. My face turned red, I was so embarrassed; I just walked right into the kitchen in a panic. Oh god, god, what am I doing? I asked myself angrily, ashamed of my actions. Sloppily wrapped up in a sheet, Kim followed me out into the kitchen. She was grinning widely, which just embarrassed me more.

“Sarah…” she said, seeing how freaked out I was. “Hey, it’s okay. So what if you saw us?”

“I guess you’re right,” I said. She always had a way of calming me down and making me feel better. I relaxed a little bit.

“I’m sorry about that,” she apologized, putting her hand on my arm, “I guess we lost track of time. I knew you were coming over today and it was irresponsible of me.

“It’s okay, Kimmie,” I said, putting my hand on hers, “It was just a silly mistake.” Giggling about it, we hugged and made up. I don’t know why, but it made me kind of wet when she put her arms around my waist to hug me.

“Hey…” I said. “What was that thing you guys were using?” I was too curious. It was so hot and maybe I was still a little turned on by the whole thing. She grinned widely, biting her lip.

“It’s a magic wand,” she said, “They’re the best. You’ve never seen one before?”

“I think I’ve heard of them…. They’re supposed to be really powerful, right?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, laughing at a joke I wasn’t in on. “Wait… do you… want to try it?” she said, grinning devilishly at me, tilting her head down so that her hair brushed over her face.

“What? I don’t know,” I said, biting my lip this time. I was surprised by the question, but I did want to. I was so wet from what I saw of it, and, well, who knew when I would get another chance to?

“You so do!” she said, teasing me, giving me a playful shove. Rolling my eyes, I tilted my head up and made a face. “You so do. Come on, it’ll be fun,” she said enticing me into their dirty sex games.

I made another face. “I don’t know,” I said, face still red, “You don’t think it would be… weird or anything?”

“No, not at all,” she comforted me, getting closer to my body, placing an arm around my waist while still holding the thin sheet up to her breasts, incidentally pushing them up so they looked round and luscious. I could see her nipples poking through the fabric and I could feel the butterflies fluttering around in my stomach as she touched me, bringing me closer to her warm body.

“Okay,” I said, smiling at her. I really did want to do it and I couldn’t say no to Kimmie. I couldn’t resist her temptation. She brought my body closer to hers so that we were touching. I could feel her hard, almost bare, nipples pressing against my lightly padded bra. Our faces were close, our noses about an inch away from touching. She tilted her head to the side and kissed me, gently comforting my nerves. It relaxed me; it felt so right.

Her lips were as soft and sweet, just as I remembered. She sucked on my lip for a moment, taking it between her teeth and pulling my lip out a little. I moaned in a way that I never have during a kiss. The way she did that made me instantly wetter. She pulled away, smiling at me and taking my hand to lead me back to the bedroom where Matt was waiting for us.

“Sarah is going to join us today,” Kim said playfully. Matt smiled, perking up a little, likely glad not to be in trouble. Instead of being chastised, he would be rewarded with two beautiful women to play with.

Kim led me to the bed holding my hand. We sat next to each other, leaning into each other a Kim and I immediately started making out. She was running her hand along the curves of my waist, pulling me closer to her. I felt lost in a world of pleasure. Matt touched Kim on the arm and she kissed him. He turned to me, putting his hand on my waist above where Kim’s hand was. I leaned in close and we kissed. His rough scruff was an interesting contrast to Kim’s soft and tender kiss.

I was a little nervous that it might feel awkward or forced, but I let myself sink into the pleasure and it felt natural and easy. I lifted my sundress over my head, taking it off. Matt gently pushed me down so that I was laying down. Kim scooted down to strip me of my lace panties.

She was admiring my pussy; I could see her smiling at it as if it were the most pleasant thing she had ever seen before diving in tongue first. She licked my clit nice and soft, teasing me a little bit with her light touch.

Meanwhile, Matt had started kissing my neck, which was very pleasant. He moved down to kissing my chest, taking up a handful of my B-cups and squishing it around pleasantly. He licked my nipple, swirling his tongue around my nipple which was just getting harder as he kept doing it. I could feel the blood rushing to my nipples, increasing the pleasure that his mouth was bringing them, as Kim was in between my legs, pleasuring me that way.

He started sucking on them, gently at first and then harder. At the same time, Kim was doing the same to my clit, as if they were in sync. I looked down as Kim took one long lick from below my vagina up to my clit, looking up at me so seductively as she did so. It was so hot that I arched my back in ecstasy, feeling my pussy getting wetter as Matt continued sucking on my tit. Kim slipped one of her slim fingers into my wet pussy.

“It’s so soft,” she said, practically moaning. She reached up to grab my breast, tenderly massaging it. Matt took his cue to scoot over so he wasn’t so much in the way of Kim playing with my breasts. He moved behind Kim and started fingering her from what I could tell. She started moaning as she pleasured me as much as she was being pleasured. She was swirling her finger around my pussy. I could feel pleasure in every spot she touched. She slipped another finger in there, making my pussy feel full.

She leaned over to bury her face in my tit, licking and sucking and squeezing it. She seemed to love it, enjoying my squishy breasts and my soft wet pussy. Since Kim was now essentially on her hands and knees, Matt had started fucking her doggy-style while she was pleasuring me. I could hear her moans, stifled in my breast. It was so fucking sexy how he was pumping his dick into her soft pussy as she pleasured mine. Each time he thrust his hips into her, it made her fingers go deeper into my pussy. I could see Matt feeling Kim’s ass as he was fucking her from behind.

Kim leaned over, grabbing the large white vibrator. As I heard the buzz when she turned it on, I smiled, getting wet with anticipation. She put it gently, barely on my clit and it felt like…. I don’t even know how to describe the sensation; it was unreal, unlike anything I had ever experienced.

She pressed it hard, applying pressure on my clit, allowing the strong vibrations to be heightened. I felt like I was going to cum immediately, or like I was low-key cumming the entire time she had the vibrator pushed up hard against my pussy. I soon understood why I had seen Kim thrashing around on the bed like that. Within minutes, I was gripping the bedsheets and gasping, trying not to scream my brains out.

She kept it still for a few moments, allowing me to acclimate to the intense vibrations. Then she started slowly stroking my clit with it, vibrations still going strong. I started arching my back, trying to get the vibrator on the spots that felt the best. Matt seemed to think the whole thing was hot as he continued fucking Kim, watching us play.

I could feel the pleasure building up; I felt like I was going to explode. I could feel my pussy spasm inside me as I arched my back in the most intense pleasure I have ever felt. I was moaning and groaning so loudly. My entire face was numb with ecstasy; my pussy was on fire (in a good way), and all of my muscles had lost control. I was flailing, kicking my legs, trying not to close my legs so I could continue experiencing this pleasure. Kim had that last one under control, holding my legs down. It was crazy. It was so hot, especially with Kim sitting between my legs, complete control over me, smiling and moaning as she watched me cum and was getting fucked hard.

Matt was fucking her harder; he must have been turned on by my first vibrator orgasm that his girlfriend was giving me. I heard Kim moaning and gasping. Between my moans, I looked up at her: her face was contorted with pleasure and her jaw was all the way down as she uttered whimpers of ecstasy.

As Matt was fucking her hard, her hand moved with his motions, making the vibrator rub hard against my clit in a rhythmic fashion. It was so good that I could feel my pussy contracting again and that overwhelming feeling of orgasmic bliss. The second one was as intense as the first, if not more so. I reached up, grabbing Kim’s breast for support, squeezing it hard and massaging it while I came. Kim even leaned down to kiss me on the face as my body convulsed uncontrollably in pleasure. She took my hand, holding it down against the bed to stifle my movements. It just made me cum harder. I thought it was hot how she was holding me down, taking control of me. Meanwhile, Kim had sort of pulled out of Matt to kiss me. He took the opportunity to get next to us, ready for the next thing to happen.

I had cum. Hard. And I needed a break because my clit was so sensitive. I motioned for Kim to stop with the magic wand and she acquiesced. I lay, panting for a moment, laughing and smiling.

“See? Wasn’t that great?” Kim said, giggling.

“Oh my god,” I said, feeling like I was going to pass out.

“That was hot,” Matt chimed in. Giggling, Kim lunged at him for a kiss. I laughed a little, still laying on the bed.

“That was fucking hot,” I said, sitting up and looking at Matt. I decided since I was already here, we should have some more fun. I lunged into Matt, kissing him hard and passionate, while putting my arm around Kim and pushing the three of us closer together. I slid my hand down Kim’s back onto her curvy waist and then rested my hand on her round ass, squeezing it and feeling how soft it was. I reached around front to rub her pussy the way that she had rubbed mine. I reached my other hand down to stroke Matt’s still hard dick. I hadn’t paid attention to it before, but he actually had a really big dick. It was longer than any I had seen before, likely over eight inches. Its sheer girth turned me on, especially when combined with how rock hard he was for both of us. It made me feel so wet.

I turned to kiss Kim now, still touching both of their genitals. Kim seemed surprised by how sexually adventurous I was being. I slipped my finger into her pussy and heard her gasp. I just smiled as I kissed her, proud of myself for shocking Kim with my sexuality. I wanted to finger her and I wanted to fuck Matt, so I made it happen.

I pushed Matt down onto the bed so that he was laying down, cock sticking straight up. I pushed Kim down so that she was next to Matt, but scooted up a little bit more. I straddled Matt, rubbing my clit against the head of his hard dick, while simultaneously finger fucking Kim. I moaned, arching my back and looking up at the ceiling. When I looked down, Matt and Kim were looking at each other, smiling, before kissing each other passionately, in utter pleasure.

I saw an unopened condom on the nightstand, and rolled the condom onto Matt’s big hard dick. Lifting my hips up, I repositioned myself and slowly lowered myself down on his thick cock. I could feel every millimeter of his cock sliding into my wet pussy. It was so thick, so it felt so intense as it stretched my tight pussy. Every inch of my pussy was tightly wrapping up his thick juicy cock. When I was sitting on him, his dick fully inside of my tight pussy, I felt so filled up. I couldn’t believe the sensation. In comparison to his thick cock, every other cock I’d fucked felt like a hotdog in a hallway.

I started rapidly fucking his cock, wanting to pleasure myself as much as possible in this hedonistic moment. Lustfully, I grinded my hips and back forth, feeling his thick cock deep inside of me. I was moaning, still finger fucking Kim. I was rubbing her pussy in circles around her G-spot. She was also moaning and I was bouncing up and down his cock like it was a goddamn trampoline. I was just going to town, enjoying myself as best as I could; it felt so good. Kim’s pussy was so wet and soft; the feel of it turned me on, especially when she got excited and her pussy kept getting wetter, practically gushing.

I started just grinding on his dick again and focusing on fingering Kim to orgasm. By the way she was moaning loudly and rubbing her clit vigorously, I figured she was pretty close, so I did the best I could finger her as hard and good as possible. She arched her back, grabbing a fistful of her hair, face contorted in ecstasy. I could feel her wet pussy contracting around my fingers and it gave me pleasure to know that she was cumming and feel her cum.

She started moving her hips up and down, pushing her pussy deeper into my fingers. I could feel the back wall of her pussy and it gave me satisfaction to be making a girl cum. I had never fingered anyone before and I was really enjoying it, especially since it was Kim.

Suddenly, Matt flipped me over so that he could be on top. I smiled at the sudden change of pace. He was fucking me hard and deep with his thick cock. It felt so good. His dick was hitting me in different places than before and I liked the variety. Kim leaned over and started to suck hard on my tit, licking my nipple and pleasuring my luscious tatas. She was feeling them and making me go crazy with the pleasure they were both giving me. I started leaning into Matt's dick, grinding my hips against his. He was good at what he was doing and he knew it.

He lifted my legs up so that he had a little more control. He was fucking me faster and harder with the new position. I could feel him deep in my pussy, hitting me in all the right spots. Kim reached down to rub my clit. Realizing that some moisture was needed, she pulled away from my breast to lick and suck on her fingers, staring me right in the eye. The way she as sticking her fingers deep into her mouth and sucking on it like it was a dick was incredibly hot. It turned me on for reasons that I can't explain.

Once she sucked on her fingers so alluringly, she reached back down to my clit, rubbing it in circles. She started rubbing it fast and vigorously while licking my nipples. She reached down with her other hand to rub her own clit. I could tell she was rubbing our clits at the same pace, with the same speed. She was moaning to the same beat as my moans. She took my clit between her fingers, squeezing it and stroking it. The way she was stimulating my whole clit felt so good.

I reached over and pulled her hair, pulling her head towards me so that we could kiss. She kissed me sloppily, exploring my mouth with her tongue. Between her wet lips on mine, her fingers rubbing my clit, and Matt's huge dick inside of me, I could feel myself about to cum. I started breathing heavily, unable to control myself. Kim saw that I was about to cum and made a quick reach for the magic wand, putting it my clit with it on its highest setting. Immediately, I felt my pussy contracting like crazy around Matt's huge cock. Matt started groaning like he was about to cum, too.

I grabbed Kim's waist hard, scratching and digging my fingers into her back. I couldn't handle it and started thrashing around on the bed, just like Kim had been when I walked in on her and Matt. The memory of that incident turned me on, making me cum as hard as I could. I cried out in ecstasy, writhing around on the bed.

Matt gave me one last thrust as we both came and I heard him groaning as he said, "Oh fuuuuuck."

A moment later after a little gentle kissing between the three of us, we all flopped down on the bed, cuddling together.

"So what did you think about the vibrator?" Kim asked, teasingly.

"Best fucking orgasm I've ever had," I panted, exhausted. Both Kim and Matt were smiling widely.

"I thought you'd like it," Kim said slyly, kissing me on the mouth. My butterflies started up again as we all held each other. My heart was pounding.

"How about that lunch now?" Kim said.

"Hell yeah, I'm starving," I said. We all got up, getting our clothes back on. I smiled at the thought of going to lunch with Kim. I was looking forward to talking to her about the whole thing and seeing what she thought about it.

When we talked about it, she confessed that she remembered that kiss and had been wanting to do that kind of thing with me for a long time, though not necessarily a threesome. As she told me that, I could feel the butterflies start up again.

"I'd like to do that again," I said. I felt empowered. It felt good to be so free with Kim like that. It felt like things were out in the open now. After that, our relationship felt like it went back to normal, like when we were in high school. Except we were a little closer than when we were in high school.

She helped me explore my sexuality, and I will always be grateful for that. We ended up dating a little bit for a while, since her and Matt were in an open relationship. We had plenty more threesomes just like that amazing first one!


2. Diana is Willing to do Anything: My Unexpected FFM Threesome by Lora Lane

Pretty much everybody knows how difficult college can be and I'm no different. When the pressures of life coupled with looming finals threatened to derail my future, I found myself willing to do anything to push through it. The idea started with accepting an offer of private tutoring from my professor. By the time it was about to start however, I found myself driven to try more desperate measures to assure a passing grade. It was a shocking twist to my normally stable and private life but offering sexual favors to the professor isn't where the surprises ended on that night.

“You're going to fail Diana,” the professor said in a disturbingly calm voice. “Let me help you. Everyone goes through at least one difficult season in college, it's nothing to be ashamed of sweetheart. You're my best student and I would hate to see it fall apart for you this late in your senior year. Let me help you.” My professor pulled a business card from the side of his desk and turned it over to write on the back. He held it out to me, “This is my address and my personal cell. Give me a call or just drop by this weekend Diana. It will be okay, you just need some extra tutoring to help push you over the hump.”

I took the card and glanced at it in near disbelief. It wasn't that I didn't believe he had an address or that he honestly wanted to help me. It wasn't even that the dark, handsome and famously private Professor Brooks had handed me his address that was shaking my world. After such a steady ride through the rest of my college years, the fact that I actually needed some kind of an intervention to help me get through my senior year is what held me in stunned disbelief. Still, I nodded politely and thanked him for the offer, pocketing the card on the way out the door without looking back.

Was I embarrassed? Yes. It was embarrassing to think that I of all students was held over after class so that Professor Brooks could offer me charity of some sort. What could he teach me privately at this stage I wondered? After years of guiding me through several different courses, he surely knew my academic abilities, perhaps even better than I did.  Was it possible that a few tutoring sessions would make up for the lack of attention I have been able to pay towards school this year? I allowed myself to think that it just might be possible and placed the card in my purse on the way to my car instead of easing it discreetly into the nearest trash can like I originally planned.

The ride home was always one of my favorite parts of the day. I could blare my favorite radio station and forget the problems that had risen in my life over the last few months. At times I could actually forget all of the pressure I felt to complete some miraculous comeback at college, one worthy of recognition by someone somewhere – someone important. The crushing truth was that the handsome and brooding professor was shooting straight. I was about to fail one of the most important classes in my most important year of college. As I pulled into the driveway of the off-campus apartment I shared with a friend of mine, I asked myself the only question that really mattered regarding my academic problems. What was I going to do about it?

Much like when faced with a tough essay question in the last few weeks or months, I had no answer as I opened the door and walked into the apartment. Lacy was there somewhere, though I didn't know where. Her music was blaring to the steady quickened beat that always told me she was working out. Oh to be so confident and focused on school that I could just workout for hours every day the way Lacy seemed to. That was me once, though I would never workout quite as much as she does. This year everything had changed for me and might just take me under. The happenings of the year swam through my mind as I grabbed a bottled water and lay back on the couch.

Two deaths in my immediate family didn't help me focus on things at the beginning of the year. The fact that I had to grab two summer courses to catch myself up before the start of the official senior year wasn't good either. Then the final distraction happened around New Years when Teddy, my ex-boyfriend, decided to cheat on me with one of my longtime friends. Betty wasn't a best friend to me anymore but I'd known the girl since third grade. All that did was make it sting that much more when I found out he was cheating on me.

Even as it ran through my mind I kicked myself over and again for letting the slime have that much of an effect on me. Teddy was basically majoring in football with baseball and janitorial duties as minors for backup so this whole drama wasn't slowing him down one bit. If I had allowed my little brother – if you can call someone who is as big as Donny is at eighteen little – to break his legs then it would have slowed Teddy down a bit but I told myself I was above that. Instead I just suffered in secret and now find myself on the edge of ruining my entire senior year. At twenty-two, I have my plan all worked out but it all unravels if I fail this course this year.

I took a few deep breaths to calm my worries as Lacy walked into the room breathing heavy with a smile, “Hey girl.” I gave her my best smile but she knew me far too well and propped a hand on her hip before demanding, “What's wrong?”

Though it would have been fairly easy to pretend nothing was the matter, Lacy knew better anyway so I spilled my guts. Everything from the distractions of the year that she already knew about down to the offer from Professor Brooks that she didn't know about came rushing out of me like a river. I'd love to say it made me feel better to get it all out but it only twisted my nerves that much tighter.

“You know what?” she said, “Do it.”

“Do what?” I asked.

“Take Professor Hot-pants up on his offer,” she put a hand up to stop my rebuttal. “I know, I know you don't stoop to that level and all of that stuff but at least it's on the up and up. I had two different professors in high school offer to up my grade if I gave them a blow job. Brooks just wants to do some extra tutoring.”

Lacy was dressed in her skimpy, around-the-house workout clothes showing off her five foot nine inch model frame and long blonde hair in a way that made what she said plenty believable. “Seriously?” I asked, “You didn't take them up on it did you?”

Lacy grinned, “I didn't need them to up my grades to pass, Di.”

“You didn't answer the question.”

With a sly grin Lacy said, “No, I didn't. But anyway, this is not that. It's just tutoring so why not do it?”

“Because I shouldn't have to!” I said too loud. “I'm better than this, above tutoring. One bad grade kept me from a perfect GPA last year Lacy. Why should I have to get extra help this year?”

“Because life twisted your plumb tit Diana,” Lacy said, drawing a grin from me. “I know you're better than this and that's all the more reason to do something about it. Whatever you have to do in order to make sure this down spell picks back up again is something you should do.”

I sighed and thought for a moment, “It would almost be easier if he asked for a blow job.”

“I know right,” she smiled, “I wouldn't have to think twice about that one. Is he married by the way?” I glared at her and she asked, “What? He's hot and not more than a decade older than us. Why not?”

“I think he is,” I said. “He wears a ring.”

“Figures,” Lacy said in a deflated tone, “I'd still jump on him. Relax!” she said to stop me from getting on to her, “He hasn't asked or anything so I probably won't get the chance anyway. So, in all seriousness. What are you going to do?”

I pulled the card out of my purse and glanced at it, “I guess I could at least go by there and hear him out. Maybe he's got a good plan that has worked before and knows just how to help me.”

“He is your professor.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “I should probably call first.”

“I wouldn't,” Lacy said with a smile, “But then I wouldn't be going for tutoring.”

“Would you stop!” I said but was feeling better after the talk. So what if I got some extra help for the next few weeks. Its not like nobody has ever had to get tutored before to help them get passed a major test or a critical final exam. The thought of Professor Brooks offering to up my grade for a blow job crossed my mind just then and I started to privately wish he would. I'm a little shorter than Lacy with brown hair and more curves but I'm attractive enough for it to be a believable fantasy at least.

I decided to get some rest while I thought over whether or not I would take him up on the real offer. As soon as my eyes closed however, dreams of what it would be like if he asked for sexual favors filled my rest time. His hands moved over my body and I knelt down before him, massaging his swollen shaft through his dress pants and finding it large. I could feel the dampness growing between my thighs and my mouth ran along his shaft while it stretched his pants. He grabbed my hair and looked down at me.

“Wha!” I woke up with a start and instantly tried to shake the dream from my mind. What in the world had come over me? One minute I am thinking about whether or not I should allow Professor Brooks to tutor me and the next I'm dreaming of cock in my face. Silently I cursed Lacy's twisted mind and stories as I stood and walked to grab a glass of water.

Professor Brooks was as handsome as college professors came. There could be no doubt about that and many of the girls at school pawned all over him and talked among themselves about what all they would like him to teach them. Not only had I never taken part in those types of conversations but I also never really considered myself attracted to him. He was my professor and that was where it ended for me. Or was it? Maybe there were these thoughts beneath the surface that I have been pushing away from my conscious mind.

What did it mean if I was attracted to him? Should I take that as a sign that I should not allow him to tutor me? Would I be more distracted by him than I already am by all of the other crap going on in my life? Maybe it would go the other way. It could be that my being more attracted to him would help me focus more. By the time I finished a few glasses of water, I had thoroughly confused myself and wound up sick and tired of thinking about it.

Lacy came through the kitchen area just then dressed like a supermodel and asked, “You coming out to the clubs tonight?”

“I don't think so Lace,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked as she approached the door. “It might be just the thing you need to get your mind off of this decision for a while.”

“That's true,” I agreed, “But I need to stick to the books for a while either way I go and getting stupid faced will not help me there.”

It was clear that she understood before I even finished the explanation, “Say no more sweetie.” She nodded on the way out the door, “I'm with you whatever you decide. You can do this girl.”

I thanked her and made my way over to the couch, intent on watching something on television as if that would have any better impact than getting boozed up. It turned out not to matter because nothing was on that I actually wanted to watch. In the end I decided that one of the best things I could do would be to study and the other was to try and get a good night sleep. Studying went okay at first but I kept hitting the same roadblocks that had been tripping me up all semester and decided to grab an early bedtime instead.

Again dreams of the professor rocked my sleep but this time I didn't wake up immediately, my subconscious allowing the scene to play out longer. His hand on my hair to pull me up made me moan and then he tossed me lightly onto a bed that seemed to appear out of nowhere. He pushed my thighs to one side and thrust into me, taking me over and over again as I reached one thunderous climax after another.

I awoke the next morning long after the dreams had ended and felt the dampened sheets around me screaming that I needed my morning shower a little worse than normal. As the warm water washed over me, I seemed to gain an ounce of clarity on the matter. This was silly, going back and forth over something as honest and upstanding as tutoring having caused so much grief that my dreams are consumed by the man. This wasn't some college kid with half of his cock out all the time or a porn star thinking only about sex all day every day. This was Professor Brooks. I could trust him and more importantly could trust myself around him. The obvious thing to do was to call him up and head over there to talk about tutoring. If I didn't get a good feel about it I could always say that I thought better of it and leave.

Only I could bring myself to call him. What if he was eating with his wife or something else that he didn't want to be ripped out of by the irritating buzz of a phone call? No, I would just text him and that would make more sense all around. I grabbed my phone and sent a simple text.

Professor Brooks, this is Diana from class. Is it okay if I come over today to talk about tutoring?

His reply came within seconds which is always nice.

Sounds great. Be here around 6 this evening if you can.

I texted that I would see him then and went to the kitchen to grab a bite for breakfast. It felt like half the weight of the world was off of my shoulders and the day went perfectly from there. A few errands and other things that I wanted to do later that evening got moved up to the middle of the day but it wasn't a big deal. Lacy wanted me to go out with her again, no alcohol this time she assured, but I begged out of it. I lied about what I had planned that night but told myself it wasn't because of her sexual oriented mind or the likelihood that she would say something to get my mind back on the professor in a sensual way.

That evening came quicker than I would have imagined but I set alarms all over the house to ensure that I didn't get caught up in watching television or something else and end up late. Of course it was difficult to find something to wear but that was normal for a girl like me, not because I wanted to look as attractive as possible for him. Finally I decided on a pair of jeans that fit tightly but not too tight and some cute brown boots that always look good. I wore a brown belt and a white button down blouse that I left open far enough for a hint of cleavage to show. I just let my hair fall to its normal wavy shoulder length look and put a brown headband in to keep it out of my eyes. I may not be supermodel beautiful like Lacy but at five foot six, fairly thin but with a good figure the mirror suggested that I looked just fine for a meeting with Professor Brooks.

The nerves struck as my car idled in his driveway. Suddenly it all came back to me like a rushing river. I had dressed like this to impress him, not because it was normal for me. Wanting to impress a guy was far from normal and my stomach curled into knots at the thought of knocking on his door. Would his wife answer the door?

Hello Mrs. Brooks, I wanted to have some alone time with your husband and see if my dreams could come true. Does he like brunettes?

What would I say? No, I forced myself to be calm. It wouldn't be that way. My mind was getting carried away again. For a moment I wondered if I should keep my blouse like it was or button it most of the way up but again I waved off my thoughts and got out of the car. I shut the door and locked and the mild honk honk of the lock sound nearly made me jump out of my skin. A heavy sigh and a silent pep talk and I was ready to go, forcing myself to remain calm. I wasn't here for a one night stand after all, I was here to study or just to talk about studying.

I approached the door and rang the doorbell planning to use the time it would take for the door to be answered to calm my nerves the rest of the way. It opened almost immediately. I guess the locking of my car gave it away but I wasn't ready. It was Professor Brooks.

“Diana,” he said warmly, “You look lovely.” He motioned to the foyer and the rest of the inside of his home. “Please come in. Welcome to my humble home.”

“Hi!” I said far too heavily in what was more of a sigh than a word. More calmly I said, “This is a nice place professor. Thanks for having me over.”

“Daniel,” he said, “Call me Daniel.” He walked across the foyer and down one hall to a wide open room with a large table. “This is my study,” he said motioning to all of the books on the wall. “It doesn't look overused only because we just cleaned it before you got here but trust me its seen a lot of late hours. Take a seat wherever you want and I'll just grab some stuff and be back in a moment. Would you like some tea or something else to drink?”

“No thanks Prof,” I smiled and corrected myself, “Daniel.” He nodded and left the room. I played a good calm, good enough that I nearly believed it myself and probably would have if it weren't for the incredible feeling in my gut. He wasn't wearing dress pants and his normal professor garb. Instead he was wearing a tight t-shirt that showed how in shape he was and jeans. Was it just my imagination or did I see him glance down at my body, lingering on my chest? I think he did. Is it possible he has had the same thoughts about me as I have had about him?

I stood and began to walk a circle around the room, tracing a finger along the bookshelves in the process. Almost of its own free will my other hand reached and unbuttoned two buttons on my blouse, revealing a great deal of my ample cleavage. The nervous feeling inside was replaced with something else, something more primal. Maybe he had been dreaming of me, maybe there was more than one way to improve my grade after all. Could I do that?

Yes. I said to myself, giving myself permission to try something that would be the most dangerous and daring thing I have ever done in my life. By the time I heard Daniel Brooks, Professor Brooks returning towards the room, I decided to go for broke. Maybe I was losing my mind? Would it matter in the end? He would either be into this or not so I may as well fully embarrass myself if he isn't thinking of me this way or fully tempt him over the edge if he is. I quickly unbuttoned the rest of my blouse and pulled it open to reveal my lace white bra and stood behind the door.

He began talking before entering the room and then stopped as he walked in, “I took the liberty of grabbing a water bottle for you anyway in case you need...” He looked around the room briefly and then back out into the hall, “Diana?”

I stepped forward and slammed the door shut. As he turned around his eyes plummeted to my chest and he began to step backwards, dropping the water bottles in the process.

“D… Diana, what are… oh my…” he stammered.

He was into this, I could see it in his eyes. Could I convince him to go through with it? Only one way to find out. I was crazy, had surely lost my mind completely by that point but what the hell? I stalked forward with a look of pure want and desire in my eyes until he backed against the table. My chest rubbed against his shirt and I glared into his eyes, “Hello Daniel.”

“Di… Diana we can't. I can't do this. I don't want...”

I reached forward with my hand and grabbed his crotch which was full of swollen manhood, “Oh no? It would be pretty easy to stop me Daniel but I think you do want this. Shall we find out?” It almost felt like someone else was talking and moving for me as I somehow found another level of desire within me that I never knew was there. Maybe it was the dreams that I'd had or Lacy's influence or maybe it had always been inside of me. Either way, outer body experience passed, I was fully in control of the situation as I hit my knees and began unbuttoning his jeans, lowering his zipper. His hands reached forward for a moment but then rested back on the table as I jerked his jeans and boxer shorts down. It was even better than in my dreams.

I began to run my hands along his shaft and his hand came forward to begin pushing lightly at my forearm as if he wanted me to stop. With almost zero effort I shoved his hand to the side and repeated the rejection when he lightly tried to stop me with his other arm. Professor Brooks, or Daniel, was far more powerful than me and could stop me at any moment. The fact that he moaned instead of shoving me away when my lips kissed the top of his cock was equal to screaming for more.

Without a moment of pause I plunged my mouth down onto him and sucked back off. He was throbbing as I squeezed the base and ran my lips along the top section of his impressive manhood and I was getting plenty wet as well. I continued at a slower pace at first and then went faster when he began moaning louder. Absently I wondered about his ring. Was he separated or divorced? Perhaps he was married but she wasn't home. With such loud, manly groans coming from Daniel she certainly would have heard if she were here. The idea that she wasn't just made me that much more confident. No matter what the situation, Daniel was about to get more pleasure than he could remember.

Faster and faster I pumped my lips down across his shaft, the precum making it that much easier for me to shove down farther, take him in deeper. Out of the top of my vision I saw Daniel take his shirt off and lean back farther on the table. His eyes were closed tightly as he moaned. Just to tease him I stopped my motion and pulled my hands off.

“What?” he started as he opened his eyes and glanced down at me in a daze, “Why'd you..”

“Oh?” I said in mock innocence, “Did you want me to keep going?”

His eyes closed and he leaned his head back again as he breathed, “Oh, yes.”

I wrapped my hands around his shaft, running one along its length while the other played with his balls just perfectly so. Everything was going so well that I found myself wondering how good it would get and what would happen next? Before my lips ran down his shaft again, I got my answer.

The door slapped open behind me and I saw Professor Brooks' eyes open widely. I was afraid to look around but I sheepishly glanced around to find a tall blonde woman around Professor Brooks' age standing there in a red blouse, black skirt, thigh high lace panty hose and black high heeled shoes. She stepped forward towards me, still on my knees, with her hand on her hips. “Get up young lady.” I did as she said and backed against the table next to Professor Brooks. She glared at him and said, “What exactly do you think you are doing?”

I couldn't place her expression or tone of voice but then I had never had anyone want to or try to kill me before so I chalked it up to inexperience. She closed the distance between us quickly and grabbed me around the back of the head. I resisted as much as I could without crawling across the table top though I was about to when she planted a huge wet kiss on my lips. There was no way I could return the kiss while I was in shock. The attractive woman pulled back and glared at me then Professor Brooks, “You know better than to start without me.”

Before I could fully understand what she meant by her words, her actions made things perfectly clear. Reaching forward she ripped my blouse open and pulled it off before reaching around and unhooking my bra and tossing it away with the blouse. Her hands embraced my breasts as before she removed the rest of my clothing and pushed me back onto the table where my head was near the far side and my feet hung off of the side nearer the door. The blonde woman quickly removed her top and bottoms, revealing black garters and bra to match. She was beautiful.

She crawled onto the table top and began running her tongue through my pussy lips, drawing unexpected pleasure from me. I opened my mouth to yelp loudly only to look up and see Professor Brooks standing there above me, his shaft once again near my lips. He smiled, “Where were we?”

Without a second thought I reached up and pulled his hips forward, shoving his shaft into my mouth. The angle made it simple for his thick girth to start down my throat. At first he pulled right out but then plunged in, deep-throating me like nobody ever had before. My head swam with desire as that feeling was coupled with the blonde woman masterfully licking her way around my pussy lips. Before I knew it was rising within me, an orgasm slammed over my body and I convulsed on the table top.

It was wonderful until it stopped. Both of them reached for me and moved me around so that I slid off of the table. The blonde woman crawled onto the table and Professor Brooks walked around behind me. With a shove he bent me over the top of the table and the woman grabbed my hair, plunging my face between her thighs. She was wet and I had never been with a girl before but it was easy to figure out with my level of desire rising as Professor Brooks began shoving his shaft into my pussy from behind.

My groaning and moaning was only matched by that of the woman on the table as everyone started to rise towards a huge climax. Professor Brooks began to breath heavier and slam faster into me as the blonde woman and I started moaning louder. She said loudly that she was going to explode and I knew the professor was as well. Like a thunderous explosion the woman under me blew a huge climax and arched her back upwards. At the same time I climaxed as Professor Brooks blew a warm load of his climax into me.

For a long time we lay there on the table as Professor Brooks propped against it. The blonde woman breathed beside me, “Whew! Daniel, you didn't tell me we were having one of our special sessions tonight.”

I glared at Professor Brooks and he winked at me, “I was as surprised as you dear.”

The blonde woman – clearly Mrs. Brooks – rose up quickly, “What?”

“Just kidding darling,” he said calmly, “I wanted it to be a surprise. So… surprise!”

I was still glaring at him as she rose and turned to get dressed again. Making quick eye contact with Professor Brooks, I wordlessly begged one of the obvious questions. Wasn't he going to tell her who I was? Did they do this all the time? Professor Brooks only looked at me and shushed me with a finger to his lips.


3. A Dual Doctorate: MFM Threesome Sex with College Professors by Kaylee Jones

When Stacey discovers she is struggling in her Economics class, her friends try to persuade her to ask for extra credit from the pair of professors.  She balks and argues with them, but finally gives in because her education is paramount to her.  She approaches the professors and is given the option for an extra credit assignment.  What the assignment is will blow her, and them, away!

Normally, I’m a good student.  I study hard, I do my readings, and I turn everything in on time.  I have no idea why I was struggling so badly in my Economics class.  Maybe it was the fact that both of the tag-team professors were drop-dead gorgeous.  Dr. Franklin was tall and blonde and lean with a tingling Australian accent.  Dr. Anderson was shorter, with dark hair, a very muscular build, and a honeyed Southern accent.  All the girls in class were just goggle-eyed over them.  And I was no exception.  I was doing the homework and the readings, but I was just never focused on Economics in class.  It seemed like such a boring and dry topic for those two sexy men to be so interested in.

Truth be told, despite my firm body and trim build and flowing hair, I am a very good and disciplined student.  Most teachers and professors write me off the minute they see the bouncing ponytail and sparkling eyes.  But I have a pretty good brain and I am not afraid to use it.  I get a personal thrill from letting them think all of their stupid stereotypes and them blowing them out of the water when I turn out to be smart, witty, and intelligent.  My Chemistry and Calculus professors were amazed.  Writing is less of a gift so my English teacher was not as amazed as the others.

I was a cheerleader in high school and also top ten percent of my graduating class.  You do not find that combination very often.  But that was why the Economics class was so frustrating!  I knew that I was living up to whatever stereotypes they thought about me.  And that irritated the hell out of me.

I was moaning to my friends one Friday night.

“C’mon, I’m not stupid.  I know what they think of me, and I hate that I’m proving them right!”

Suzanne laughed at me, “Oh come off it Stacey.  Just because you have a B plus instead of an A, the world is not coming to an end.”

“But it will ruin my grade point average!”

“Do they offer extra credit?” Allison asked as she reached for the onion dip and potato chips.

“Oh you should hear the jokes about it.  The girls are downright raunchy, worse than most frat boys.  But I don’t know if they actually do offer legitimate credit.” I whined.

“I have got to see these guys that have all the girls on campus tied up in knots,” Suzanne mused about sneaking into my class.

“They’re gorgeous,” Allison breathed, “I’ve seen them around.”

“Are they gay?” Suzanne asked.

“What?  No!  Why would you think that?”  I was horrified at the idea that my two fantasies were more into each other than us college co-eds.

“Well, they’re always together, aren’t they?”

“Guys that gorgeous can’t be gay,” I protested again.

Suzanne and Allison both stared at me as though I was speaking ancient Gaelic.

”Oh.  Yeah.  Right.”  I remembered the stereotypes.

We were chowing down on chips and dip, Hershey’s Kisses, popcorn, and the remnants of a pizza as we indulged in our weekly movie night.  I loved the fact that my friends were like me, decently attractive but also smart.  I guess we stuck together because of that.  We had all been assigned to the same floor our Freshman year, and since this was our Junior year now, we had a three bedroom apartment off-campus together.

I was majoring in Political Science and minoring in Business Administration, Suzanne was studying Pre-Med, and Allison was in Pre-Law.  We were quite the trio.  None of us were currently dating anyone, although between the three of us I think we had found ever loser boyfriend at the university.  We had had horrible luck and commiserated regularly about it.

“Well, you should ask about extra credit during office hours sometime,” Suzanne was still trying to be helpful.

“God, I act like an idiot around them.  I can’t be in the same small room with both of them, I’d lose my mind I think.”

Suzanne laughed and Allison threw a pillow at me.

“Ow!  Hey!”  I did not see the need for violence in the conversation.

“It doesn’t hurt to ask.  Maybe you can go with another student or talk to their teaching assistant or something.”

I sighed heavily, “I don’t want to think about it anymore.  I’d rather watch Matthew McConaughey on my Friday night than discuss Economics.”

They laughed and settled into the couch with me, passing over the platter of cheese and crackers.  We watched several hours of brainless action movies with shirtless biceps before being too sleepy to carry on.  Luckily it was the weekend so we headed to our rooms to sleep off the week of studying.

The rest of the weekend was uneventful really, except for a few more conversations about what I was going to do.  I think Suzanne and Allison were getting annoyed with my obsession, but if I wanted to get into the Master’s program I had my eye on, I needed an A in that Economics class.  Sometime Saturday afternoon, we all separated to catch up on homework.  We tried to get it done on Saturday so that we could enjoy our Sundays together.

Over a spinach frittata and too many mimosas at Sunday brunch, they finally convinced me to just talk to the professors.  I was so nervous about being in a small space with both of those gorgeous men with their spine-tingling accents that I was beside myself come Sunday night.  But I knew that I had to just bite the bullet and face them.  After all, they were just men.  Hot men.  Sexy men.

Crap, I was in trouble.

****

On Monday, I spent a little extra time getting ready for my Economics class.  Normally I just shower, pull my hair into a ponytail, and head out in a tee shirt and either shorts or jeans.  That day, when I was planning to beg for a better grade or extra credit, I took a few extra minutes to style my hair down over my shoulders, dab on a little makeup, and choose a cute sundress.

I showed up to class right on time, and could have sworn that Dr. Franklin was looking at me a little more intensely than normal.  My heart beat faster inside my chest and I ducked my head quickly.  I found a seat in the back of the classroom and waited for class to begin.

His rich Australian accent filled the room once everyone had arrived.  He was blathering on about something Economics-related but I was entirely too distracted by my nervousness and by the way his blue polo shirt accentuated his eyes and his tanned toned arms.  My mind wandered to whether other parts of him were as long as those arms and I pinched my own arm to snap myself out of such thoughts.

We all handed in our papers from the weekend and Dr. Franklin’s fingers brushed mine when he took my paper.  I could feel the tingle spreading from my hand straight down between my thighs.  The fact his eyes were drifting to my cleavage did not help.  I was starting to question my choice of attire but when he smiled at me, I forgot the rest of the world.

“See me after class?” he whispered softly, the twang in his words tingling my body yet again.

I nodded, suddenly nervous again.  Did he realize that I desperately needed his help to improve my grade?  Was I that terrible at the topic that he was so good at?  What on earth did he want to see me about? I mean, I knew that I needed to see him.  But what was on his mind?

We finished the lecture for the day and he reviewed the reading assignments for the next class period.  I was grateful to have the syllabus with me because I am afraid I did not hear a word he said from the time he asked to see me.  He eventually dismisses everyone with a pointed look straight at me.

Luckily, I did not have another class immediately following that one, so I slowly packed up my things, letting all of my classmates exit the room first.  I shouldered my backpack and headed down to the lecture podium at the front where he was waiting.

“You wanted to see me, Dr. Franklin?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yes, Stacey, I would like to talk with you.  Shall we step into our office?” He gestured to the hallway.

I followed him out of the room, my heart pounding against the inside of my rib cage and my stomach dropping to the vicinity of my toes.

He held open the classroom door and then the office door.  I had never been inside a professor’s office before.  It was plainer than I expected, and set up for two since he did have a teaching partner.  Dr. Anderson was seated behind his desk and he looked up with a grin.

“Stacey, glad you could join us,” he drawled.

Dr. Franklin stepped behind his own desk and I perched on the edge of a chair that sat between the two desks.

“Wh-What is it?  Am I in trouble?” I twisted my hands in my lap and flitted my eyes from one gorgeous face to the other.

They both laughed, “Not at all.  We just wanted to talk to you about your grade.”

“A-Actually, I was going to ask you about that as well.”

“Oh?  We just wanted to tell you that you have the highest grade in your class.”

“I do?  I mean, wow.”

“But what did you want to ask us?”

They were both leaned forward on their elbows, Dr. Franklin’s blonde curls falling over his forehead and Dr. Anderson’s biceps bulging in his button-down shirt.

“I was wondering…” I stammered, “do you offer extra credit?”

They both looked at me with astonishment.  “What?  We just said…”

“I know, but this is the only B I have.  And I’m trying to get into a very competitive Master’s program.  I’d really appreciate earning an A.”

They looked at each other and then back at me.

“Earning?  What did you have in mind?” Dr. Anderson drawled.

“Extra credit?  An extra report or paper?  I’m willing to do the work.”

“How much work?” Dr. Franklin asked as he rose and walked over to my chair.

“As much as it takes,” I admitted honestly.

He crouched down next to me, so close that I could feel his warm breath against my shoulder.

“Really.  As much as it takes.  Do you hear that, Dr. Anderson?  She wants to earn it.”

Dr. Anderson grinned at me hungrily, “Well I think we can arrange something.”

Dr. Franklin brushed his fingertips up my arm and smiled at the ripple of goosebumps.

“Dr. Franklin?”

I was confused by the turn of events, and a little scared.  But mostly, his touch and the nearness of him was making me feel my heartbeat between my thighs.

“Yes, Stacey?”

“Wh-What are you doing?”

“I think we can discuss you earning that A.”

I turned to face him as the realization of what he was implying sank in.  His arm was now stretched across the back of my chair and I could see the glint of something in his deep blue eyes.

“Earn how?” I asked, afraid I already knew the answer.

His arm dropped to my shoulders and his hand buried itself in the silky hair at the nape of my neck.  He pulled me close and when I felt his lips against mine, it confirmed what he was offering.

My heart pounded and I could feel my panties dampening.  But when his tongue grazed my mouth, I sighed and parted my lips to grant him entrance.  I felt his teeth lightly close on my lower lip and my hand moved out of instinct to rest against the back of his head.

His other arm closed around my waist and I was committed to letting this gorgeous man have his way with me.

****

As Dr. Franklin’s tongue plundered my mouth, I became aware of Dr. Anderson moving in the room.  Then I felt Dr. Anderson’s warm lips against the side of my neck.  He kissed and licked his way up my neck and nibbled on my ear, making me squirm and sigh into Dr. Franklin’s mouth.

“Aye, this one is nice and ready for us,” Dr. Anderson whispered in his sexy drawl, his warm breath giving me goosebumps down my other arm.

Dr. Franklin moved in front of me and slowly pressed my thighs apart as he moved between them.  He tickled my sensitive inner thighs with his fingertips as Dr. Anderson slipped the straps of my sundress off my shoulders.  My firm full breasts slowly peeked into view and as Dr. Franklin’s tormenting fingers reached the hem of my dress, Dr. Anderson bowed his head to my collarbone.

With Dr. Franklin’s hands starting to inch up under my skirt and Dr. Anderson’s lips nearing my taut nipples, I couldn’t help but squirm in my chair.  When Dr. Anderson’s tongue swiped over one aching little peak, Dr. Franklin hooked his thumbs into the strings of my panties and slid them right off my legs.

I gasped at both and moaned softly as Dr. Franklin started kissing his way up my thighs.  I could feel the heat starting to pool in my core and the dampness was getting wetter by the minute.  Dr. Anderson sucked firmly on one of my nipples while he rolled the other in his fingertips.  Just then, I felt Dr. Franklin’s warm breath against my wetness and my thighs fell further apart all on their own.

Dr. Anderson bent fully over Dr. Franklin and grasped my heaving breasts firmly, rolling both taut little rosebud nipples tightly just as I felt Dr. Franklin’s tongue caress my slippery wetness.  I gasped and groaned and squirmed under the attention and sunk into the chair.

His tongue quickly found my throbbing swollen clit and he flicked quickly over the surface.  As he rubbed in tiny firm circles, I felt the heat surge in my body.  I could not reach around Dr. Anderson’s broad shoulders though I desperately wanted to pull Dr. Franklin tightly against my aching pussy.  As I hit my explosion, Dr. Anderson pressed his lips to mine to stifle the scream that erupted out of my mouth.  I moaned against his tongue’s assault and pressed my pussy against the scratchy stubble on Dr. Franklin’s chin.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as they both backed off.

“Oy, I think she’s ready for us now,” Dr. Franklin grinned up at me with glossy lips.

I felt one finger slide gently inside me and I pushed down against him for more.

“Oh and she’s nice and tight too,” he commented to Dr. Anderson.

They left me panting in the chair while they both stood up and quickly undressed.  Dr. Franklin’s cock was just as he was, long and narrow and made to reach all new depths inside me.  Dr. Anderson’s swollen cock was built like him, shorter but thicker, ready to stretch me and fill me.  I reached out for both of them and they stepped towards me, one on each side.

I slowly wrapped my delicate fingers around each cock and stroked them tentatively, eliciting pleased moans from both of them.  As I stroked Dr. Franklin’s throbbing shaft lightly, I reached underneath to heft Dr. Anderson’s swollen balls, tickling them lightly with my fingertips.  They both thrust their hips forward towards me.  My own need lessened slightly, I took the opportunity to tease them both.  I tickled both sets of full balls and stroked each shaft lightly and loosely.  Each one in turn got a nice long wet lick from base to tip and back again as I alternated from the longer one to the thicker one.

As I wrapped my lips around the sensitive tip of Dr. Anderson’s cockhead, Dr. Franklin slowly started rubbing his over my generous cleavage.  He teased and tickled my nipples with the head of his cock until I pulled him to me and wrapped my mouth around as much as I could take.  He slowly fucked my mouth, sliding back and forth while I stroked Dr. Anderson.

I stroked one cock while I licked the other and switched again.  The velvet skin felt hot on my tongue and I licked everywhere I could reach.

I released them both and lightly scratched their hanging balls.

“It seems like it might have been a while,” I giggled, hefting the weight in my small palms.

“Maybe a little while, yeah, we’ve been waiting on the right student,” Dr. Franklin grinned at me.

“You saved it up for a student?”

“Oh yeah, especially one with a tight little body like yours.  I’ll bet no one will ever make you feel the way we can…” Dr. Anderson was tempting me with just his words.

I sucked them again, one by one, and stroked the one that was not sliding over my tongue.

“Oh god,” Dr. Franklin moaned in his down-under accent, “we’ve got to move on, I’m getting too close too fast.”

“I need to be inside you,” Dr. Anderson ordered in a clipped Southern demand.

They helped me out of my chair and nearly yanked the dress from my body.  My firm breasts were tipped with tight pink nipples and my ass curved invitingly away from my trim waist.  Their four hands roamed and caressed and grabbed and tickled everywhere at once until they finally pulled me away from the chair and led me to Dr. Anderson’s desk.

Dr. Anderson balanced his bare ass against the edge of the desk and carefully guided me towards him.  I rose to my tip-toes and rubbed my wet pussy against the throbbing tip of his cock and we both groaned.  He guided my hips down and I felt the thick swollen head enter me.  He was thicker than any previous boyfriend and I gasped as he kept inching inside me.  He stretched me in so many new ways and I grabbed his shoulders for balance as he worked the last inch of his cock inside my pussy.

He paused for a long moment, letting my body adjust to his generous girth, before slowly sliding back out.  I felt empty and needy when he withdrew almost completely and sighed contentedly when he slid back in.

“Oh god, you’re so thick,” I murmured as I rested my forehead on his muscular chest.

“That’s a girl, you love how thick my cock is inside your wet little pussy.”

“Oh I do Dr. Anderson, oh my god.”

He slowly began to slide in and out, his fingers gripped my ass hard as he leveraged my body up and down, back and forth.  Every few strokes he would hold me down against him, letting my clit grind against his wiry public hair.

“God, you were right,” he breathed to Dr. Franklin, “so fucking tight.”

I heard a strange noise behind me and suddenly felt something cold on my tight little asshole.

“Are you a virgin back here?” Dr. Franklin asked softly, rubbing his finger against the puckered little opening.

I nodded, too focused on the thick cock in my pussy to concentrate on what he was asking.

“Oh you won’t be any more, it’s all mine today,” I could hear the grin in his voice.

I squirmed when I realized what he meant but all that did was pop his finger inside.  He rubbed slowly in and out, loosening and warming it for his cock.  I was glad he was the thinner of the two.

He slowly worked a second finger in, preparing me slowly.  As Dr. Anderson kept thrusting in and out of me, I slowly lost track of time.  The heat was surging inside me again and I started to moan in small gasps.

“Oh god, cum for me little one,” Dr. Anderson breathed against my bouncing tits.

“Oh that will get her nice and ready for me,” Dr. Franklin’s voice barely pierced my rising pleasure.

His fingers kept sliding in and out of my ass as the thick cock in my pussy drove me closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” I moaned louder.

Dr. Franklin’s other hand reached around and found at my clit, pressing and rubbing as the cock filled my pussy and the fingers filled my ass.

“Oh fuck,” I yelled as I exploded for the second time.

As I came back down, I felt the hand at my clit disappear and a sudden fullness at my asshole.  Without much warning, he was inside me.  Just a couple of inches but I felt completely and utterly full of cock.  He slowly inched his hips forward while Dr. Anderson held perfectly still inside my pussy.  Finally I felt his hips bump against my ass and I was fully penetrated.  My ass was full of Dr. Franklin and my pussy was full of Dr. Anderson.

They grinned at each other over my shoulder and started to move in rhythm.

“Oh my god,” I could hardly speak from the sensations.

They moved in and out of me, entering me and emptying me in cycle.  I was on fire from the inside out as they pierced and stretched and filled me.  I tried to moan and beg for more but my voice was ragged with need.  They thrust hard and rough into me and pulled out achingly slow.  Again and again they impaled me and retreated.

“God, she’s so tight,” one of them murmured, I’m not even sure which one.

“Damn man, she is,” the other answered.

Suddenly Dr. Franklin behind me started moving faster, urgently thrusting in and out of my virgin little ass desperately.

“Shit, fuck, fuck,” he mumbled as I felt his pelvis slam into my ass hard.

Moments later, his cock pulsed inside me and I felt the warm jets of his seed fill my insides.  Dr. Anderson waited politely for his friend to finish and when Dr. Franklin breathlessly withdrew from my body, Dr. Anderson slowly withdrew from my body to lie on the desk.  I climbed on top, eager to have him back inside me for more.  As soon as I straddled his trim waist, I slid my hot wet pussy back down over his cock.  His hands dug in to my ass cheeks sharply and he started pumping me like it was his last fuck on earth.

“Oh god, yes, yes,” I urged him on, “fuck me with that thick cock of yours doctor, there, there, yes.”

Dr. Franklin had collapsed into the chair between the desk but was watching intently.

I leaned forward, mashing my tits into Dr. Anderson’s chest and leveraging my entire body to fuck him back.  The sounds of our slippery sweat skin slapping against each other filled the room.  With each down thrust, I ground my clit against his pubic bone.

“Yes, yes, yes, there baby, there,” he chanted.

I furiously rode his throbbing cock, slamming my body against his with each thrust of his hips.  Finally, as I felt the head of his cock swell inside me, I ground down against him and reached back to tug on his balls firmly, pulling them down and away from his body.

“Oh fuck!” he groaned as the orgasm was halted moments before release.

“After me,” I ordered roughly.

He grinned and nodded, “Yes ma’am.”

I clenched my muscles around his aching frustrated cock and massaged him with my insides.

“Oh damn, what are you…” his eyes were wide.

I rolled my hips in a slow circle, grinding my clit against him and keeping him on that edge.

“Oh god, please, fuck me,” he pleaded for release.

I bounced and rode him angrily until the heat inside my bloodstream exploded into thousands of lightning bolts.  I screamed and arched my back as he gritted his teeth to hold his back.

“Oh fuck, shit, baby,” he started mumbling urgently.

I hopped off and sank down between his thighs to stroke him.  I latched my lips tightly over his cockhead, sucking and swirling my tongue as I stroked the pulsing shaft.  His hands twisted my hair as I felt the first jet hit the back of my throat, followed by several more.

He finally collapsed back onto the desk, panting and cursing at me with a grin.

I was naked and sweaty, my pussy dripping and my hair a mess as I hopped off the desk.  I slowly leaned over deliberately to slide my sundress back on, leaving my panties on the floor underneath Dr. Franklin in the chair.

“So boys, did I earn my extra credit?”

“You bet your ‘A’ you did.”

****

I nailed that Economics class just like I nailed both of them.  And I did get into that Master’s program I wanted so badly.  But the most surprising part was that I ended up dating the pair of them, together as a trio, for the rest of my time in college.  My friends always wondered why I never had a boyfriend and I would just smile because I knew that I had two.

As college ended, I realized that the little arrangement was nice for a young college girl but would be frowned upon for three grown adult professionals.  I had a long talk with Dr. Anderson and Dr. Franklin, Paul and Robert respectively, just before graduation.  They understood and were very sorry to hear that I was moving on.

“Not sure we’ll ever have a student like you again,” Paul said wistfully.

“Ain’t no one like me boys,” I grinned at them and kissed them both passionately.

When I graduated with my Master’s degree, with honors of course, they both attended and applauded wildly.  We did have one last celebration that night, just the three of us.  Over breakfast, I made my confession that I had been holding on to for years.

“Paul and Robert,” I started, “I’m not sure how to say this.  You two have been some of my closest friends and advisors, even without the mind-numbing orgasms.”

We all laughed.

“But I’m afraid I have a confession, and I don’t feel right waiting any longer.  Last night was the last time.  I can no longer pretend.”

Both men looked confused and concerned.

“Robert, you have always been sweet and attentive and I can never repay you for that.  But I am in love with Paul I’m afraid.”

They both stared, wide-eyed.

Robert smiled sweetly, “I guess we should let you in on a conversation we had on the way down here for your graduation.”

I cocked my head to the side and waited.

“While I do care for you and love you in a special way, I don’t love you that way,” Robert said kindly, “but Paul does.”


4. Unleashing The Slut Within: FFM Threesome Sex on the Public Beach by Sofia Miller

Stacy was never the party girl.  In fact, she was a goody-two-shoes.  While her friends were going to parties and experimenting, she was focusing on her studies and resisting the temptation of boys.  But one fateful day at the beach, she spies a gorgeous and exotic Italian couple who can’t keep their hands off of each other. She can’t believe her eyes as the couple turns up the steam on this very public beach - but then she also can’t believe how turned on watching them makes her.  When they beckon her to join them, Stacey has a choice:  Be the good girl she always has been, or give in to her desire and learn their brazen ways!

It was the end of August, and the days were just starting to cool off.  I had just graduated college and summer was coming to a close.  I’d worked hard my whole academic career, staying focused and rarely going to parties.  After a summer of diligent job hunting, I’d finally found a low paying, very demanding, but upwardly mobile position in the financial sector.  I couldn’t be more excited--but I was also dreading the prospect of plunging right back into the grind.  I was starting to worry that my opportunity to be free and reckless had already passed me by--and I was only twenty-one.

I went to the beach by myself one day, late in the afternoon.  I was always nervous to go to the beach.  You were so exposed--everyone practically naked.  But it was an overcast day and the wind was picking up, so I figured I may have the place to myself.  So I put on my polka-dot bikini, a knit shawl and some jean shorts, and made my way down the sandy beach to the empty lifeguard stand, which I leaned against while I read a light, summer romance novel.

The only sounds were seagulls squawking and a woman’s laugh in the distance as her boyfriend picked up her, threatening to throw her in the ocean.  I looked at the two of them, running down the beach.  As they got closer, I saw how exotic they were--there was something very European about the couple.  He had an olive complexion and was lean and well toned, donning a speedo, unselfconsciously.  She had curly brown hair, long lashes, thick brows, and a golden physique reminiscent of a 60’s go-go dancer.  I pegged them both as Italian, and they confirmed my suspicion when I heard him say to her, “Si guarda in modo sexy...” as he pulled at her bikini bottoms, exposing a bit of her dark, curly bush.

She slapped at his hand playfully, and then threw her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply as let his hands slide down the back of her bikini bottoms to grab two handfuls of her thick, round ass.

I grabbed my sunscreen and applied it to my calves, trying hard not to stare at them, but still catching fleeting glances.  They were a gorgeous pair, and it was hard not to look.  I found myself envying them--they seemed so happy and free.  I was always worrying about something, and I certainly never made time for boys.  My mother always told me, “You’ll have plenty of time for boys--you can only get your education now.”  I’d had just one boyfriend in my life:  Freshman year of college.  His name was Max.  Max was a sweet guy--laid back and fun.  He had been my first lover and was very patient with me.  I’d cover my body with my hands, embarrassed to have him see me.  He’d grab my hands, pinning them down on the bed above my head as he kneeled over me, and say, “You’re beautiful.  Why don’t you know that?”  before he’d kiss me all over, confirming his words.  Yes, he made me believe I was beautiful for a time.  But I always skipped the parties so I could study, I never wanted to go anywhere, and eventually he lost interest in me.  I hadn’t been with a boy since.

I don’t know why I couldn’t be like this woman, who playfully teased her boyfriend on the beach.  I was aware I was attractive enough, but then, nothing was ever good enough for me--not even myself.  Long legs, pale skin, tear drop shaped breasts on my slender frame, and long, blond hair:  I was pretty for my type.  But watching this Italian goddess, with her exaggerated curves and wild hair, I knew I didn’t have sex appeal like that.  I turned back to my book, trying in vain to keep my attentions off of them.  I came here to relax, not feed my insecurities.

“Stop! Sei proprio un cattivo ragazzo!” the woman cried out, though when I looked up she was smiling as he held her from behind.  She half-heartedly smacked at his hands as they pulled her bikini top down, exposing two breasts that were full to bursting, adorned with big, round areolas, and nipples that pointed straight out like missiles.  Her whole body was naturally  obscene and sexy.  He cupped her breasts in his hands and squeezed as she leaned back her head and stuck out a long tongue for him to suck on, and he obliged.

Couldn’t they see they weren’t alone?  But they only seemed to have eyes for each other.  He untied her bikini top and it fell completely off.  She stood there, exposed, not a care in the world.  He twisted her nipple sharply, and when she gasped, I felt it ignite my own neglected pussy.  Even I hadn’t touched it in far too long.

I was trapped--glued to the lifeguard station.  If I got up they might see me, and then they might stop.  I felt guilty wanting to watch them, but their dance was thrilling to me, and I was transfixed on the scene unfolding before my eyes.

He stood back from her a few feet and began massaging his cock through his speedo.  He gestured to her, said something I couldn’t decipher, and she laughed at him doubled over, before she stood up and tweaked her own nipples teasingly, laughing and swaying her hips seductively, turning around and bending over, pulling up her bikini bottom to expose her cheeks, wiggling her ass for him, tauntingly.

“Senti il mio cazzo…” he pleaded, pulling a thick, strong cock out of his speedo.  My God, this couple was so brazen!  She walked towards him, smiling seductively, as she twirled her hair, looking down at his cock and then back at him, as though trying to decide if he was worth it.  He grabbed her, pulled her close, leaned down and pulled her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard and releasing it with a loud “pop.”  She looked into his eyes, wild and mischievous, then grabbed his cock, stroking him as he began sucking eagerly at her breast.

I let my hand sink between my legs and press into my pussy through my shorts and bikini.  Even through those layers, I could feel a dampness beginning to seep through.  I pressed harder and let out a sigh.  The wind blew cooly, setting my nipples on end.  I let my hand wander up, let my finger flick absently at my nipple through my top, feeling it becoming more pronounced.  I pinched it, wanting to feel what she was feeling as he bit playfully at her nipple.  She was let out a choking little sob of a moan, and I did, too.

The man slid down her body, falling to his knees, taking her bikini bottoms with him as he fell, pulling them to the ground.  He buried his face in the soft bed of hair between her legs and growled into her like a beast, sending her into a peal of laughter, her breasts shaking, her mouth wide in a grin.  But he must have buried his tongue into her, too, because all at once she stopped laughing and began moaning, her hands instinctively lifting up to her breasts, pushing them up and squeezing them as she wobbled on unsteady legs, grinding into his mouth.

My eyes were fixed on them as my hands began unbuttoning my shorts, completely of their own accord.  I plunged my fingers into my bikini bottoms, and they slid past my own fine, scant, blond, well groomed bush to the place where my lips began to part, my clitoris protruding and eager.  I pressed it with my finger and tried not to cry out, though I was breathing deeply and hard.  The tip of my middle finger danced small circles on my clit, and I felt it growing strong and brazen at my hands touch.

The man withdrew his face from her pussy to look up at her, replacing it with his hand which petted her slowly with two fingers, in a “come here” motion, rubbing her slit back and forth.  “Hai un sapore così buono,” he smiled, pulling his fingers out of her and placing them in his mouth.  He sucked them clean, and then slid them deeply inside of her again, finger-fucking her fast and deep as she emitted staccato moans that escalated in pitch.

I slid my hand into the triangular covering on my right breast, twisted and tugged my nipple, then rubbed it lightly and delicately, the sensation tingling and radiating, feeling myself becoming dizzy with desire.  I have to stop this, I said to myself.  They’re sure to see me.  But I couldn’t stop.  Instead, I looked around helplessly for a place to hide--some place I could watch them safely, but no place was sufficient.  I could feel my heartbeat pounding in my pussy, harder, faster--it wouldn’t let up.  A desire took over me I couldn’t control, so I simply settled for moving stealthily behind the lifeguard stand, my head peaking out so I could see.  I wriggled out of my shorts and bottoms, spread my legs wide, and plunged my fingers in into the soaking wet valley.  I laid back, turned my head to see them, my cheek resting in the sand, grains clinging to my open mouth as I breathed in and out heavily.

She turned around, her ass twerked out for his viewing pleasure, her hands sliding down her backside, spreading herself open for him.  He sucked his middle finger and slid it inside her dark cherry rose bud as she arched her back.  “Oh my God,” I whispered to myself.  That was something I’d never done before.  I let my finger trail down to my own asshole, gliding my finger along the rim.  My pussy contracted in response to my touch.  I wanted desperately to slide it in.  I pressed gently on the small opening, but I stopped short, scared of my own body.  What am I doing?  I asked myself.  Jesus Christ, what am I doing--I’m in public!  Nonetheless, I slid one finger inside my pussy, then two, then three, sliding in and out, a milky pool rising up and out of me with every plunge--I felt like an animal, my entire notion of self slipping away, as a deep and guttural moan escaped my lips.  The couple stopped.  Their heads turned my direction in unison.  I was caught.

“Ciao--hello?” the man called in an Italian accent.  They both looked curious, but not upset.  “Is someone there?”  They began to walk towards me.  He tucked himself back into his speedo, but the woman didn’t bother to hide her gorgeous body before approaching.  “Oh, no, oh, no, oh, no…” I whispered under my breath, as I hastily slid my shorts on, not making time for my bikini bottom.  I stood up and found myself face to face with the handsome, Italian man, who was grinning ear to ear.  I stood with my mouth open, staring at them, not knowing what to say, when all at once I realized my breasts were still hanging out of my top.

I scrambled to tuck them back in, mortified, but the woman said in accented english, “Don’t hide--you are so pretty!”  As though it were the most natural thing in the world, the woman put her hands on my suit, pulling it open and exposing my breasts.  She smiled at them and then at me, as she placed her hands underneath them and bounced them up and down, giggling like a schoolgirl with a new toy.  I withdrew and folded my arms over my chest, embarrassed.  The man smacked his girlfriend hard on the bottom and said to her, “Where are your manners?” then to me, “I’m sorry, she has no manners.  Sometimes she...uh...how do you say?  She do not control herself.  What is your name?”

“Uh...it’s Stacy…”

“I’m Valerio.  This is Aurelia.”

I was so confused.  How could he just be making introductions, acting like this was all normal?  How could I stand here and talk casually with these people after they caught me watching them--after they caught me touching myself?  My head was swimming, I felt I should go, and yet my feet were anchored to the sand.

“You were watching us, no?  You were giving pleasure to yourself?”

I was mortified.  What could I say to that?  It was all so awkward.  “I’m...I’m sorry, this isn’t like me--”

“Why be sorry?  It’s beautiful.”  He pulled Aurelia to him, and standing behind her, his hands slid down between her legs and pressed into her pussy as she laughed, brightly.  “Aurelia gives pleasure to herself all of the time.  She has the big appetite,” he teased.

“Stop!” she laughed, joyously, though she only pressed her bottom into his cock and sighed at his hands working on her.  My eyes were glued to those hands.  One spread her wide open, exposing a slick, dark pink landscape, the other slid inside of her, came up to her clit, and tickled it mercilessly while she squirmed, giggling and sighing.  I could feel my cheeks growing hot--turned on and embarrassed all at once.  Aurelia reached out her hand to me, saying “Non essere timido!  Come here!”  I moved, helpless to resist, towards her beckoning hand, which pulled my arms off my chest and pulled me in close.

Our breasts touched, nipple to nipple, then lip to lip, and tongue to tongue--I was pulled under her spell body part by body part.  She put her hands on my waist and pulled me into her, kissing me deeply and wetly, as Valerio’s hands, nestled between us, began unbuttoning my shorts, which dropped to the ground.  Her tongue drove into me and drove me mad. I pressed back into her--I had never felt more wet and alive and wild in my life, kissing this beautiful sun goddess as her boyfriend held her.  It was by far the craziest thing I had done up to that point.  Valerio’s hand found its way to my pussy, and he tapped it gently and rhythmically as I sucked on his girlfriend’s bottom lip.  I had never kissed a woman before--the gloss on her lips was sweet and her tongue was caring and thorough, teasing every part of my mouth.  Her breasts were two firm pillows I wanted to bury my face in.  The tapping of his hand created little earthquakes inside of me that thundered in my ears.  The world was becoming hazy and I was overcome with sensation.

“She does well at kissing, yes?” Valerio said.

“Y--yes…” I let out in a hiccuping little sigh.  What was I doing?  Perhaps, sensing my sudden panic, Valerio suggested, “Let’s sit down.  We’ll get to know each other.”  He kissed Aurelia on the cheek and smacked her behind.  “Sediamoci,” he said.  And the two plopped down in the sand, casually, as though just coming from an innocent game of volleyball, needing to catch their breath.  I followed suit, not knowing what else to do but follow their lead.  She leaned back on her elbows, one leg bent, her head tossed back, letting the sun envelope her golden skin.  He laid on his side, propped up on his elbow, his legs open, his raging hard on pressing through his speedo in plain sight, though otherwise he seemed perfectly casual and at ease.  “Who are you, Stacy?  Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, no boyfriend,” I blushed, sitting cross-legged and hunched over.  I grabbed the shawl and covered myself with it.

“You have no one to pleasure you?  How is this?” he asked, philosophically.  “It is no good.  A beautiful woman--she is made to feel pleasure.”  He smiled at Aurelia, and stroked his bulging speedo casually.  He turned back to me.  “Why do you cover yourself?  Are you afraid of being...what is it...sunburned?”  I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Is that not it?  Surely you are not hiding from me?”

“No…” I smiled, blushing wildly.  “I just...I don’t know.”

“Here,” he said.  “I give you protection.  Your pretty breasts will not be burning.”  His careful, strange English was so endearing, and his smile was so sincere, he put me at ease.  He instilled in me trust and yearning--I wanted to indulge him in anything he asked of me.  He inched over to me and picked up my sunscreen.  He pulled off my shawl in a dramatic gesture and winked at me playfully.  I looked over to Aurelia who only looked at us, amused, as Valerio poured the sunscreen into his hands, rubbed them together, and began applying it to my breasts in a circular motion.  His thumbs made circles on my pale nipples.  “This feels good, no?”  he said, smiling a smile that seemed just for me, and I nodded, unable to speak.  Aurelia was idly touching herself, running her hands through her bush.  “Turn over,” he instructed.  “I do your back.”

My whole body was shaking, but I did as I was told.  His hands had felt so warm and good on my body.  He untied my top and let it fall off.  Then I felt a shock run through me as a cold spurt of sunscreen landed between my shoulder blades.  Valerio’s warm hands smoothed it over me like a blanket, and I felt my body begin to melt into the sand.  The mixture of sunscreen and gritty sand swirling around my back under his hot, strong palms felt so soothing, I let out a moan of relaxed pleasure.  When Aurelia began the same treatment on the soles of my feet, I was in heaven, expert hands all over my body.  Aurelia began working her way up the back of my calves, knees, thighs.  She spread my legs wide and worked the lotion into my inner thighs, up, up, up.  Everything in me was anticipating her finding my pussy, pressing her hands into me--I couldn’t wait, I wanted it badly.  But instead her hands passed my pussy by, making its way up the two mounds of my ass, which she lifted and spread, before shocking me to the core with her tongue, which plunged deeply, deeply between my cheeks.

My whole body spasmed, my back arched, and my cheeks clenched, but she didn’t let that deter her, swirling her tongue around and around my rim, making me dizzy.  She kissed and sucked my asshole passionately, letting her long, strong tongue make its way deep inside of me.  How is this happening?  How did I get here?  Aurelia was moaning into me, and I realized she was touching herself.  Her mouth was watering, wetting my tight little opening.  I moaned right along with her.

“Good girl,” Valerio said, stroking my hair.  I was propped up on my elbows with my back in a permanent arch, my ass in the air, my legs spread wide, never wanting Aurelia to stop.  Valerio was kneeling before me, his speedo had disappeared--when did that happen?  It’s all moving so fast!--and his strong cock was pointing right at me as he stroked it.  His sack was big and full, his cock was thick and uncircumcised.  I’d never seen one like it before--these people were no natural and free, it made me want to shed my entire buttoned up existence.  I let out a howlish moan as Aurelia began playing with my clit, her tongue flicking my asshole, playfully.

“Take his fuck in your mouth…” Aurelia breathed into my asshole.  “Take his fuck in your mouth...”

“Do you want my fuck?” Valerio asked.

His fuck.  He called it his fuck.

“Yes…”  Yes, I wanted his fuck.  It was all that I wanted, but I was scared.  It was something I had never done before.  My old boyfriend had been patient with me--I was embarrassed at my inexperience.  I never wanted to do it wrong (I never did anything wrong), so I never did it at all.  “I...I’ve never sucked a cock before,” I admitted.

He bent down and took my face in his hands sweetly.  His eyes were kind and understanding. He kissed me on the lips, gently and said  “We will show you,” his smile making me feel safe and warm.  “Aurelia!” he called.  “Come, show her.”

Aurelia withdrew from my ass, giving it a light, teasing pinch.  She crawled over to Valerio, who sat down and leaned back on his hands.  “Now, look at Aurelia,” he instructed.

Aurelia took his big cock in one hand, his mighty sack in the other, and held it as she lovingly sucked the tip, her hand moving gently up and down.  Her tongue swirled around expertly, and he moaned loudly and freely, a long, sighing  “Aaaaahhhh…”

“You try,” she said, pointing his cock at me.  I crawled over, and as her hand held his shaft, firmly, slowly, pumping it up and down, I swirled my tongue over the tip of his cock as she had done.  Valerio put his hand on the back of my head approvingly.  “Is simple, no?”  She held his cock at the base and began licking wetly up and down his shaft.  I followed suit on the other side, and at the tip, our tongues met, then our lips, our mouths surrounding the fat head of his cock.  I could taste a drop of his cum--my first ever taste of a man’s cum--and I wanted more.  Soon Aurelia had been edged out, and I was sucking hungrily, instinctively on Valerio, taking him further and further into my mouth until he hit the back of my throat and I gagged.  But I simply opened up a little further, and let him inch his way even deeper down, letting him fill me up.  I wanted to feel him in the pit of my stomach.

“She likes you, I think!” Aurelia laughed.  I watched as she stood up, walked up to Valerio’s head, and placed her feet on either side of it, facing me.  She slowly lowered herself down until she was on her knees, her pussy just inches from his open mouth.  Valerio stuck out his tongue, straining towards her, and she brought herself down to meet him.  I watched the length of his tongue disappear inside of her, slowly, as she sat on his face and gasped in delight.

My God, she was beautiful.  Watching her grind into him as though she were dancing, her body moving in pretty waves, her hands working up her own body, grazing her gorgeous tits, grasping at her hair while she sang out in ecstasy.  I wanted to consume her.  I wanted to be her.  I wanted Valerio to fuck me the way he must fuck her.

I got up on my knees and crawled onto Valerio.  I lowered myself down on his cock just as she had done on his tongue, slowly, slowly, feeling every inch of him as the steel rod that was his cock made it’s way deep within me, filling me up.  He began to lift his hips into me, and I my whole body spasmed.  The sensation was nearly too much to bear, and when Aurelia leaned forward and kissed me, tweaking my nipple as she did, it sent me over the edge, and my pussy contracted, over and over again as a wave of delight poured out of me and onto Valerio’s cock, a big wet splash.  I screamed primitively into Aurelia’s mouth, and she muffled it with her probing tongue.  When we parted, Aurelia still had hold of my nipple--she wouldn’t let go.  Rather, she pulled it teasingly, and the wave started to build within me again.

“Don’t stop now!” a male voice called out, and I snapped to.  Over her shoulder, I saw something I didn’t expect.  A small crowd had begun to gather--we were surrounded by what looked to be college students.  Beyond them a bonfire burned in the distance, and I suddenly remembered that school was starting tomorrow.  It was an annual tradition--Oh my god, we were fucking in the middle of the back to school bonfire party.

Aurelia stood up--I thought she might be fleeing, but instead, she walked towards me, her pussy at eye level, as Valerio fucked me faster.  She looked down at me, cocked an eyebrow, and smiled.  The smell of her pussy was intoxicating--fresh like the ocean beyond her.  I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her pelvis to me, burying my face in her just as Valerio had done before. It tasted of salt water, and I lapped it up, eagerly.  If these kids wanted to watch, I’d give them a show--I wasn’t the same girl I was when I came to the beach.  I kissed her pussy deeply, just as she had kissed me deeply, and I heard the boys clapping as she grunted in pleasure.  “That’s it, Stacey!  Give it to her” one cried.

Oh my God, one of them knows me,  I realized, and to my utter surprise, the thought of it made me burn hotter.  I bucked harder on Valerio’s cock, my pussy bearing down tightly around him, and I could feel him growing stronger inside of me, the veins popping.  I groaned deeply into Aurelia’s gushing cunt, and she pulled my hair as she moaned:  A perfect chain reaction.  Aurelia shook and sputtered, as she cried out, “Dio mio! Dio mio! Dio mio!”  A rush of fluid poured from her, into my mouth, all over my face, as I licked her straining clit faster, faster, faster...

More people were gathering now as new students trickled down to the beach.  “Oh my God!” a girl cried out, shocked and giggling.  “That’s not Stacy, is it?  She was in my study group for American History!”  Of course it is.  Did you expect differently from me? I thought to myself, wryly.  Suddenly, Aurelia pulled me off of Valerio’s cock and sat me down in the sand as she cradled me from behind, kissing my neck, cupping and squeezing my breasts.  Valerio grabbed my feet and placed them on his shoulders as he knelt between my legs and plunged into me, deep and hard and fast.  His balls slapped my ass with a satisfying smack, smack, smack as he thrusted again and again and again, in rhythm to the chant that had begun, “Stacey!  Stacey!  Stacey!”

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I demanded.  He was sweating and looked crazed.  He plunged in deep and then held it as a wave of cum spilled into me.  It was so hot and thick--I wanted to hold it inside of me forever.

“È bella cagna!” he cried out, thrusting two more times, letting out a long, gruff sigh as he finished and his cock began to retreat.  The crowd burst into applause and laughter, and I fell back into Aurelia’s arms, spent, as she kissed and stroked my face.  Valerio inserted two fingers into my gaping, overflowing pussy, and pulled them out, wet and glistening with his cum, which he offered to me.  I licked them clean and wished for more.

I was covered in sand and sweat.  My pussy was throbbing and wrecked.  But Aurelia knew what to do.  First laying me down gently in the sand, she inserted herself between my sprawled out legs and nursed my pussy with her tongue, cleaning up the mess that Valerio had left there.  Her tongue was kind and gentle, soothing my torn and aching fuck-hole.

“Aurelia, must go to the hotel . They are waiting,” Valerio said, pulling on his speedo.  “Stacey, we are meeting friends to have a drink.  You will  join us?  You will like them, I think,” he said with a twinkle in his eye.

“Stacey!  Come party with us!”  It was a cute boy I recognized from last year’s English class.  He was standing with a group of boys I recognized from our college’s football team.  They wouldn’t have given me the time of day before this.

“I have another engagement,” I said to the boy as I stood up and collected my clothing, without a hint of shame.  “You kids have fun.”  I draped my shawl over my shoulders, grabbed my shorts, and the three of us made our way down the beach towards their hotel, eager to see where the night would take us.


5. Three is More Fun: My Hot FFM Threesome Revenge by Riley Davis

Have you ever wanted to get revenge so bad you would do anything to get it? That’s how I felt the day I caught my boyfriend of two years sleeping with someone else. I wasn’t sure how I was going to get it yet but I was going to and he was going to pay.

“Oh yeah baby. Oh yeah,” I could hear my boyfriend behind his front door, groaning in pleasure. A cold shiver ran through me. I was instantly pissed. Why in the fuck was he groaning when I wasn’t even with him? He better just be getting his own rocks off in there.

But then, of course, there it was. The fucking bitch’s moan. “Fuck no. This bitch is not in there right now fucking my man,” I whispered under my breath while shaking my head. I leaned back up against the door and sure enough, they were both moaning.

This was fucking bullshit. We had been together for two years and he wants to fuck it all up by being with someone else for two minutes. I will sure as hell show him. I knew exactly how to strike. And he was going to be sorry. I quickly grabbed a piece of paper and pen from my bag and scribbled a note. I shoved it under his door, rang the bell, and ran off, a grin playing on my lips. I knew he wasn't going to like that.

****

A few weeks later...

I sat at my kitchen table, drumming my fingers. My plan was coming together perfectly and I couldn't wait to finally seek revenge on my shithead boyfriend. Dan had been the perfect guy when we first got together and as soon as we hit the one-year mark, things slowly began sliding down the hill. He began hanging out with his friends more, going to bars, and not wanting to have our special dates anymore.

I didn't care if he wanted to hang with his friends, he had always been a social butterfly but what I didn't like was the fact that he wasn't including me anymore. Before he would always bring me out with him and now it was like I had the fucking plague. When I asked him about it he said that he just needed guy time. Okay, fine. I bought it the first few times but now I realized what a load of horseshit it was.

All of these problems were signs. Signs I should have fucking noticed. But I didn't. I was happy and secure in what we had. I loved Dan. And he shattered my heart into a million pieces. But I wasn't the type of girl that was going to just sit here and cry. I cried the first few days, got it out of my system, and then I turned my sadness into anger and developed my revenge plan. It needed to be one that I knew would get him, would hurt him as much as he had hurt me. I thought long and hard until the perfect plan came to me.

Dan's best friend from middle school, Kevin, had always flirted with me. I just always brushed it off as him being playful and fun and Dan never seemed to notice or even care. So I decided to see just how far Kevin would go. He must know by now that Dan and I are no longer together. But even if he didn't, it was time to initiate step one. Calling Kevin. It was late on a Thursday night but I knew he would be up. He was a single party monster. I had his number in my phone still from Dan so I quickly hit send, revenge coursing through me. He answered in one ring, “Bella?” He breathed down the phone. My insides twisted from his voice. He really was such a cute guy. “Hi Kevin.” I replied.

“Wow, I never thought I would hear from you again after what went down with Dan. What's up, good looking?” He chuckled into the phone. I smiled, there he goes again. “So you heard I suppose?” Kevin took a deep breath. “Of course I did. I asked him where your fine ass had been lately and he told me you dumped him on a note through his door,” He laughed deeply. “That was a pretty low way to dump him, eh Bells?” I sighed. “Kev, do you know what that shithead did?” “He wouldn't tell me, but it must've been bad if you felt justified in dumping him that way,” Kevin answered. “Well there is some back history to it, you know, I had been seeing signs that things weren't right. He was getting distant and other shit but then I went over to his apartment for a surprise visit one night after work and he was banging a fucking chick so loud I could hear them through the door. So I stuck that night under the door and left.” I finished the story and waited for Kevin's response. He didn't say anything at first, just produced a low whistle.

“Damn Bells, I don't even know what to say. That's fucking bullshit. Why would he step out on a gorgeous girl like you? Especially after investing so much time into the relationship. I don't know where his head is out but lately I feel like I don't even know him anymore.” Shit, I was shocked to hear Kevin say that. The two were like brothers, I kind of felt bet for involving Kevin in my plan but maybe now it won't be so bad. “Yeah, you and me both Kev. But I didn't call to just talk about him. I'm over it. I want to go out and have fun. Want to meet up at our favorite club tomorrow night? I'd love a night of drinks and dancing. I'd ask my girl Jen but she's out of town for the weekend, a work thing. And I kind of want some male company...” I trailed off, hoping he would say yes. “Hell yeah Bells. A chance to hang out with you and alone at that? Count me in.” I smiled. “Great, see you then.” Step one completed.

****

It was already Friday night and I was standing in my walk in closet trying to decide what the hell to wear. I needed something super sexy and revealing. I wanted to drive Kevin wild. Tonight was just the appetizer, get his taste buds wet, get him wanting me. Then I would go in for the strike when the time was right. I decided to settle on my tight black mini-dress that showed off all of my curves and my long, shapely legs. I wore my black lace push up bra, my cleavage pouring out over the top. I also had on my black lace thong and I slipped on my black Stilettos with the gold bottom. They added a good two-three inches to my height, making me legs look even longer.

I added some gold pieces- hoops, a cute but simple necklace with a heart charm, and a couple of chunky gold bracelets. My hair was straightened and I added just a touch of makeup. Just the basics were enough for me. I gazed at myself in the mirror and gasped. Damn, I looked fucking amazing. I hadn't gotten this dolled up since the early stages with Dan. I grabbed my gold clutch purse, threw in my keys, phone, lip gloss, and credit cards, cash, and ID and headed out the door.

When I arrived at the club, I walked in and searched the place for Kevin. I didn't see him so I headed to the bar. I ordered a peach martini and sipped it slowly while watching for Kevin to come in. The place was pretty packed already and it was only going to get busier. The music was blasting, the vibrations coursing through me. Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I spun around and my face lit up when I saw that it was Kevin. I jumped up and pulled him in for a long hug. We lingered like that for a few more seconds than necessary and he didn't seem to be letting go so I moved back. He stared at my face, making me blush. “Bella, you look fucking hot, not to mention beautiful.” His eyes moved down my body and then back up to my face. “I have missed seeing you.”

I smiled up at him. “I have missed seeing you too. We always had a good time together. Sit.” I patted the bar stool next to the one I was sitting on. “Let's drink, bro.” I laughed as I nudged him with elbow. He sat down, his eyes never leaving my face. “Bro?” He shook his head. “How about sexy man God?” His eyes lit up as a sexy smile played on his face. I burst out laughing, almost choking on my drink that I had just taken a sip of. “Nice try there Kev. So what have you been up to?” The bartender stepped in front of us right then and Kev ordered himself a Manhattan and ordered me another martini. “Thank you,” I said as he kept staring at me intently. He was starting to freak me out a bit.

“Why do you keep staring at me so intently? You are making me nervous,” I asked him. He laughed as he reached over and squeezed my hand. “I just missed seeing your gorgeous face. So I am enjoying finally getting to look at it. Dan is a fucking idiot.” We both laughed.

About an hour later, we were still sitting at the bar in deep conversation. I was on my fifth martini, the alcohol making me brave and extra flirty. Kevin had had a few Manhattans himself so I knew he must be feeling some of them too. His talking had gotten a lot more animated. He was cracking me up with all of his crazy work stories. He worked as an ER doctor and the problems people came in with were so bizarre sometimes. I worked as a boring PR relations consultant, my clients bossy and demanding. I was enjoying living through his career right now. My favorite song started to burst through the speakers and I jumped up, the alcohol making me a bit unsteady, and I swayed to the side, Kevin quickly grabbing me. “Whoa, steady there Bells. You okay?” I giggled and suddenly our faces were inches apart. Kevin jerked back, a look of confusion on his face. Fuck. Maybe my plan won't work. I bet he felt guilty, like he is violating bro code. I didn't expect to kiss him this early on though, so I still had time. Without saying a word, I grabbed his hand and brought him onto the dance floor.

We began dancing to the music, the pounding of the beats flowing through us. There were so many people dancing on the floor, we couldn't help but be pushed together. Kevin pulled me close, resting one hand on my waist, the other hand on the small of my back. I grinded up against him, keeping time to the music even with all of the alcohol in me. Kevin was a fantastic dancer, he grinded right back with me, keeping the pace. I could feel the chemistry brewing between us, the dancing becoming intoxicating as the minutes passed. One song flowed into the next and we didn't stop. Our bodies were covered in a thin sheen of perspiration. I quickly spun around, my back facing his front. He wrapped his arms around me, resting his hands on my stomach. He pulled me flush against him and I could feel his erection pressing into my ass. Fuck, he was huge. And I did turn him on. He was just trying to fight it. I grinded my ass onto his erection, bending forward so he could get a good view. I heard him take in a deep breath and I knew he was getting more and more turned on. He leaned down and pulled me back up against him, his lips against my ear. His breath was hot on my neck, his delicious scent of alcohol and cologne entering my nose. I was so turned on myself, I felt like fucking him in the bathroom.

He spun me around and led me to a corner of the dance floor, separated from the rest of the crowd. He pulled me close against him, his lips meeting my ear once again. “Bella, what are you doing to me, you gorgeous woman?” I pulled back and smiled up at him. “Just having a good time there, Kev.” He shook his head, his eyes boring into mine. “Let's go have another drink.” He led me off the dance floor and over to the bar. We sat down and he ordered another round of drinks. “Bella, you're not just here with me tonight to piss Dan off right? Because I'm feeling guilty. I mean I know he was a complete dick to you but it's kind of bro code not to have another guy's ex.” I looked at him while trying to think of what to say. I was really here to do just that but I was really growing to like him. This night had changed my outlook. I still wanted revenge but I also just wanted Kevin. I sighed. I needed to be honest.

“Listen Kev. At first I did just come here to get revenge. But now tonight has kind of changed my mind.” Kev's eyes flashed a look of hurt. He nodded. “I understand Bells, but I like you. I have for a long time. I just have ignored my feelings because you were with Dan. So if you seriously want to have some fun and hook up, that's fine. I am not looking for a relationship in any way. But I don't want you to just fuck me once and never look back because you were looking to hurt Dan.” I looked down, his words running through my mind but I was having trouble processing them from all of the alcohol. “Did someone just say my name?” A familiar voice said behind us. We both spun around to see a very angry Dan glaring at both of us.

****

“What the fuck are you doing here with Bella, Kevin?” Dan asked, his breath coming out in spurts. He was fucking pissed. Good let him be. Kevin stood up. Shit, this wasn't going to be good. “I am here showing her a good time which you seem to have forgotten how to do. You are a fucking idiot man for letting a girl like her get away.” Out of nowhere, Dan punches Kevin straight in the face. Kevin stumbled back, crashing into the bar. I screamed, “Dan what the fuck are you doing?” I cradled Kevin's face in my hands, the blood dripping from his nose. Dan tried to grab my arm. “Come on, Bella, you are leaving with me!” I ripped my arm from his grasp. “Fuck no, I'm not! I came here with Kevin and I am leaving with him. Why do you think I would ever be with you? Go fuck your ho that you were certainly enjoying in your apartment not too long ago!” Next thing I knew, two bouncers had come over and grabbed Dan. “Come on, you are out of here buddy. One hand on another person and it's over.” Dan tried pulling away but the bouncers were too strong. I turned away as soon as they had pulled Dan away, focusing my attention on Kevin.

“Are you okay, Kev? I am so sorry; you didn't deserve that. What a fucking asshole.” Kev smiled, as the bartender gave him a wet paper towel and some ice. “It's okay, Bells, not your fault. Let's get the fuck out of here.” Kevin led me out of the club, the fresh air hitting our faces as soon as we got outside. Kev hailed a cab and we quickly climbed in. He gave his address and I didn't say anything. I wanted to be with him tonight anyways. I ran my hand along his face, checking out the damage. My phone began to vibrate, Jen's face lighting up the screen.

“Jen? What's wrong?” I asked her. She never calls this late unless there's an emergency or she's drunk. And she's supposed to be out of town. “Bella? Where are you? Dan just called me and said he punched Kevin because you were out with him tonight? What the fuck is going on? Are you guys okay?” I sighed. Of course Dan called her. Fucking snitch. “Yes we are fine. We just left the club and are heading over to Kevin's place now. I thought you were out of town?” Jen replied, “Okay good, I am glad you are okay. My trip got cancelled at the last minute so I went out with a few girls from work for some drinks. Can I meet you at Kevin's? I'm pretty tipsy and I don't want to be desperate and call shithead.” I smiled. Her fuck buddy, Max, was a fucking asshole to her and I had no idea why she put up with his shit. I looked at Kevin and he nodded an okay. “Sure, come on over. We will be there soon.” “Okay Bells, see you soon.”

We arrived at Kevin’s apartment about ten minutes later, him leading me in by my hand, not saying a word. I felt bad I dragged him into all of this. I should have just done a revenge plan by myself. We got into his apartment, him stepping aside so I could enter first. He shut the door behind him, not bothering to turn on the lights. “Kev?” I whispered. “Where are the lights?” Next thing I knew, his hands were on my waist and he pinned me against the wall. His mouth found mine, hot and demanding. He crushed his lips against mine, biting softly on my bottom lip. I moaned, which made Kevin kiss me even more passionately. The buzzer suddenly rang and we both jumped, instantly pulling apart. We stared at each other in the dark, panting heavily. Damn, that was fucking hot. “That…must…be…Jen…” I breathed, barely getting the words out. I was trying to regain my composure from that kiss.

Kevin didn’t say anything, he just turned and buzzed the door to let Jen in. He flicked on the lights, his beautiful face lighting up in front of me. I smiled, my head feeling woozy. “Let me go make some drinks.” Kev said and then turned and headed down the hall. I was confused but I didn’t have time to think because Jen was knocking at the door. “Yoo-hoo,” she called. “Let me in you two! You better not be doing something naughty!” I laughed and swung the door open. There she was, my right hand chick, looking like a gorgeous hot mess. “Bells!” She ran into me, squeezing me hard. “I missed you, you dirty slut!” I slapped her ass and pulled back, grinning up at her. She was a stunning five foot ten with legs for days. I was always having to look up at her. “I missed you too chick, let’s go have some drinks.” I shut the door and pulled her into the apartment.

Kevin was still in the kitchen slinging drinks. He looked up when we entered the kitchen. “Hey ladies. How did I get so lucky tonight to have two gorgeous women in my apartment?” He grinned and handed us our drinks, complete with a lime wedge. Jen laughed, her eyes shining. I know she thinks Kevin is hot but once she gets wind of us, she will back off. “You are one lucky man because we, my friend, are fucking hot catches.” She raised her drink to mine and we toasted. I nodded in agreement. “That’s right, we are the hottest bitches in this city. I mean just look at us.” I stood and did a twirl around Jen as she slapped my ass. We broke into a fit of giggles while Kevin just shook his head at us. “You chicks are fucking nuts.” I took a gulp of my drink, the delicious sweet blend of pineapple and strawberry sliding down my throat. Kevin had always been an awesome drink maker.

We sat down in the living room with a pitcher of our pineapple strawberry margaritas. Jen kept going on about her shithead fuck buddy. I tell her all the time not to get attached to him but she always does. He only used her which made me so sad. She deserved the best, not some scum bucket using her for sex. Kevin kept throwing me sexy looks. My panties were getting wetter by the second. I had no idea the effect this man was going to have on me.

The margarita pitcher was empty and we were all fucking pissed drunk. We had the music pumping and we were dancing, all three of us grinding against one another. I was in the middle, Kevin’s front to my back and Jen on the other side. She kept switching up from front to back, mostly twerking into my ass. I couldn’t stop laughing. I was having the most fun I had had in a long time. I could feel Kevin’s hot breath on my neck, his lips getting closer to my skin. Shivers ran through me. I wanted this man so bad.

His lips finally hit my neck and I moaned. He pulled me against him, his stiff cock digging into my ass. Jen was watching us, her eyes dark. I could tell she was horny just by the look on her face. I have always wondered what it would be like to kiss a woman. A strong desire was pulling me towards Jen, her gorgeous face getting closer to mine. Jen leaned in close and brushed her lips against mine, her eyes never leaving my face. I inhaled deeply, not expecting her to have come on so soon but then I decided, what the fuck. I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her back, deeply, my tongue plunging into her mouth. I heard Kevin whistle behind me, his hands running over my curves and my ass.

Jen’s kisses were soft and inviting, making me want more. I felt like I couldn’t get enough. She broke away a few seconds later, both of us staring at each in shock but understanding. We had always wanted to do that but never had the balls. Kevin spun me around and claimed my mouth with his. Jen danced behind me, her hands on my waist. My head was swimming, all of these feelings flowing through me. It was so heady; it was almost too much. Kevin broke our kiss and whispered against my mouth, “How would you feel about having fun with Jen tonight too?” I looked up at him, not quite sure what to say. I’ve never been with a girl before and now to have sex with Kevin and Jen, my best friend? It sounded like a good time but I was also quite shitfaced.

Jen leaned into my neck, “Let’s do this Bells. Something fun and exciting. Our little dirty secret.” And that’s all it took to make me decide. I smiled and pushed Kevin down onto the couch. I turned to Jen and pulled her face down to mine, devouring her mouth. I reached down and lifted her shirt over her head, her gorgeous breasts covered in a black lace bra looking perfect. I slide each bra strap down and unsnapped the back, letting her bra fall right down to the floor. Her breasts were exposed in front of me, rising and falling with each breath, her nipples hard from the cold, and I grasped one in my mouth, sucking on her sweet nipple. Jen groaned, running her hands through my hair. “Oh Bells,” she whispered as I made my way to her other breast, my lips never leaving her skin. I assaulted her other breast, my hands rubbing up and down her back and along her sides. Jen had her head thrown back, her eyes shut in pleasure.

I undid her skirt fly with my mouth and slid her skirt down her legs. She wore a black lace thong, covering just her most intimate part. I pulled her panties down and licked my lips. I couldn’t wait to taste her. I looked at Kevin who was watching me, his hand stroking his big cock he had pulled from his pants. His eyes started into me, scorching hot. I felt like exploding. I leaned in and licked her seam, her sweet smell enveloping me. I spread her lips with one hand, my other hand caressing her ass, and I plunged my tongue onto her clit. I licked over and over, up and down, round and round, until I felt her tighten. I kept up my assault, not once slowing down. Jen came into my mouth a few moments later, her mouth screaming my name. I kissed my way back up to her mouth, kissing her intently, letting her taste herself. She smiled lazily at me. “Holy shit Bells. Since when did you get so good at that?” I laughed. “I don’t tell my secrets.” I looked over at Kevin and he was still rubbing his cock, looking in desperate need for some attention. I walked over to him, my eyes never leaving his. I stood above him, grinning down at him.

“Hey there big boy. Do you need some attention?” He nodded slowly, his hand rubbing up and down his cock so slow. He grinned up at me. I stood in front of him, lifting my shirt over my head and sliding my bra off. Then I hiked my skirt up, slipping my thong off underneath and throwing them at him. I straddled his lap, slowly sitting down onto his huge cock. I groaned as I slid down onto his cock, his huge thickness filling me whole. He pressed his arms into my back, pushing my breasts into his face. He licked and caressed my breasts with his tongue. Jen kneeled down on the couch next to us, and I lifted my face to hers. She crushed her mouth against me, enveloping me in a passionate kiss. Kevin grasped Jen’s tits as he still sucked on mine.

I moved up and down, pulling up off his cock and slamming back down on it. Kevin’s gaze never left mine, passion flowing through us. I moaned loudly, every nerve ending in my body on fire. Jen broke my kiss and leaned down to kiss Kevin, both of them kissing and feeling each other. Jen pulled back and Kevin grasped my waist and began lifting and slamming me back down harder and faster than I was able to. I felt my orgasm building, Kevin fucking me harder and harder, Jen caressing my breasts, feeling me all over.

I threw my head back and felt Kevin getting ready to come, his cock stiffening even further. “Can you come baby?” Kevin whispered. I nodded. A few seconds later I came, crying out loudly. I quickly pulled off Kevin before he could come, him gasping in surprise at me. I licked my lips and went straight to his cock, sucking my sweet juices right off him. Jen joined me and we both sucked his cock hard, moving up and down his shaft, grasping and sucking on his balls. Kevin was groaning loud, his hands grasping our heads, his hips moving uncontrollably. A few minutes later, Kevin is coming, his hot cum spurting into our mouths. Jen and I licked it off his cock, still sucking every inch of him. I leaned in and gave Jen a passionate kiss, my tongue exploring every inch of her mouth. She deepened the kiss, giving me her own tongue, our hands feeling every inch of each other’s body. Kevin sat up and broke us apart, leaning in to kiss us both.

Kevin and I collapsed against one another, both of us spent. Jen lay next to us, her expression one of worn out satisfaction. I started giggling. “Holy shit, did that really just happen?” I clamped my hand on my mouth, embarrassment flooding me. Jen laughed along with me. “It did girl, it did. But let me tell you. It was fucking amazing and I wouldn’t change a thing.”

That’s right. I would never change a thing either. My first threesome and it’s with my best friend and the man I have always loved from a far…
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