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Chapter 1

Kayla

My husband’s hand caressed my hip as he rocked himself into me. What was meant to be a pleasant moment for both of us wasn’t doing anything for me. Each stroke into my depths felt forced and I couldn’t bear with it anymore. The love between us felt strong, but our physical desires don’t match up anymore that has been creating a lot of tension between us.

“Matt, this just isn’t working for me right now,” I spoke in a soft tone. My intent wasn’t to make him feel bad but there was nothing pleasurable about what he was doing.

My husband sighed and pulled his hand away from my hip, “Should I stop?”

“If it wouldn’t hurt your feelings. I can use my hand to finish you, but I’m dry as fuck right now,” I mumbled.

He backed away from me until his cock slipped free of my reddened vulva. “Don’t worry about it, Kayla. I’ll finish up in the bathroom. I’m sorry,” he said. Matt rolled off the bed and walked across the room into the bathroom.

I called out to him, “Don’t be sorry, babe.” There was no immediate response and I sighed deeply. I reached off the side of the bed and slid my panties back on.

As much as I love him, he just can’t seem to turn me on anymore. Not without us both having to go through so many hurdles to get into an appealing situation.

Where Matt wanted a soft, loving touch in the bedroom, I wanted a firm grip around a collar and to have him on his back while I took what I wanted. The one time he did submit to my desires, I reached the most mind-shattering orgasm. Afterward, I had to tell him that I still loved him and stop his crying because he felt like I used him. Of course I used him, that’s what I told him I wanted from him and he agreed to it.

I’ve tried to let him have his ‘way’ with me, but all he seemed to want was to look me in the eyes while he slowly rolls his hips into me. As sweet as that sentiment was, it doesn’t turn me on at all. He’s my best friend and I know that I truly care about him, but he isn’t someone that turns me on anymore.

The first few months of our relationship were amazing but after the excitement wore away, we were left with little more than being amazing friends. Up until now, that’s been enough for us.

Matt turned on the bathroom sink and I listened to him wash his hands before he stepped back into the room. Through the years, he managed to look almost the same as when I met him originally. He was taller than me by a few inches with light brown hair that tended to fall over his left eye. Matt was pretty fit with strong arms and a firm set of abs. He didn’t disappoint between the legs either. That aspect of him was above average without being too large.

I wouldn’t pretend that he was enormous but the one time he let me take full control, I had the time of my life on his cock.

“You say that I don’t need to be sorry but how can I not feel like a failure?” he asked.

With the thoughts rolling around in my mind, I almost asked him to be more willing to let me have my way with him. Last time we had that conversation, he didn’t take it so well. Matt’s pride was still a sensitive subject for some reason or the other. It might have been his childhood, but he wouldn’t let me talk too much about that with him. “Matt, if that were true, I wouldn’t have married you.”

He sat on the bed beside me and worked his way under the covers, “When was the last time I could even get you off, babe?”

“Why should that mean that you’re a failure? You know I love you and that’s what matters,” I said and draped an arm over his shoulders.

Matt shrugged my arm from his shoulders and slunk further down on the bed, “I don’t think that’s what matters. I want to be able to make you happy, Kayla, in more than just one way. A husband should be able to take care of his wife.”

“Is that all you view me as? Just your wife? Not the person that’s been with you for five years? Not the person that didn’t even let you stay the night until we’d been dating for a year?” I reached over him and cupped his chin and tugged until he faced me, “When have I ever been all about sex?”

“That’s not the point,” he huffed.

I leaned down and gave him a soft kiss before I slid down onto my side and draped an arm over his chest, “Then let me tell you my point. I’m not in the mood right now. We’ll pick up some lube and I’ll just not say anything next time.”

“Don’t be like that,” he quipped.

“Be like what? I’m just doing the same thing you are. Making a big deal out of something that isn’t that big of a problem. I’m not in the mood for sex right now and you’re making it into a relationship problem.”

“That’s because it feels like a problem, Kayla.”

“So how do you want me to fix it?” I pulled my arm away from his chest and rolled onto my back. “Should I start telling you how wonderful you are until you’re sick of hearing it? I know that you like that kind of thing, but it really takes away from the significance of when I do say those things, Matt.”

He sighed and turned onto his side facing away from me, “Goodnight, Kayla.”

I didn’t bother responding to his petty remark. After I got comfortable on the bed, the loving arms of sleep embraced me and pulled me into a deep rest.

Morning came and I awoke to the sound of Matt sniffling. He sat on the edge of the bed with his head in his palms with his shoulders heaving occasionally. I threw the covers off of myself and shuffled over to Matt’s side and put my arm around his waist.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked. My hand rubbed along his side as I tried to comfort him.

“D-Do you love me?” he sobbed.

“Of course I do. I said my vows to you and I meant every word of them, Matt. Until death do us part.”

He let out a deep sigh, “T-Then you’re going to have to kill me.”

My eyes widened and I pulled my hand away from his hip, “Matt, I love you. You’ve got to tell me what’s wrong if you want me to help.”

“These past two years have been constantly up and down, Kayla,” Matt’s voice seemed to be recovering. From experience, I knew that he was getting into dangerous territory when he stopped letting his emotions boil over. “One minute we are having the time of our lives, the next I feel like you’re just letting me be a leech on your life. I can’t take this anymore, Kayla.”

“You’ve never been a leech on me, Matt. Even when you were out of work, you did all that you could to make a positive change in our lives. Remember when you started cooking all of our meals? You even made a workout routine for both of us. You went out of your way to bring me lunch more than a few times when I was busy at work. Do you really think things like that are easily forgettable?”

He paused for a moment and another wave of tears flowed from him before he managed to gather his breath enough to talk again. “And do you know how many times I wished that I wasn’t such a useless piece of shit when I did those things? It’s never enough, Kayla. You deserve so much more and I can’t provide it to you. I can’t even get you off anymore, Kayla.”

If he wanted to dwell on the negative after I told him how I felt, that was on him. I sighed and stood up, “I’m going to go make breakfast. I love you, Matt. I look forward to coming home and seeing you when I get back. I just hope that how I feel is enough for you.”

He might not have been trying to make me feel like I wasn’t enough for him, but his words hurt me quite a bit. I stepped into the kitchen to make toast and eggs for both of us. A few minutes into the cooking, Matt shuffled out of the bedroom and spoke softly, “I know you’re into women.”

“Yeah, you knew that before anyone else did,” I said. “What of it?”

“Would you be willing to bring one home and explore that a little more?” he asked.

I turned off eye on the stove and looked at Matt as if he’d lost his mind, “Excuse me?”

Matt took a step closer to me and hugged my waist, “It doesn’t have to be permanent. You were a virgin when we met and you’ve never even experimented with women. I just need to know if you’d be happier with a woman. If you were, you know, maybe we could see about including her in our life?”

What he was saying made a little sense to me, but knowing Matt like I did, I couldn’t imagine him not getting jealous over the addition. I sighed and put one arm around him while I used the spatula to move the eggs over to the plates.

Matt’s fingers dug into my side and he whispered, “Baby?”

“I’m thinking about it,” I said. He let me have a few moments to process things while I finished getting our plates ready. “I just can’t see it working out, Matt. If you’re concerned about how I feel now, what happens if this chick could get me off? What happens if she could do things that you couldn’t?” I asked.

He shook his head, “That wouldn’t matter. If she could do things that I couldn’t, you’d be happier, wouldn’t you? And it’s not like she and I couldn’t be together as well. I think that would make sense.”

“So a poly relationship?” I asked.

“Exactly. I just think that it might solve both of our problems with each other. I love you, Kayla. I know you’re going to be the woman I want to be with for the rest of my life. That doesn’t mean that we can give each other everything we want though, and that’s where this other person would come in. I know you want someone that is a little more…”

“In the moment,” I offered.

“Yeah, that,” he said and let go of my waist. “If we didn’t like the change, we can ask her to leave.”

“And how do you suggest we meet this stranger?” I asked. I took the plates and put them on the table.

Matt got the silverware and a glass of orange juice to share. He sat down and looked to me, “I was thinking that we post something online and meet her in public to try and minimize the risk of getting someone super shady.”

“You know that most dating sites are meant for one person finding one other person, right?”

“But there are sites out there that support what we’re looking for. I stayed up last night finding a few. Most of them are closely tied to the BDSM community, but that shouldn’t be an issue, should it?”

“I’m still not sure if this is the best option we have, babe. Seriously, when I get asked to work overtime and I don’t immediately tell you, you throw a fit. How do you think this is going to work?”

He poked at his food for a moment before mumbling, “Because I need it to.”

“And what’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means what it sounds like. Kayla, you’re not turned on by me anymore. I’m not stupid and you know that I’m pretty sensitive when it comes to that kind of thing. If this woman can do the things that I can’t for you, then it should be a win-win, right?”

“Theoretically. What happens if you feel like I’m treating her better than you or vice versa? Whoever we bring into our life is going to be a real person with real feelings. That means we both have to do our best to treat them well. That means dates, affection, gifts, and the rest of the normal relationship shit.”

“I know that. I’m fine with that as long as you don’t forget to spend time with me too. I know she’s going to get a lot of attention when she first gets here, we need to make her feel wanted and get to know her. That’s only natural.”

I got the feeling that this would somehow end in disaster, but Matt seemed to have already thought this out. Couples therapy might have been more fitting, but I kept that to myself. Matt’s idea had potential and if it did work out, it could be interesting. If it backfired, then he couldn’t act like I didn’t try.

My eyes met with his, “You say that you’re fine with it now, babe.”


Chapter 2

Dakota

“S-Sorry, Tim. It won’t happen again,” I spoke in barely more than a whisper.

My manager glared at me and snarled, “If it happens again, you’re going to be out of a job, Dakota.”

The threat worked and tears welled up in my eyes, “I-I’ll clean it up.”

“Don’t turn on the waterworks. Clean it up and get back to work!”

Tim seemed to have it out for me and I didn’t know why. It’s not like I didn’t work hard. Maybe it was just because I was new. Hopefully. With the way his eyes wandered my body, I could hope that it was just because I was new…

I hurried away to grab the janitor’s cart from the custodian’s closet and a moment of peace. It was my first week working at the supermarket and I’d shown that my noodle arms weren’t good for stocking shelves twice already. Hormones hit me hard after the second year of being on them. My muscles had melted away and I finally had the lithe, petite body I’d dreamed of since I first started transitioning.

No one misgendered me anymore and I even managed to finally build up a shred of self-confidence. Well, that confidence only lasted until someone looked at me. Mirrors weren’t the bane of my existence anymore. That’s about where the good ended though. My emotions tended to get the best of me from time to time.

Embarrassingly enough, I couldn’t even ejaculate anymore. On the few occasions when I did build up the desire to get off, it felt like a lighting a firework only to have it be a dud. All that expectation of a magical explosion and you’re left with a disappointed onlooker.

As I hurried back to the shattered jar of pickles to clean it up, I could feel people’s eyes burrowing into me. My pale cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as I cleaned up my mess and I hurried back into the custodian’s closet to clean the mop. This job was horrible for me. As I wrung out the putrid mop, I missed the protection of my job as a secretary.

That startup company went belly up and with it, my sense of stability. I couldn’t renew my lease for my apartment and I moved in with a friend until I could find a more affordable apartment. Working at a supermarket didn’t exactly bring in the money. The pay was roughly the same as my previous job, but my hours were underwhelming.

The following three hours at work took an eternity. When my shift finally ended, I hurried home and got out of my work clothes. Sitting on my bed in my bra and panties, I let out a quivering sigh and pulled my tablet from my nightstand. I opened my browser and went to the fetish site I signed up for a week ago.

Admittedly, I only signed up because I hoped to find someone that had life a little more figured out. Someone that would be able to guide me along a better path and maybe take me under their wing and support me. I’d be lying if I didn’t say that it was nice to hear validation from people when I did send a picture of myself. After a long day at work, I could use that validation right about now.

I glanced through the new posts in my zip code. One in particular caught my eye. A user posted a thread titled ‘M/F4F Husband and Wife Looking for Third’. The contents weren’t as off-putting as most that were published on the site. Instead of the usual request for a quick fuck and a hasty goodbye, I was somewhat surprised by the post.

‘23 Year old husband and wife seeking a woman aged 21-25. We’ve been together for five years and there are things my wife needs that I can’t provide. I’m hoping that you can find a place within our lives as a genuine partner. This is not a one-off fling, you must be willing to get to know us and become a real part of both of our lives. We both require complete honesty and this is going to be a closed relationship. Relations with others outside of this circle will be considered cheating and that will not be tolerated.

If you’re serious about finding a place that you can be a part of our lives, please feel free to contact me via private message.’

I locked my tablet and sat it on the table and went into the kitchen. The entire time I was trying to cook dinner for myself, my mind kept drifting back to the post I read. There was something appealing about a husband and wife that were willing to take on another person. The wife must have been pretty confident with herself if she was willing to let another woman into the picture.

I looked down to my panties and let out a deep groan as my bulge told me that I wasn’t welcome in that relationship. They wanted a woman, what would they possibly think when they found out that I had more than they asked for?

The cheap noodles I ate were awful but they kept me full for the time being. Over the course of my dinner, I went through the mental ringer of beating myself up for even thinking that I was worth their time. Why would anyone want to be with me? There was nothing impressive about me.

Sure, I might be able to help out around their home. Maybe I could service them well enough to make them feel like I was worth keeping around, but would it ever be more than that? I doubted it.

As I was beating myself up, another voice piped up in my thoughts. For once, a positive message slipped through and the message it carried made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. “You’ve been through enough awful things, Kota. Give yourself a chance to be happy.”

That sent me down another path. Why should I let what’s happened before dictate what I choose to do with my life now? One partner that made me into a fetish for being a transwoman didn’t mean the rest of them would do the same. If I had friends, they would have probably never believed I would take a chance on something like this. Maybe that’s what motivated me to decide to respond to the poster.

I had no friends. That was my fault. Something had to change and if I wasn’t going to be the driving force behind it, I would just end up being a pawn in someone else’s game. That wasn’t going to happen to me twice. It took me almost a year to recover from the humiliation and embarrassment Caleb put me through.

It was time that I got a hold of my life and stop hiding myself away from the world.

I cleaned the dishes I’d dirtied with dinner and hurried back into my room. The worst thing that could happen was that they could tell me I wasn’t welcome in their relationship. I hurried to unlock my tablet and navigated to the user’s profile and sent them a message.

‘Hey, I read your post and I was curious as to if you would be willing to talk. I’m 22, if you need a picture of me I can send one. Fully clothed, I’m not interested in a fling either.’

I sent the message and ten minutes later, I had a response. At the end of this message was a phone number.

‘You don’t have to send a picture yet. My wife is almost home, could you call this number in about twenty minutes? We could all talk and see if we click.’

‘Sure, thank you. Talk to you soon.’

I let out a deep breath as a wave of nervous energy jolted through me. My stomach filled with butterflies and I hoped that my dinner would stay down. Each minute that ticked away on the clock only made things worse. By fifteen minutes, I had to run to the bathroom and empty my stomach. At least the next few minutes were taken up by brushing my teeth.

I typed the number into my phone and hit the dial button. After three rings, a soothing male voice spoke, “Hello?”

“H-Hello, we were talking online.”

“Oh, right. I’m glad you called, my name is Matt by the way.”

Another voice piped up, “And I’m Kayla.” The woman’s tone seemed relaxed and almost uncaring in a sense. It didn’t seem like she was nervous at all about this conversation. Part of me wondered if Matt might have been lying to his wife about what this phone call was about, hopefully, that wouldn’t be the case.

“Nice to hear from you both, I’m Dakota,” I said.

“Neat name, anyway, I’m not huge on phones. You down to meet up for dinner in about an hour? It’d be at the mall and I’d pay for the meal and gas,” Kayla said.

“Babe, you might want to give her a minute to chat with us first?” Matt asked.

I nervously giggled before answering, “Y-Yeah, I could do dinner. I think phones take away the personal touch.”

“See, I like her already, Matt. I’ll start running the water, babe. See you soon, Dakota,” Kayla said.

Matt didn’t hang up, “Sorry about that, she’s a little blunt.”

A rare smile found its way to my lips. Matt seemed sweet, maybe even a little embarrassed by his wife. That was cute. “I’d rather her be blunt than feed me lies.”

“You don’t have to worry about that with Kayla. As much as I love her, she’s awful when it comes to dealing with sensitive topics. The good side of that is you always know where you stand with her.”

So far, they both seemed to be pretty interesting. Kayla wore the pants in their relationship and Matt must have been her submissive, “I think that is a good thing. Does that mean you’re more of the nurturing one?”

“I guess? I try not to think too much into it. Anyway, what will you be wearing at the mall? That sounded weird, I’m asking so I know what to look out for.”

“That’s not weird, one sec,” I walked to my closet and grabbed a shirt and jeans, “black shirt and blue skinny jeans. I have blonde hair and I’m kind of short.”

He laughed and then spoke in a cheerful tone, “Awesome, we’ll dress casual as well. See you soon.”

Kayla’s voice was faint but I still heard her yell at Matt, “Babe, hurry your ass up, the water is going to get cold if you keep talking her ear off!”

“Gotta go!” Matt said.

The phone call ended and I hurried into the shower to get ready for the meeting. Eating again sounded pretty nice to me after what happened a few minutes ago, especially if they were paying. The offer was kind from Kayla and her down to earth mentality seemed pretty exciting to me. After I got dressed, I got in my car and headed to the mall.

This might finally be the opportunity I needed to get myself back out there. If it didn’t work out with them, at least I was giving myself the chance to be a real person again. I tried to think of the last time I’d gone out with someone, but I was drawing a blank. Maybe the Christmas party at the office last year?

Traffic wasn’t that bad and I couldn’t stop my fingers from tapping excitedly on the steering wheel. The nervous knotting of my stomach was welcome though. People were looking forward to seeing me. That felt great, even if I was freaking out.

A familiar sinking feeling in my stomach returned as I parked my car. Each step towards the entrance to the food court tested my will as a question repeated in my head. Would they be accepting of me after they found out I was transgender?


Chapter 3

Kayla

It had only been two days since Matt made that post online and we already had a serious bite. The other three people that he called were uncomfortably awkward about the situation. Dakota had a good vibe to her, but I couldn’t tell if Matt was hiding how he truly felt about all of this.

After our initial conversation about bringing in a third person as a trial run, we both felt comfortable enough with the ground rules in place. If we didn’t like the woman, we wouldn’t lie to one another about our feelings. If we felt like they were only interested in one of us, we wouldn’t continue the relationship.

Even with those basic rules, I couldn’t bring myself to really want this. For once, Matt put his foot down and demanded that I at least give this a fighting chance.

I looked up at the red light and then over to Matt, “You know, we can still go home, babe.”

“We could, but I don’t want to regret not seeing how this goes ten years from now. Maybe this is what we need, Kayla,” he said.

The light turned green and I turned onto the road that led to the mall. “Yeah, but what if she’s some kind of psycho or something?”

“What if she’s the person that can bridge the gap between us?”

“What gap?”

He sighed, “Baby, something doesn’t feel right about us anymore. I don’t know what it is, if I did, I would have tried something else. If you want me to tell you what I really think, I will. You just have to promise that you won’t get mad at me.”

“I promise I won’t,” I could tell that he must have been thinking about this while I’d been working these past days. Matt’s points had shifted from a sexual standpoint into more of a problem with our entire relationship. I couldn’t bring myself to buy into that concept, but he was taking it very seriously and that meant I had to as well.

Matt reached over and put his hand on my thigh, “I think you’re not sure what you’re interested in. You used to love when we’d have sex and jump at the chance. Now you’re practically disgusted by me. The only way you’re going to get me to believe you when you say that it’s not me is to make sure that you’re not happier with someone else involved.”

“Baby—”

“I’m not done,” he said. I shut my mouth and focused on driving while he continued, “If this woman can satisfy you and I can keep you happy outside of the bedroom, I’d be happy with that. Kayla, it’s not really about the sexual aspect for me. I just need to know that you’re taken care of in every way that you can be. You do so much for me and I really appreciate it. I know you love me and I know how I feel about you, so having Dakota or whoever we pick get involved can’t hurt anything. If it works out like I hope it will, then you’ll be happier and that will make me happy.”

“Can I talk now?” I asked.

“Of course, babe.”

I turned into the mall’s parking lot and talked while I drove around to find a parking spot near the food court. “If it makes you feel more secure that you’re the one for me, I’ll try it. I’m not making any promises about it. That being said, you said this was supposed to be a relationship so you bet your ass that I’m going to treat them as well as I treat you. If that isn’t enough for either of you, I’ll pay for the divorce.”

My blunt words seemed to catch him by surprise. I parked the car and glanced over to him, “Are we clear on that, Matt?”

It was an ultimatum, sure. But if this was the type of thing I could expect our relationship to be for the rest of our lives, it would be better to end it. I didn’t want to deal with the stress of trying to be something more than I already was. My heart was his to cherish, but that didn’t seem good enough.

He pouted for a moment and then said, “If we can’t work our problems out, I would understand if you didn’t want to be with me anymore.”

I sighed and opened my door, “The entire problem I’m having is that I didn’t think we really had any massive problems. Getting off isn’t the end of the world, babe. You have a hand and so do I, it’s not like we haven’t masturbated before and it’s not like we won’t do it again.”

When he opened his door, I locked them both with the button and we walked towards the sliding doors to the inside of the mall. I felt like the community we were a part of was safe enough, but locking the doors always made him feel more secure.

He took my hand and spoke quietly, “I love you.”

“I love you too, babe.” If only he would understand that love didn’t always entail lust. For all of the years we’d been together, it was only understandable that some things would change. If the compromise of not having sex as often was too much for him to make, then I really didn’t know what to do. Having Dakota get involved might only complicate things further.

If we tried to solve things without bringing someone else into the picture, we might be able to salvage our relationship. Should this chance not pan out, it would spell the end of our marriage. There were certain things I couldn’t let go and having my husband, my lover, tell me that I wasn’t enough for him was one of those things.

Matt and I waited at the entrance of the food court in the mall for Dakota. She sounded incredibly nervous over the phone. It wouldn’t really surprise me if she didn’t show up for the impromptu date. The thought of meeting a stranger from the internet didn’t sit too well with me on a personal level either though, so I wouldn’t fault her for that.

I felt uncomfortable with how quiet Matt was being, but he seemed pretty focused on searching through the crowd. For now, I wouldn’t pry into his thoughts, that only made things worse as of late. After a few minutes of waiting, Matt waved at someone. The petite blonde walked over to us and spoke softly, “Matt and Kayla?”

As she approached, I looked over her small frame. Her skinny jeans squeezed her legs tightly and the shirt she wore was tight enough to show her perky chest. Her stomach didn’t press against the shirt and that concerned me, skinny or not, that looked unhealthy.

“That’d be us. Uh, when was the last time you ate a decent meal?” I asked as I gazed into her bright green eyes. Healthy or not, I couldn’t pretend that this chick didn’t know how to make herself look like a damn ten.

She looked away from me and Matt quickly spoke for her, “That’s a little personal, Kayla.”

“It’s just a question, she looks pale and she can’t be more than a hundred pounds soaking wet,” I grumbled.

“Then why don’t you stop making things awkward and buy her something to eat?” Matt asked.

Dakota’s right hand crossed her torso and she held onto her left elbow, “I’m not trying to starve myself or anything.”

I took a step closer to her gestured to the food vendors, “What are you in the mood for? I could go for a burger and some fries.”

“That sounds good to me, Kayla,” she said quietly.

“If you want something else, just say so. I don’t think it’s set in stone yet,” Matt offered.

These two would probably flip-flop on what they wanted to eat until next morning so I walked towards the counter to place my order. They both followed behind me while talking quietly about what was good on the menu. After Matt and I placed our orders, she spoke softly, “Could I have a junior cheeseburger and a water cup?”

“Actually, make that a deluxe classic with cheese meal,” I said. Dakota looked at me with panic in her eyes and I smiled at her. “If you can’t eat all of it, take it home and eat it later.” I paid for the meal and leaned against the counter while I waited for the food. Dakota might have been trying to hide her hunger, but there was gratitude in those eyes coexisting with the apprehension.

Matt took the drink cups, “Don’t argue with her about it. Trust me, if she wants you to have something, you’re going to get it. How about we grab the ketchup while they get our food ready?”

“O-Okay,” Dakota chirped.

I watched them walk away and couldn’t help but check out Dakota’s tight ass. The sway of her hips had me entranced for a moment. I turned back to face the counter and sighed. What the hell was I getting myself into?

Matt wouldn’t take no for an answer when it came to involving a third person but I genuinely didn’t feel like it was necessary. If this would get him to see that I was willing to try anything for him, then no matter how this went with Dakota, he would know that I did this for him.

He would know that if this did end, it wasn’t because I didn’t do everything in my power to make it work. My love wasn’t something I handed out to just anyone. He’d earned it, but now that he had it, I guess he was terrified of losing it.


Chapter 4

Dakota

I didn’t expect Kayla to push a full dinner my way. The few dates I’ve been on weren’t exactly with the best of intentions. Even though it was agreed upon that we weren’t looking for a fling as a group, I still thought that it might end up that way. Their intentions might be more genuine than I gave them credit for.

While Matt and I got situated at the table, I couldn’t help but steal glances at Kayla. She stood a little taller than me, maybe four inches? Enough of a difference to make me think about getting on my tiptoes to kiss her just for the sake of it. Her brunette hair was pulled back into a ponytail that she kept over her right shoulder.

I wish I would have kept my eyes away from her firm looking ass. For a second, I wished I would be eating her instead of a burger. That way two people would be satisfied when we parted ways tonight. The food was presented to her and she turned to face us as she walked our way. Her breasts were pleasant, definitely larger than mine by quite a bit.

Kayla sat the tray on the table and she offered me a thin smile. She asked in a respectful tone, “Do you pray before you eat?”

Now that we were away from the other people, the nervousness that threatened to make me burst into tears started to diminish. Being around crowds never did me any favors, but it’s impossible to avoid them.

“Uh, no, I’m agnostic,” I said. My eyes locked onto her dull blue orbs. Kayla gave me the feeling that if I said the wrong thing, she might reach across the table and bitch slap me. Granted, she seemed to be good-natured so far, but how long would that last if I started getting on her nerves?

“Right on, I’m an atheist, Matt is agnostic as well. Personally, I’m not fond of these conversations because someone always ends up feeling like they need to prove something to someone. I wanted to make sure we weren’t stepping on your toes by skipping that step,” Kayla said and then unwrapped her burger.

Matt rolled his eyes and slid my food closer to the corner of the tray near me, “I’d love to talk with you about it some other time if you wanted to. Good conversation is hard to come by.”

“Yeah, phones and social media kind of kill it. Then again, we did meet online, so technology can’t be blamed for everything,” I said. “Speaking of, how did you two meet?”

Kayla used her napkin to wipe her mouth before she answered, “I caught him trying to steal a book from the college library. He tried to tell me he worked there, it was pretty funny.”

Matt’s cheeks reddened and he swallowed the bite of food and retorted, “Funny that you caught me instead of the staff. Just goes to show, they didn’t care too much about a secondhand book that really wasn’t worth ninety bucks.”

“Something like that. Anyway, I bought him the book and made him do my homework for the first few weeks of college,” she said.

I smiled and Matt mumbled, “That’s a generous way of putting it. She basically tutored me when I brought the work in. Without her, I wouldn’t have made it through my BA.”

“Oh, well that’s nice of her. It sounds like you two are a good couple,” I said. My initial assessment of Kayla was melting away. She didn’t seem at all like the angry type. If anything, her demeanor felt more like a coat of armor than anything tangible.

Matt sighed and shook his head, “I thought so too.”

“Babe, I don’t think we should get too far into that right now,” Kayla said.

I put my burger down and looked at her curiously, “Actually, I think now is a really good time to get into that. I mean, isn’t this supposed to be a meet-up so we can learn about one another?”

While I wasn’t one to typically push for these types of things, I needed to know what I was getting into.

Matt nodded, “It is.” He leaned in a little closer so he could keep his voice down, “Kayla and I really do love one another. There is no doubt in my mind about that. The problem is that she just isn’t turned on by me anymore.”

Kayla gave a slight snort and spoke in a normal tone, “It’s not that. You think it makes you less of a man for me to be on top. I just prefer that and the one time you did let me, I’m pretty sure you remember how that went.”

I looked at the both of them for a few moments before I giggled quietly. They looked at me with eyes that shifted from curiosity into what felt like slight hostility. My hands darted up defensively as I explained, “Sorry, I’m not trying to make light of that. It is serious for you two and I respect that. I just think it’s a little curious that you were searching on a fetish site without really being too open-minded to the community.”

Kayla grabbed a few fries and grunted, “Go on.”

Matt leaned forward onto the table, his food had barely been touched. It seemed like he was far more invested in the conversation than Kayla, but so far I had been wrong in my judgments of her.

“You’re more of a dominant person, Kayla. From the little I’ve seen of you, you like being in control of your situations. You take responsibility for Matt and me even though you don’t have to. Sound right so far?” I asked. I could be wrong in my assessment, of course, but these things were relatively basic and broad. I just needed to know how willing they were to admit to what they felt they were and were not.

“Definitely,” Matt said.

“Not convinced,” Kayla mumbled.

I turned to look at Matt, “And you seem to be more in the middle of that spectrum. You want to be able to take care of her without losing complete agency over yourself. Uh, does that make sense?”

“Not really,” he said.

“Definitely,” Kayla said with a cocky grin.

I nodded and tried to rephrase, “You like being with her because you know that things will get done. There has probably never been a question of if a bill will get paid or how you’ll get to an appointment. That’s a good thing, but sometimes you might feel like you should be doing more to help.”

“That’s much more accurate. How does that play into the fetish conversation though?” he asked.

Kayla finished her food and wiped her mouth once again before resting her chin in her hand while she listened.

“Uh, so Kayla would be more of a Dominant and you’re trying to play the part of a switch. She’s not going to be good at letting you take care of her because she views herself as alpha of the pack. Does that make sense?”

Kayla sighed, “I really don’t like the terms you’re using but they get the point across.”

Matt smiled and patted Kayla’s arm, “I like her! But where does that leave you, Dakota?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m pretty comfortable identifying as a submissive. I like when decisions are made for me as long as I feel safe with my Dominant.” My cheeks reddened as I turned my attention to my food, “But I don’t know if that’s something either of you would want in your life.”

“So it’s more of a trust thing?” Kayla asked.

I nodded as I tried to chew my food. Having people watch me eat always felt uncomfortable and after just a few bites, I couldn’t force more food down if my life depended on it.

Matt nudged Kayla, “How do you feel about her, babe?” He looked at me, “And how do you feel about us?”

Kayla spoke first, “So far, so good. I’m not sure how it would all work out, but I’m willing to give it a chance.”

I smiled and felt my heart flutter for a moment when Kayla voiced her approval. “I think you two are honest and that goes a really long way. Uh, there is something that you both should know before we get any more involved though,” I said.

Kayla groaned and Matt locked his eyes onto mine, “Do you have some kind of disease?!”

“Uh, no. That might be a little more fixable. I…” my eyes dropped to the table.

“You what?” Kayla asked.

“I-I’m transgender,” I mumbled.

“That’s cool with me,” Kayla said without hesitation.

Matt looked Kayla, then back to me, “Wait, what?”

“Born a male, still have those parts, all that stuff,” I said quietly.

“Do you want to use them still?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I like what I was born with and sex feels pretty good no matter how it’s done. I still prefer to not be in the lead when things happen though. If that means I don’t use it, I’m okay with that. If it’s wanted, I’m also okay with that.”

Kayla’s glared at Matt and he seemed to shrink in his seat from the scrutiny, “Matt, don’t give her a hard time. You said it yourself, this isn’t about the sex for you. I like her. You wanted me to try this for you, so I am. If you don’t want to involve yourself with her physically, that’s on you. You’re not going to discard her like a damn toy just because she’s equipped with a little extra.”

Matt shook his head, “No, babe, it’s not that. And I don’t mean for it to be offensive, Dakota. I never would have guessed in a thousand years that you were born a guy.”

This night continued to get more interesting by the second. Kayla went from a little reserved to rather warm in the span of a minute. The news shocked Matt a little, but he seemed to be handling it okay. Still, I worked hard to get to the point where I passed as well as I did and I felt like that needed to be brought up, “I’d like to keep my secret kind of quiet. Please?”

“Of course. Anyway, please take the rest of your food home, Dakota. Before we leave, I want to give you my cell number. You should have Matt’s number already,” Kayla said.

My stomach tightened again, “You’re leaving already?”

Kayla nodded, “Yeah, I have work in the morning and I still need to workout.”

“And I need to cook your lunch for tomorrow and get started on doing laundry,” Matt added.

“Promise it isn’t because what I just told you?” I asked.

Kayla smiled at me and reached across the table to cover my hand with her own. Her thumb grazed across the back of my hand before she pulled away, “I don’t have an issue in the world with what you told me. It feels pretty good that you trust both of us with your secret.”

I took out my phone and offered it to Kayla, “It’s unlocked. Don’t go through the pictures, okay?”

She chuckled, “I’m sure you’ll send the things you don’t want me to see at some point or the other.” Once she finished adding her number to my phone, she sent herself a text and the notification sound dinged from her phone. “Sweet, you free on Saturday, Dakota?”

Her bold statement might have put some women off, but I liked how confident she was. If she asked for those pictures right now, I probably would have sent her a few. Maybe… Probably… Most definitely…

“I am,” I said.

“Cool, schedule yourself in to come over to our place for dinner. Six PM sharp.”

“Yes, ma’am!”


Chapter 5

Kayla

Matt ran his hand through his hair and looked up to me from his seat on the couch, “She said she would be here in about thirty minutes.”

I glanced around the living room to make sure that it was in good condition. Not surprisingly, Matt tidied the place up and made sure that it was presentable for our guest. Looking back to him, his knee was bouncing ninety miles an hour and he kept biting at his cheek. Ever since we all met for dinner three days ago, he’d been acting a lot different about the situation.

“Something wrong, babe?”

He sighed and dropped his phone onto the couch beside him, “No.”

“It sure looks like something is eating at you,” I said as I moved his phone and sat down next to him.

“I already told you, I’m just not sure how to feel about what she said,” he mumbled.

I held up his phone and shook it gently, “But you’ve been enjoying talking to her. You get so excited when you get a text from her, so obviously it’s not a personality thing. Kind of reminds me of when we first started dating.”

“Yeah, but she’s on her way over here and I can’t stop thinking about what my dad would say about this entire situation,” he said as he stared down at his feet.

With as little as Matt and his dad talked, I couldn’t find a real reason for that to be a concern for Matt at the moment. His father was much more conservative. Having grown up in Louisiana, Matt’s somewhat rigid belief of what a man should and shouldn’t be were impressed upon him from a young age.

“Probably that you’re some kind of queerbait homer-sexual that doesn’t know how to be a real enough man for his wife,” I said jokingly.

The corner of his mouth raised into a sneer and he shot me a filthy look, “That’s not funny.”

“But it’s not far from how he would react. Hell, when he found out you were more of a stay at home hubby, he flipped his shit on you.”

“Way to make me feel better about this shit, Kayla.”

I got off the couch and dropped his phone back beside him, “If you want me to throw you a pity party, I can. You were the one that instigated this entire thing, Matt. If you’re trying to make Dakota out to be some kind of guilty pleasure because she’s trans, we’re going to have an issue.”

“I didn’t mean to be like that. I’m trying to imagine how all of this plays out in the long run. We still have to get through the initial parts of this, but it doesn’t hurt to think ahead.”

“But you are being like that. Do you want me to just pretend that you’re not acting like a child about this?” I walked down the hallway and glanced out of the front door to make sure she hadn’t pulled up already. The coast was clear so far. “Seriously, you’re acting like everyone alive is going to have inside knowledge of what we do in the privacy of our own home,” I called out as I headed back into the living room.

He shifted on the couch again. Since he didn’t say anything, I decided to press a little harder on that topic, “If you’re so worried about what your dad would think, we could call him.”

“Please don’t do that, not yet at least. I don’t think I’m ready for him to rip me a new asshole,” he groaned.

“Then stop bringing him up. Baby, you know I’m going to be here for you until you’re tired of having me around. If your dad felt the same way, he wouldn’t have kicked you out when you turned eighteen.”

Matt looked at me but couldn’t maintain eye contact for more than a fraction of a second, “That’s what his dad did to him when he turned eighteen. It’s a tradition in our family.”

“So you mean to tell me that you’d kick our son out when he turned eighteen even if he didn’t have any real footing under him? Remind me, how well did that turn out for you? Oh wait, you applied for every loan and grant you could get to make it through college and lived like a hobo for a few months. I’m not saying this to guilt trip you, babe, but if you hadn’t met me, where would you be?”

Matt let out a defeated sigh, “I’d have dropped out and been in too much debt to do anything. I know that and I appreciate you so much, Kayla. Letting go of the things that you grew up with is more difficult than it sounds on paper.”

He paused for a few moments and added, “And to add to the point about having a child, you’d have to let me finish inside you.”

I didn’t feel like branching into that conversation again. With all that was going on, I didn’t want to think about ending up pregnant with a child that might not know their father.

“My parents are somewhere in Europe, babe. No clue what they’re doing, they haven’t sent a postcard in a few months. Do you really think that how they want me to live my life is changing what I’m doing?”

“No.”

“Exactly, I’m my own person and if that means that I have no safety net to fall back on, that’s fine. I’ve got a husband that I love and a life that I can be proud of. I don’t need them to tell me my decisions are the best that were ever made.”

He lifted a hand, “I get it, babe.”

I ran a hand through his hair and smiled at him, “I’m glad you do. Dakota has been really sweet to both of us and even if she ends up as a friend to us, that’s enough for me. Don’t sabotage this before it even starts, babe.”

His gaze fell onto his feet and he mumbled, “She’s been pretty cool so far, Kayla. I don’t want to be ashamed of our relationship if we do include her in it. So yeah, I admit I’m being a little childish about it.”

“And what makes you think you have to be ashamed of it? I’m pretty sure most people looking in from the outside would see a lucky dude getting pussy from two chicks. That’s pretty solid for you, isn’t it?” I asked.

He gave a quiet chuckle and then spoke softly, “But that’s not what it is. I don’t want it to be like that. All I want is for you to be happy and satisfied in every possible way, baby.”

I leaned down and gave him a kiss on the forehead before I pulled away, “It’s not going to be like that, Matt. I said outside looking in, not what would really happen. If all of this works out, I won’t be the only one being happy and satisfied. If you and Dakota aren’t as well, then what’s the point of any of this?”

His eyes were glistening with tears when he looked up to me, “What did I ever do to deserve you, Kayla?”

“You tried to steal a book and I tried to do the right thing. I don’t think either of us deserves a damn thing. We’ve both worked hard to get to where we are, babe. You’re not trying to sell drugs on a corner or locked up, and I’m not alone after a long day of work.”

“I need to do more for you, Kayla. I should get a job and maybe we could move into a better house. Maybe you could get that Mustang you wanted.”

“Maybe nothing would change if you did. I like having you at home. Besides, I like my truck, even if it is a lemon. I love our house, even if it isn’t a three-story mansion. And you’re not in the dark about our financial situation, it’s not like we’re broke. But do you know why I like those things that you mentioned?”

He mumbled, “Enlighten me.”

“Because I know that I’ve earned them. They’re mine and even though I’m still paying on this house, it’s not like someone can just take them away. I know that you have a roof over your head and that means more to me than you can imagine.”

Matt smiled weakly and wiped away the moisture that threatened to spill over, “Doesn’t mean I couldn’t help out more.”

“But you don’t have to. You do everything you can around the house and it’s great to come home and not have to worry about laundry or cleaning or all of that other shit I don’t like doing. I know cable installation doesn’t seem like the most strenuous thing, but trust me, it’s nice to be able to come home and unwind with you.”

I leaned further forward and pressed my lips against his. My tongue ran across his lips and I slid my tongue into his mouth. Matt didn’t resist the kiss. His hands moved to rest on my hips as our tongues danced for an extended moment.

Matt pulled at my hips gently until I sat in his lap. He slid his hands around my back and under the bottom of my shirt so his fingertips could tease my lower back. When Matt wasn’t trying to be something he wasn’t, he could drive me wild and right now was a prime example of that.

My hips gently ground against him and I could feel his shaft thickening under me as I teased him. I hummed out soft moans as he thrust against me while our kiss increased in intensity. The tension that was building earlier melted away as his hands slid further down to my ass. For a moment, I almost regretted wearing my short, black and gray running shorts. Hell, I would have been happier if I was wearing nothing at all right now.

Three soft knocks on the front door of the home pulled me out of those perverse thoughts. I pulled away from him and readjusted my shorts as I got back on my feet, “Shame we didn’t have a little more time to play, baby.”

He nodded and mumbled, “Think you can stall her long enough for this to go down?”

I smiled gestured to his bulge and shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t see a reason to be embarrassed about it. It’s not like we’re abstinent.”

Matt’s frustrated mumbling died away as I headed down the hall to answer the door. I checked out of the peephole and was greeted with the sight of a breathtaking Dakota. She wore a simple white blouse and a navy blue skirt that stopped a few inches above her knee. Her cherry red lipstick stood out against her pale complexion and the rest of her makeup was rather light.

I opened the door and smiled at her as I took a step back, “Well hey there, stranger. Come on in and make yourself comfortable. The living room is down the left hallway. The bathroom is down the hall on the right, first door on your left. If that sounds confusing, just open doors until you find something that isn’t our bedroom or the gym room.”


Chapter 6

Dakota

From what I could see of Kayla’s home so far, the place was beautiful. There were small shelves with various pictures of Matt and Kayla at a few events with other people. Most of the ones I could see tended to have some form of a charity event.

Before I could get a closer look at them, Kayla cleared her throat and gestured to my heels, “Mind taking those off? I’m sure Matt would cry us a river if he caught you wearing shoes in the house.”

I smiled at her and then bent over at the waist while I unstrapped my heels, “Any reason for that?”

“I may or may not have worn my work boots while I walked through the living room. Those boots may or may not have been covered in mud. He may or may not have scrubbed the carpet the day before.”

“Sounds like you may or may not have upset him a little,” I teased. I stepped out of my shoes and straightened back up. As I turned to look at her, I caught her eyes firmly affixed to my butt for a moment before she made eye contact again. The lack of shame made my heart race. She knew what I had between my legs but she still looked at me like I was a snack.

Even though she was being a little perverted, I wasn’t complaining. Validation from pictures was one thing, having a gorgeous woman blatantly checking me out was another.

Kayla’s hand slipped to my lower back and she guided me towards the living room, “Anyway, I was hoping that you wouldn’t mind talking a little more while we had dinner?”

At the mention of food, my mouth started salivating. Money had been tight recently and instead of spending my last ten on food, I put it in the tank of my car so that I could see these two. Sure, it might not have been the smart thing to do, but payday was coming up soon enough.

Immediately as I came out of the hallway, Matt was on my right sitting on the couch that was centered on the wall. On the far wall was a loveseat, and across from the sofa Matt was on was their entertainment center that housed their TV as well as quite the collection of DVDs.

Kayla pulled her hand away from my lower back and I walked around the coffee table in the middle of the room on my way over to the loveseat. While the house itself wasn’t that impressive, the furniture’s quality surprised me. After seeing Kayla’s beat up red truck out front, I figured this place would have been a little trashier.

She didn’t seem to be too concerned about having material things. Even their clothes seemed like something that could have been picked up at a dollar store, yet they didn’t really look like they weren’t well off. Then again, I wasn’t hard to please.

I sat down on the loveseat and let myself bask in the luxurious comfort. In comparison to the studio apartment I’d be moving into soon, this was heaven. “Dinner sounds amazing,” I said.

Matt got up from the couch and nodded towards the kitchen, “Did you want to help me cook, Dakota? You don’t have to.”

Whatever they were doing before I knocked on the door was definitely a little more frisky than getting dinner ready. Matt had a noticeable bulge in the front of his gym shorts. I shifted my eyes away to Kayla.

She might have taken that as a plea for help as she put her hand on Matt’s shoulder and rubbed it, “Babe, come on, she literally just sat down.”

“If you want me to help I can. What were you thinking about making?”

“I was thinking of doing chicken spaghetti with red peppers,” he said.

“Uh, if it doesn’t change anything, I would rather stay in here.”

Kayla gave Matt a light slap on his ass, “Don’t worry, babe. We won’t do anything too frisky without you.” She looked at me, “That was a joke, don’t think we’re trying to seduce you tonight!”

I poked out my lower lip and gave her the puppy dog eyes as I jokingly said, “Aw, you mean I came over here for nothing?”

“I might give you a goodnight kiss before you leave, but that’s about all your getting. And that’s only if you eat all of your dinner, young ma’am,” Kayla shot back.

“Well, ladies, you two have your make-out session while I cook dinner like a good butler,” Matt said and flashed me a smile before heading into the kitchen.

A few seconds after Matt disappeared into the kitchen, Kayla walked across the living room and sat beside me. She kicked her feet up onto the coffee table and let out a relieved sigh, “Not going to lie, you had the worst timing imaginable when you knocked on the door. Finally had him sitting down letting me grind on him while he was on the couch. First time I’ve been wet in almost two weeks.”

My eyes widened and I leaned a little away from her for a second. “Uh, I guess I’m sorry for interrupting?”

“Don’t be, definitely not your fault. I brought that up for a reason though.”

“What’s up?” I asked. I couldn’t imagine why I would need to know that but at least she was sharing things with me.

Kayla slid her arm behind my back and rested her hand on my hip, “He’s been a little concerned about how people would view this entire situation. We were having a pretty heated conversation again, this time about you and how his dad might view all this. That led into talking about his upbringing, all that fun shit.”

I shifted closer to her so her arm could have a little leeway to move. Kayla’s hand started rubbing along my hip and my outer thigh slowly. I didn’t mind the touch, she wasn’t making a big deal of it and her warmth made it rather comforting for me. “What about me?” I asked.

“The dick thing. Sorry if that word makes you uncomfortable.”

“It’s fine. It is what it is and I’m not going to give it a cute name. That wouldn’t make it any less of a penis.”

“I prefer the word cock but that’s neither here nor there. Anyway, I’ll get back to that. Look, Matt is super weird about how people view him and he wants to think he’s some kind of manly man. He’s not. We both know that already. I’m not saying he’s some kind of super feminine guy but he definitely isn’t a macho man. He’s a sweetheart and likes to be taken care of to an extent. All that being said, I really don’t think it would be a good idea to ask him to go down on you or to have you fuck him.”

I looked at her with a furrowed brow. Kayla seemed to be comfortable around me, but damn, how could she drop bombs like that without even shifting her tone?

“Y-Yeah, that’s okay. I don’t like doing that kind of thing anyway. Er, the going down part is a nice thing but I’m not forcing that on anyone,” I said quietly.

Kayla’s hand stopped rubbing my thigh and she pulled me into her in a strange one-armed hug, “Don’t worry. I didn’t think you would really mind but it needed to be said.” She leaned in and whispered, “Besides, if you’re a really good girl, I might go down on you sometime.”

Her breath danced across my sensitive ear and a tingle worked its way down my back causing me to quiver uncontrollably. Kayla sat back against the couch and giggled, “Another time though, tonight isn’t about anything sexual. Speaking of, if I make you uncomfortable, all you have to do is say something. If you’re anything like Matt used to be, you’re going to practically make me force you to tell you if it’s okay to touch you.”

“J-Just don’t touch my crotch and we’re f-fine,” I choked out.

“Oh really?” she asked. Her hand pulled away from my hip and I felt her wiggle it under my butt. Kayla gave my ass a little squeeze, “Still fine?”

My cheeks burned hotter than I’d ever experience as I nodded, “Y-Yeah.” I could feel my panties tightening as my arousal grew. It had been quite a while since someone groped me while knowing that I was trans. Maybe I should have fought her and made her work harder to get to this point but I would only be cheating myself out of the pleasure.

She pulled her hand out from under me and rested it back on my hip, “Don’t worry, I’m not going to do that all night.”

“W-What if I asked you to?” the words came out before I could even filter them.

Matt called out from the kitchen, “Babe! Can you come grab me a strainer?”

Kayla groaned and got off the couch, “You’d have to ask really nicely and make sure that Matt heard you. Wouldn’t want him to think that I took advantage of your shyness, would we?”

I could barely find words as she walked away. “O-Of course not,” I mumbled. She turned and grinned at me before she disappeared into the kitchen.


Chapter 7

Kayla

If Matt didn’t need me in the kitchen, I don’t know if I could have stopped myself from going further with Dakota. Part of me wanted to be frustrated with him, the other part wanted me to thank him for saving me from making a bad impression. As I stepped into the kitchen, my glee dissipated. Matt stood over the sink with a pot of steaming noodles slipping from his grasp.

“Babe, if you could hurry, that would be pretty nice,” he said. I opened a cabinet and pulled out a strainer and sat it in the sink for him. He dumped the noodles into the strainer and gave me an apologetic smile, “I didn’t mean to be snappy.”

The frustration in his voice a moment ago was understandable. “Don’t worry about it, I’m glad I could help.”

He shook the pan to make sure the majority of the noodles were out of it before he put the pan down on the stove, “So how is it going in there?”

A wide smile spread across my lips, “Pretty good. She’s pretty comfortable with being touched for the most part. I had my arm around her and I asked if that was okay. She said that as long as I didn’t touch her crotch, she was fine with anything.”

He let out a sigh and asked, “So what did you do.”

I chuckled and shrugged my shoulders, “She said she was fine with anything. I grabbed her ass. She turned beet red. It was a good time. Then you called me in here before things got too heated.”

“Oh, sorry for interrupting then,” he said.

“Trust me, I’m not worried about you interrupting, babe,” I stepped closer to him and ran my hand along his softened cock. “I’m looking pretty forward to you joining in though.”

Matt smiled and gave me a kiss before he pulled away, “It does sound pretty fun. I’ve still got to cook the chicken in the electric skillet and let the noodles soak up the sauce.”

He loved that skillet and the food tasted delicious usually, but I still couldn’t bring myself to understand why he used it so much. I gave him a gentle pat on his crotch before I turned back towards the exit of the kitchen, “I’m going to head back in there and chat with her a little. I do need to talk to you both though.”

“About the dates?” he asked.

“Yeah, I want to fill her in on it. Are you still okay with them?”

“I mean, it definitely makes sense that we both take her out individually before we all go on another date. I don’t know how I feel about not being able to talk about them to each other though,” he said.

I nodded, “I understand that, but I wouldn’t want you to lean to being more interested in her just because I told you how amazing of a night she and I had.”

“And I get that, it just feels a little weird.”

“We’ve got to be able to hang out with her alone, babe. Especially you since you’re probably going to see her more than I am.”

He sighed before he mumbled, “I get it. Dinner won’t take too long babe, go enjoy yourself while I get it ready.”

I didn’t stick around in the kitchen any longer. Matt started to get into a mood and I knew that if I stayed around and talked to him about it, he would only get more upset. Tonight was supposed to be a fun night for all three of us. I felt confident that when he called us for dinner, he would probably be in a better mood.

As I rounded the corner back into the living room, I saw that Dakota had shifted onto the couch instead of the loveseat. Her skirt had slid up a few inches and I was tempted to try and steal a peek at what hid between those milky thighs.

“Was everything okay in there?” she asked.

I sat beside her and nodded, “He forgot to put the strainer in the sink before he started cooking. Usually, he plans this kind of thing out but we weren’t sure if you’d be allergic to anything.”

“Oh, sorry I probably should have told you guys beforehand. I’m allergic to lemon and shellfish,” she said. Her eyes seemed to be affixed to my chest as she talked.

“Cool, those aren’t too hard to avoid. Is something wrong?” I asked.

Her cheeks flushed and she looked up towards my eyes, “N-No, I just don’t see any outline of a bra.”

I chuckled and lifted my shirt slowly. My toned core held her attention for a few moments but she squirmed as I neared the swell of my breasts. I pulled my shirt up just until the undersides of my bare breasts were revealed to her, “That’s because I’m not wearing one. You’re in my house, sweetie. I don’t have to dress up and act incredibly modest.”

Dakota’s legs crossed and she didn’t say a word. Her eyes were glued to my midsection and I could tell how desperate she was to see more. I glanced to my left to make sure Matt wasn’t walking into the room. With my gaze averted from her, I lifted my shirt to my collarbone and showed her what she wanted to see.

A quiet gasp escaped her and I let my shirt drop back down to my waist, “Anyway, where were we?”

“Y-You’re beautiful,” she whimpered.

“Thanks? I mean, you’re a good-looking woman yourself,” I offered.

Dakota scooted slightly closer to me and asked, “Is it okay to want you to touch me? Or does that sound desperate to you? I haven’t even known you two for a week.”

“You’re just horny right now, I don’t mind having a bit of fun, but don’t get your hopes up for anything too intimate tonight. However,” I said and slid my hand down her lower back and into her skirt. She was wearing a pair of smooth satin panties and I let my fingers caress her ass through them. While I didn’t mind breaking down a few barriers, I didn’t want to get her too damn turned on before I could make good on that teasing.

Her breath hitched and she leaned closer against me to lift her ass off the couch enough to give me more room. Dakota looked up at me nervously and I looked into her eyes for a second before I closed mine. I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers and she went nearly limp for a moment. Her mouth opened expectantly, but I pulled away from her and whispered, “Enjoy what I let you have, sweetie.” I pulled my hand away from her ass and rested it on her hip again.

Dakota let out a quivering sigh as she sat back down fully and mumbled, “I feel like I’m being way too easy to get.”

“Funny, here I was thinking that I might be giving you what you want,” I said teasingly.

She smiled and asked, “Is Matt going to be mad if I tell him you kissed me?”

“If he does get mad, he’ll just have to deal with it. I’m not going to hide that from him, just don’t tell him I showed you my tits yet. Not until after dinner at least, otherwise he’d get huffy until I showed him.”

“I wouldn’t mind seeing them again,” she purred.

My hand lifted from her hip and I gave her a weak swat on the side of her ass, “Enjoy what I let you have.”

She nibbled on her lower lip and nodded her head just as Matt called out from the kitchen, “You two want me to fix you a plate?”

“We’ll make our own, babe! Thank you though,” I called back.

Dakota and I got off the couch and walked into the kitchen. The idle chatter we had while we ate was nice, but once we finished the meal I knew things would get more serious for a few minutes. I doubted she would mind having a serious conversation. If anything, she seemed much more understanding about this entire ordeal than Matt did.

After I rinsed our dishes and put them in the dishwasher, we all made our way back into the living room and piled up on the couch together.

“…And then she kissed me,” Dakota finished telling Matt about what happened while he was cooking.

He chuckled and patted my thigh, “Sounds like she got the same treatment I did before she knocked on the door. All worked up with nothing to do but be frustrated.”

“Pretty much. Anyway, I was hoping to tell Dakota about what we talked about earlier,” I said.

“Which part?” he asked.

“The dating situation.”

“Oh, right. Do you mind explaining it? You’re a bit better at that than I am, babe.”

I looked at Dakota, “I was thinking that Matt and I should both take you out individually. We’re going to all be together in a poly relationship but if we couldn’t get along one-on-one, we’d have some problems.”

“That makes plenty of sense to me,” she said.

“Yeah, but that’s not all. You wouldn’t be able to tell Matt anything about our date until after he took you on his,” I said. Her brow furrowed and before she could ask why, I continued, “The reason being if we had the time of our life but he didn’t really enjoy his time with you, he might agree to the relationship and not really be into it.”

She nodded her head, “I can do that. Are you two both on the same page with what the limits of the date would be?”

“There aren’t any limits as far as I’m aware,” I said. “If something feels natural or right, why bother stopping? I trust him not to run off with you and leave me with nothing but the house payment. If you do something stupid, he’d probably tell me that he couldn’t be with you.”

Matt nudged me in the side with his elbow, “That was rude, babe.”

“I get what she’s saying though,” Dakota said.

I put a hand on both of their thighs and smiled, “Cool, so we’re fine with the dating idea. I’ll send you a text when for when I can pick you up, Dakota. If Matt takes you out first, that’s fine. Just let me know that you’re both going to be predisposed so I don’t assume someone died in a car wreck.”

“Sounds great to me,” Dakota said and stood from the couch. She stepped in front of me and leaned in close, “I should get going though, I’ve got work in the morning. Could I get a goodbye kiss?”

I leaned in and gave her a kiss on the lips and sat back. She scooted to stand in front of Matt, “You too?”

He smiled and put his hand around the back of her head and pulled her in for a much deeper kiss than I’d given her. A searing brand of jealousy burned into my heart as I watched them. She pulled away after a few seconds and wiped a hand across her lips, “Uh, thanks?”

Matt’s smile faded away, “Too much?”

“A little? But I’ll see you two soon. Thanks for dinner, I really had fun,” Dakota said as she walked to the door.

I got off the couch and shot Matt a dirty glance before I joined her at the door. She smiled sheepishly at me as she put her heels on and spoke softly, “I wouldn’t have minded at all if you kissed me like that. He didn’t really lead up to it, he just jumped in.”

“I didn’t think he’d do that,” I said. As she stood up, I cupped her chin and whispered, “But I’m glad to hear you won’t complain about this.”

Before I could even pull her towards me, she put her hands on my shoulders and leaned in to kiss me with a hunger for passion I’d never felt from Matt. I let my hands fall to her hips and pressed her against the door while we kissed. My tongue slipped into her mouth and I used my hips to keep her pinned to the door.

As the seconds turned into a minute, I felt her bulge in her panties grow. And grow. And grow. Matt wasn’t small in that department, but I could feel her length running along her thigh. The skirt’s length made a lot more sense when she was erect. Any shorter and the damn thing wouldn’t be able to be hidden.

Her hands slid to my waist as she moaned quietly through her nose. I dropped my hands to her ass and pulled her tighter against me. My legs spread slightly and I let my heated core grind against her shaft. Once again, these fucking shorts were becoming the bane of my existence.

I finally pulled away from the kiss and whispered, “I can see why you wear boyshorts now.”

“Y-Yeah, they keep it from making a tent,” she said.

“I’m looking forward to next weekend, sweetie.”

She locked her eyes on mine, “Thanks for the inspiration that will help me take care of this later tonight.”

I squeezed her ass and gave her one final quick kiss, “Next time you won’t have to take care of it on your own. Drive safe, sweetie.”


Chapter 8

Kayla

“It doesn’t matter, I’ll just get a cab for us tonight,” Matt said.

I clenched my jaw to keep from saying something rude. His tone hadn’t improved since we talked this morning. The past few days had been tense for some reason that he wouldn’t share. It’s incredibly hard to try to fix a problem that I have no information on.

“I’m only going to be working for another hour, you can use the truck as soon as I get home, babe,” I offered.

“You didn’t tell me you’d be staying a little late today,” he snapped.

“And you didn’t tell me that you’d need a hundred bucks to take Dakota out until I left this morning. I didn’t throw a fit about that, did I? Believe it or not, money doesn’t just grow in our bank account, Matt. I’m so fucking sorry that me putting in sixty hours a week is a fucking inconvenience for you,” I said. Before he could answer, I hung up my the phone and started going through the trouble calls I had remaining.

Whatever his problem was, he could deal with it himself for now. There was no world in which I deserved how he was treating me when I’d done nothing but try to be accommodating of his needs. Not too long after I hung up on Matt, I got a text from Dakota.

‘Are you two okay?’

‘I guess. He’s acting out because I took two hours overtime when it was offered. I didn’t think that he would want to take you out today, usually, that’s something I would have planned for. It sprung up and I didn’t think too much about it when I told my boss I’d stick around to cover the guy on call while he visited his wife in the hospital.’

‘Damn, that’s pretty insane. Is she okay?’

‘Yeah, they just had a baby.’

She took a few minutes to respond this time. ‘Matt’s here in a cab. Guess I’ll talk to you in a little while. I miss you.’

I locked my phone and stared at the computer screen in front of me. For the first time in a long time, I didn’t want to go home. The end of a workday usually meant that I would be able to go home and spend time with Matt. With the way things were going right now, maybe we should have looked into getting a divorce.

Saturday was the tipping point, I just don’t know what about it set him off. He seemed to enjoy himself while she was there. The only thing I could think of was that he must have gotten sick of me after Dakota came around.

Hell, I couldn’t blame him for that. Dakota being around changed both of our lives and had become something of a beacon in the dark for us. I clicked my way through a few tickets and grabbed another remote control to take to a customer’s house. As I walked out of the office, I hated myself for thinking that things might have been better if we just stayed in the dark by not meeting Dakota.

At least then we wouldn’t have seen what could have been possible between the three of us.

So far, she’d shown me quite a few interesting things about herself. Not just physically, but after some of the texts we shared, learning about her transition and the types of struggles she had was enlightening. Some of it was depressing, but I could relate to her when it came to those types of issues.

I used to be able to say the same thing about Matt. As I drove home, I tried to remember some of the better times Matt and I shared. Graduation day was beautiful for us. He cried like a bitch when I walked across the stage to get my diploma.

The day I proposed to him was hilariously awkward. Of all places, I took him to a realtor’s office and told him we were moving out of our apartment. He was shocked at first, but when the woman came out with the portfolio of the house I’d set up for us, she feigned a dramatic fall.

While he was trying to help her up, I slid down on one knee and pulled the ring out of my jacket pocket. Maybe it wasn’t the most ceremonial thing, but asking Matt if he would marry me was one of the most beautiful memories I had. Of course, the next day, he ended up bawling his eyes out telling me that he should have been the one that proposed.

I knew what kind of man he was when I married him. He didn’t need to fit into the expectations of his peers to make me a happy woman. I pulled into the driveway of our home and parked the truck. After I got inside, I grabbed the first picture on the shelf and leaned against the front door as warm tears started trickling down my cheeks. I kicked my boots off and slowly slid down the door to sit on the floor.

Volunteer work. It wasn’t because he wanted to, but he admitted to the courthouse that he tried to steal from the college library at one point and wanted to make up for that. He didn’t want to be like his parents. Where they would cut corners and leave society to burn if it meant they could get slightly ahead in life, he wanted to leave things better than he found them.

My fingers traced over his image in the picture as I reminisced about our time working at the pet shelter. His allergies hated him for it, but he always found a way to make light of that. We continued to volunteer there until they finally had to shut the place down.

I picked myself up off the floor and put the picture back. My stomach growled but I wasn’t in the mood to cook. I headed into the bedroom and my tears continued to flow. If he would have seen me like this, I know he would have tried his hardest to figure out what he could do to help me.

Why couldn’t he see that he did enough for me by just being here for me? Not everything needed to be fixed for things to work out just the way they should. My husband, my lover, my best friend… he couldn’t understand that he was his own worst enemy. The anxiety that ate away at him and fed his insecurities could very well be the end of us.


Chapter 9

Dakota

I sat with my phone in my hands waiting hopefully for Kayla to text me back when Matt knocked on my door. That text never came. I stood up and headed over to the entrance of my tiny apartment and opened it.

Instead of the casual clothes I’d seen him in up to this point, Matt wore a pair of black slacks with a crimson button up shirt. A black tie hung neatly down his chest and the black blazer he wore tied the outfit together rather well.

“I didn’t think you would be the dressing up type, but you look great,” I said.

He smiled and put his hands in his pockets, “I thought you’d probably wear a skirt again, but seeing you wear a dress is pretty nice too.”

We stood there in a moment of awkward silence before he asked, “Mind if I come in for a few?”

“You can, there really isn’t much to see though,” I said.

Matt waved to the cab driver and the car pulled off. “I’m glad you live pretty close to where I’d like to take you tonight. I hate to make you walk, but Kayla pulled some bullshit today,” he said.

I gestured for him to walk inside and then closed the door behind him once he was in. He let out a quiet groan when he realized that my apartment was a studio. There were a lot of boxes that I was yet to unpack strewn about the place, the furniture I had was more along the lines of camping equipment. My air mattress hadn’t deflated yet, so that was at least one positive thing.

I mumbled, “I just moved in. My other apartment was nicer. Anyway, what happened with that?”

“She said I could use the truck this morning when she got home from work and ended up taking overtime today. I heard the excuse she was telling me and while it sounds nice, I know Kayla is probably just doing it for the extra money. It’s not like we don’t have enough of a nest egg as it is,” he said.

Hearing him tell his side of the story made Kayla out to be much less compassionate than I thought she was. If she lied to me about her coworker I would be annoyed, but I didn’t get the feeling that she was lying.

“Are you sure she’s not just doing it to do a good thing?”

“The timing feels too damn convenient for it to be a good thing.”

I walked over to the folding chairs in my apartment and straightened my dress before I sat down, “Are you sure it’s not something else? I don’t want to dig too deep into this, but you seem upset and I don’t want you to be frustrated tonight.”

Matt joined me in the other chair and ran his hand through his moused hair, “There are a couple things. I don’t really want to talk about them though. It would kill any chance of things being positive tonight. So why don’t we get out of here? I’m thinking about a nice steak dinner and then a movie. Sound good to you?”

“That sounds amazing. Is it okay if I get a salad instead of a steak though?” I asked.

“If that’s what would make you happier, babe,” he said.

We stood up and headed out of the apartment. My purse didn’t quite go with my blue and white dress, but it had my valuables. I couldn’t afford to buy an accessory for every outfit I had, so it would have to work. As we walked down the sidewalk, Matt put his arm around my lower back and kept me close. Every so often, his hand would drift down to my butt and give it a gentle squeeze before he returned it to my waist.

I didn’t want to be rude to him, especially not since I would have let Kayla do the same thing, but I didn’t enjoy his touch. He and I talked quite a bit, but I didn’t think of him in the same way I did Kayla. While I didn’t mind the idea of him being sexual with me, I felt like he was groping me just for the sake of doing it. There was no intimacy involved when he touched me, and most times, he didn’t even seem confident when he groped me.

The small talk we were engaged in only made things more uncomfortable. When I saw the steakhouse’s sign, I felt a weight lift from my shoulders. A chill ran down my spine as I realized just how excited I was to have a little space between us. This date didn’t feel right.

“I love this place. I just hate that they don’t have more private booths, you know?” he asked.

“Yeah, I hate when people watch me eat.”

He chuckled and held the door open for me as he whispered, “That’s not why I’d want privacy for us.”

This wasn’t the Matt I’d been talking to for a little over a week. He tended to be emotional and sweet when he talked to me and I loved that. I loved when he would sympathize with me and try to help me feel better about my shitty job and such. Seeing this almost predatory side of him felt disgusting and I could only hope that he would get a hold of himself soon.

A waitress led us to our table and took our order. Matt got a beer and a steak, whereas I got water and a salad. From what he said earlier, he was paying for the meal so I didn’t want to spend much more than I had to. Part of me wished he would have told the waitress to grab me a cup of wine, but he wasn’t like Kayla.

Even though I didn’t like wine, it would have felt nice to be splurged on, even in little ways.

“Do you have any movie you want to see in particular tonight?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t keep up with what’s coming out. I do like action movies though. If they have like a fantasy action movie, that could be promising. I guess we can look at the posters and see if something catches our eye?”

“I was thinking about the rom-com actually,” he said.

I feigned a smile, “That doesn’t sound bad at all.” Well, at least he was making a decision. Even if he just completely disregarded what I said.

The waitress brought my salad out and sat it before me, “I hope you enjoy, miss.”

“Thank you,” I said. Whether she intended to or not, she saved me from an uncomfortable few minutes of more awkward small talk with Matt.

The meal didn’t feel romantic in the slightest. Matt kept trying to play with my feet with his which irritated me. I didn’t want to say anything about it since that would probably make his mood drop again. He wasn’t acting like himself and I knew that he was probably stressed or had the issue with Kayla on his mind, but this date sucked ass so far.

After we finished eating, Matt paid the bill and we started walking slowly towards the movie theaters. His hand ran along my arm before he interwove his fingers through mine, “Are you okay?”

I sighed and looked up at him as we walked, “You’re not and that’s making me feel uncomfortable.”

“I’m trying not to let this shit with Kayla bother me. I can’t help it though. I saw the way she kissed you before you left Saturday,” he said. After that, he got silent for a few moments as his walking pace slowed to a crawl. “She’s never done anything like that with me. Just kind of hammers home the point about her being more interested in you.”

I stopped walking and squeezed his hand gently, “You have to understand that I’m not trying to play favorites. I don’t think she is either, but I don’t know that as a fact. When I replied to your message online, I didn’t come into this thinking I’d have to fix a relationship, Matt. Just because we’re all trying to be involved with one another doesn’t mean everything has to be the exact same for it to be equal.”

Matt let go of my hand and crossed his arms, “So you’re saying it’s fine for her to show you love while I’m left out?”

“That’s not at all what I’m saying. Look, I enjoy when you’re sweet with me. When you tell me what’s on your mind and you let me talk with you about it. Like the texts we were having about your home life, I thought that was really nice. I love that you let me text you and bitch about work and you end up making me smile when you talk about burning the place down for me. I know you won’t really do it, but it feels nice to know that you’re on my side.”

His eyes veered to the side as I continued talking, “But I also love that Kayla knows what she wants and she does what she can to get it. It feels right when she does things. When she kisses me or touches me, it makes me want to do things that I shouldn’t even talk about! You’re forcing yourself to do that with me. There is a difference between how you do things. Just because Kayla is more physical with me doesn’t mean I don’t care about you just as much. It’s a different kind of intimacy. I feel like I can talk to you about anything, Matt. I trust you. But I feel protected by Kayla. There is a lot to be said for both of you and I enjoy both of you. If you’re going to force me to do everything I do with her to you, I’m out. I don’t have to deal with this, Matt.”

Matt’s arms fell to his sides and his shoulders slumped, “I just want to feel like I’m important to both of you. Kayla doesn’t talk to me about things that are more serious without making me feel like I’m a crying child. I know she cares, but it doesn’t seem as tangible as it does with you. We’ve talked for hours and hours on end about little things and I look forward to every text from you even when I know we don’t have much to talk about.”

I exhaled deeply and then took a step closer to Matt, “Let’s go home. I really don’t want to watch a movie tonight. We can talk, okay?”

His eyes seemed to brighten and he extended his hand to me, “I think that sounds much better than walking around all night.”

I laced my fingers through his and let him lead the way back to my apartment, “You know, this side of you turns me on much more than what you were doing earlier.”

He gave my hand a weak squeeze and said, “I was trying to be more like Kayla.”

“Don’t do that again. I like you because of who you are, Matt. Don’t try to be someone you’re not.”

We stayed quiet for the rest of the short walk back to my apartment. This time, it didn’t feel awkward for me. Without Matt trying to force himself into the shoes of someone else, I relaxed and enjoyed his company. We laid down on my air mattress and covered up with my thin blanket. He put his arm under my head and the toned muscle was surprisingly comfortable.

“So why do you have almost nothing in here?” he asked.

I sighed and rolled onto my side and snuggled closer to him, “I had to sell most of my things so I could pay the deposits to move in.”

His dress shoes thumped onto the floor as he kicked them off, “Sorry, not trying to ignore that, these shoes are just horribly uncomfortable.”

“Mm, take off my heels for me?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said and leaned up. As his hands worked to undo the ties that held my heels on, he asked, “So you’re struggling financially?”

“Yeah, I can admit to that. I used to work as an intern and I had decent hours. The work wasn’t horrible, even though I was pretty swamped, the work environment made up for it. Everyone was so nice and I felt like I was part of a team. I hate that the company didn’t catch on, I would have loved working there longer,” I said.

He pulled off each of my heels and laid back down. I immediately snuggled into his chest again. “I hate to hear that, Kota,” he said.

I giggled and let my hand gently rub his firm chest, “Kota used to be my nickname back in school. It’s nice to hear someone call me that again.”

“Don’t play cute and innocent with me, Kota,” he teased. “You really should talk to Kayla if you need a little help with buying some furniture.”

I unbuttoned the middle two buttons on his shirt and slid my hand inside. He gave me a curious look but didn’t stop me as I continued my play along his torso, “I don’t want to right now. I want to make sure that we’re all pretty content with one another before we start making more permanent decisions.”

“If you keep on, I’m going to get turned on, Kota,” he warned.

I squirmed up the bed a little and pressed my lips to his while my fingers teased his nipple. Guy or not, nipples were fun to play with! I pulled away from the quick kiss and whispered, “I know.”

Matt pinned my hand against his chest, “I’m not sure if I can go through with this tonight, Kota.”

My heart stalled in my chest for a split-second, “W-Why not? Did I do something wrong?”

He kissed me softly and then shook his head, “No, Kota. You’ve been amazing. I just don’t think I can do anything with your…”

“My dick,” I mumbled.

“I’ve never been turned on by them, and I don’t view you as a male, Kota. I promise. If I did, I wouldn’t be hard right now. It wouldn’t be fair to you if I didn’t return the favor,” he said softly.

I tugged against his grip and he let my hand go. If he knew what I intended to do, he might not have been so willing to let me have my hand back. I quickly slid my hand down to his slacks and took a gentle hold of his thick bulge, “I don’t want you to return the favor, Matt. Maybe you didn’t hear me when I said it the first time we met up. I’m a submissive. This isn’t the same across the board, but I love pleasing my partners. I don’t need to be touched, I don’t even need to be looked at. I don’t care. If I can do something that makes you happy, I’m going to enjoy doing it.”

I gave him a quick peck on the lips again and whispered, “It’s not all about the physical aspects, Matt. Just because I won’t cum doesn’t mean I’m not loving every second of what I can do for you.”

Matt closed his eyes and let me stroke his cock through the slacks before he reached down and unzipped his them. “I didn’t bring any kind of lube or anything,” he said.

My hand slipped into his boxers and I slowly stroked his manhood. From experience with my own length, I knew how hard I could squeeze without pleasure turning into pain. I giggled quietly and asked, “We don’t have to go all the way tonight. But that doesn’t mean I’m only using my hands.”

“You don’t have to, Kota,” he said.

I smiled and let my hand work his shaft faster, “No, I don’t. I want to.”

His issues with Kayla were born of jealousy and I could see that clear as day now. The conversation we had earlier might help, but until I hear from both of them again, I couldn’t be sure. What I could do was show him that I wanted him as much as I wanted her. Just because I wanted her to rip my clothes off and use me, that didn’t mean that he wasn’t appealing in a different way.

I wanted to make him crave me. When he felt like he couldn’t talk to Kayla, I needed Matt to know what bed to crawl into when he needed comforting.

The thin blanket that hid his cock from me would have to go. I used my free hand to push the cover off of us and Matt took the hint and tossed it onto the floor.

“You really don’t have to,” he said again.

I ignored his comment and pulled my hand out of his pants. Then, I moved down the air mattress and laid on my stomach with my head near his hips. He looked down at me with nervous excitement shining in his eyes. My cheeks flushed a light shade of red as I realized how easy it was for me to get comfortable with Matt. When he wasn’t pretending to be something else, he could be such a sweet, charming guy.

My eyes shifted back to the matter at hand. His throbbing manhood caused his boxers to jump with each pulse of blood. I slid my hand towards the waistband of his boxers and slowly pulled them down until his cock sprang free. His purple crown had a smear of precum glistening in the low light that called for my attention.

Matt reached down and pushed his slacks and boxers down his thighs, “Better?”

“Much,” I said. I moved my right arm to his firm torso and used it to balance myself as I started stroking him from shaft to tip with my left hand. My cheeks burned hotter as I leaned forward and opened my mouth to take the tip of his cock. A salty sweet flavor pervaded my mouth as I ran my tongue around his glans.

The confidence that helped push me to this point was fading as I wondered how Kayla would react to knowing what he and I did tonight. She should have been the first of the couple to do this with me.

A quiet, breathy moan came from Matt and one of his hands collected my hair and pulled it out of my face, “Can I pull your dress up, Kota?”

I wiggled my hips at him in response and continued to work my hand along his shaft. My tongue ran small circles around his sensitive tip and I slowly let myself sink further onto his cock. His hand tugged at the back of my dress until I a rush of cool air dancing over my ass.

“Those are cute, Kota, does anyone ever tell you that you have a nice ass?” he teased. Matt leaned forward so that his hand could reach the other side of my hips and then he pulled my hips closer toward him.

I didn’t want to stop what I was doing to answer him. Of course, people didn’t compliment my ass. People want thicc, not sticc. Still, hearing him say it made me feel a little more comfortable with what I was doing. Matt’s hand rubbed along my ass and he spoke quietly, “You’re doing great, Kota. Thank you.”

My hand pulled away from his shaft and I arched my back so that I could take more of his cock with each of my bobbing motions. The pressure of my own cock grinding against the mattress below us didn’t help to stem my own arousal at all. Each time I went down on him, I managed to take him a little further until my nose pressed against his crotch.

Matt’s soft moans had gone quiet and his hand remained firm as it gripped my ass. There was no need for him to tell me he was trying to hold his orgasm back. I moved my hand back towards his manhood but drifted a little lower. With my delicate fingers cupping his balls, I massaged those hefty orbs as I worked faster up and down his length.

“Kota, I’m going to cum!”

I moved my hand back onto his shaft and stroked as fast as I could. My lips wrapped around his crown and I moaned to send pleasant vibrations through his cock. The first shot blasted into the back of my mouth and I nearly choked from the unexpected force. After that initial one, I steadied myself and handled the rest of his orgasm without an issue.

Matt’s thick ropes flooded into my warm mouth. His balls had been emptied but I didn’t stop flicking my tongue around the head of his cock. A hand slipped into my hair and gently pulled me away. With a mouthful of his seed, I let him pull me away from his length.

I looked into his eyes before swallowing that salty-sweet delight. Of course, I was putting on a bit of a show, but that’s half the fun for me. A deep sigh split the silence before he followed up with, “That was amazing, Kota.”

I offered him a smile and went back to his cock and licked it as it softened. When there were finally no more signs of life coming from his manhood, I pulled his boxers up. Then his slacks. After I zipped them up and redid the clasp, I crawled on top of him and laid my head on his chest.

“Is everything okay, Kota? You’re quiet and that’s a little strange for you,” he said.

“Everything is perfect right now, Matt. I enjoyed myself,” I whispered.

He smiled and put his hands on my lower back and held me tightly against him, “I’m glad you didn’t walk away, Kota.”

“I knew that this getting this relationship to work wouldn’t be super easy when we first met. You two seem worth it to me. Do me a favor though?” I asked.

“Anything.”

“Text Kayla and tell her that things went okay and that you’re sorry.”

Matt sighed but pulled his phone out, “I still need to have a talk with her.”

“And you need to know when you’re making things more difficult than they have to be, Matt.”

“That’s fair. Thank you, Kota. For everything. Especially the blowjob, but everything was wonderful too,” he said.

I laughed and nuzzled into his chest, “Can you stay for a little while?”

“I’d love to. You can come home with us, Kota. I’m sure you’d be welcomed by Kayla as well,” he offered.

“Maybe after she and I go on our date. I hope it ends up like this one did.”

“Well, I hate to be the bearer of bad news, Kota. Kayla doesn’t have a dick,” Matt teased.

I reached up and thumped his nose lightly, “I meant the entire date. Yeah, you started as an asshole, but when we straightened you out, things went really well. That didn’t come out right.”

Matt laughed for a few seconds at the horribly stated comment. Matt wrapped his arms around my back and hugged me close, “But I understood what you meant. Thank you again, Kota. For everything.”


Chapter 10

Kayla

I glanced at my phone and read Matt’s last message again.

‘Babe, I’m sorry about earlier. I should have texted before to let you know how things were going and I’m sorry for not doing that as well. I’ll be home around ten, could you wait up for me? I know you’ve got work tomorrow, but I really need to talk to you.’

The soft purr of a car outside had me running to the door and sure enough, Matt sat in the back seat paying the driver. He stepped out of the car and started walking towards our house. I opened the door and he smiled warmly, “Thanks for waiting, babe.”

“Yeah, it’s not a problem. Is everything okay?” I asked.

We both stepped inside and he closed the door. Matt’s hands fell to my hips and he leaned in and gave me a deep kiss. His tongue pushed into my mouth and with it came unbridled passion. Those hands slid down to my ass and he pulled me against his body.

Matt broke the kiss and whispered, “Everything is good. I wanted to talk to you face-to-face. Dakota explained a few things to me tonight that I have been acting stupid about. I love you, Kayla and I’m so damn sorry that I’ve been acting like an ass.”

I put my hands on his forearms and shook my head, “I understand. I’m probably not helping all too much when I just kind of brush things off.”

There had been plenty of time to ruminate about what I could have done differently. I didn’t expect him to be so forthcoming with his apology, but it made my heart flutter.

“It’s a two-way street, baby. But I know that I have to start trying to meet you halfway. You do so damn much for me and I have been ungrateful and I know I have,” he said.

I smiled and put my head on his shoulder, “It’s nice to hear you admitting things, babe. I’m not perfect either, but that doesn’t mean we can’t keep moving forward. And how was your date?”

He chuckled and pulled away from me, “Really good, but you told me not to tell you about it, remember?”

“Fair enough. Would you be too upset if I wanted to get some sleep?” I asked.

“Of course not, I’d love to join you if you don’t mind.”

“I enjoy our snuggling. You’ve been a little distant these past few nights,” I said.

He shuffled by me and headed towards our bedroom, “I’ll admit, when I saw you kiss her the other day, it went right through me. The way you two were going at it just made me feel like I was kind of worthless.”

“You know that’s not the case,” I followed along behind him.

Matt started undressing down to his boxers as he continued talking, “I know that now. You know as well as I do, just because we know better doesn’t mean we always make the right choices. Remember the time you wanted a dog?”

I sighed, “I loved having him, but you should have put your foot down about him. Allergies are a bitch.”

“But you wanted Oscar, so I tried as best I could to put up with him.”

“I see what you mean,” I laid in bed and pulled off my pajama pants. T-shirt and panties would have to do tonight, I couldn’t be bothered to take off my shirt.

Matt got into bed and rolled onto his side, “You okay with being the big spoon?”

My eyes widened and I shuffled closer to him and draped my arm over his stomach, “You hate being the little spoon, Matt. What’s going on?”

“I don’t hate being the little spoon. It feels strange to let you take the lead most times, babe. But I’m not the kind of guy that needs to constantly be reminded that I’m a man. At least, I don’t want to be that kind of guy. Not anymore. All it does is lead to constant frustrations,” he said.

Even without him telling me what happened on his date with Dakota, I knew she had a hand in this. I’d have to thank her tomorrow morning. As much as I hated that I couldn’t bring Matt to this conclusion, I trusted Dakota enough to believe that she had good intentions.

Matt sighed and put his hand over mine, “Dakota is probably sleeping on a slowly deflating air mattress right now. Baby, I want you to help her out if you can.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“She just moved into a studio apartment. Apparently, she’s only got two months to be there before the next tenant is moving in. Her store manager called in a favor with a friend and she’s still looking for a place to live. I don’t want to come off like we are some kind of charity, but I want better for her.”

My thumb rubbed across his tight abs. I kissed his neck and held him a little tighter. My head shifted just shy of his ear and I whispered, “I’ll ask her about it tomorrow. If she doesn’t want to accept the help, I’m not going to push it.”

Matt “Thank you, babe.”

“For what?”

“Helping restore my faith in humanity?”

I chuckled and gave him a second peck, “Don’t worry about it. I like her too, Matt. I’m glad you talked me into giving her a chance, baby.”

He gave my hand a light squeeze and yawned. “It’s been wild. That doesn’t mean it’s been bad. Time to get some sleep though, I’m passing out.”

I pushed my leg between his thighs and pressed myself tightly against him, “Good night, baby. I love you.”

My phone’s alarm rang out at six in the morning as it did every morning. I reached behind me and swiped at the screen until the damn thing shut up and then nuzzled into Matt’s neck, “Baby.” No response. “Baaaaby,” again, no response. “Matt if you don’t get your ass up I’m going to knee you in the nuts!”

He groaned and reached behind him to squeeze my thigh, “Why do I have to wake up so dang early?”

“Because we’ve got to workout and shower. Come on, get up,” I said and then rolled out of bed. We both changed into our clothes and stepped into the spare bedroom that we used as a gym.

After we did our warm-up, the weariness of the night before had melted away. I laid down on the bench and wrapped my hands around the cold steel, “Do you think you could love her?”

Matt’s brow furrowed as he helped me get the bar over my chest, “I mean, if we had some more time, I think I could. Do you think you could too?”

I pumped out the ten repetitions and racked the bar, “I think so. I really like her attitude and she just has a really good personality. Don’t take this the wrong way, but pinning her against a wall feels so natural. It feels forced with you, babe.”

He threw on another forty-five pounds on each side before getting on the bench, “After a conversation with Kota, I really don’t take that offensively. I’ve spent so long acting like something that isn’t natural for me. Now, I’ve got to show you how I really am.”

“Baby, I already know who you are. You only really changed after we started dating,” I said.

Matt finished his set and I helped him remove the additional weight before he chuckled, “That’s because I thought you were a lesbian when we first met.”

“That makes both of us,” I said with a laugh. My sexuality wasn’t something I explored too much when I was younger, but women did appeal to me quite a bit. Matt’s personality was what drew me to him. The rest of the workout wasn’t too difficult and we headed to the shower afterward.

Matt groaned and rubbed his shoulders, “What are we going to do with our workout room?”

“Why would we do anything with it?” I asked.

“Wouldn’t you want Kota to live with us if things go well?”

“Why couldn’t we just get a California king size bed? Honestly, our mattress kind of sucks anyway. It’s about time for an upgrade anyway,” I said.

Bringing Dakota into our home would definitely be a huge step, but I would be willing to take it. If she felt like Matt and I were the right fit for her after we continued our date, I would love to make it work.

Matt ran his hands down my back and smiled, “So when I want a new sofa set, am I going to have to invite another person to get involved?”

My hand slid between his legs and I gently squeezed his cock, “Three is enough, babe. If you want someone else, you’ll just have to get over it. Besides, I haven’t had this damn thing in me in about a week. Believe it or not, I do still enjoy it.”

“Are you trying to tell me something?” he asked in a teasing tone.

“I don’t really think I’m trying. I’m thinking we skip cooking breakfast this morning so we can have enough time to enjoy ourselves.”

Matt groped my ass and leaned in to whisper, “Promise me you’ll eat a bowl of cereal after we’re done and I’m in.”

“Baby, I love it when you talk dirty to me,” I said.

“Mm, then you’re going to love when I read the nutrition label to you.”

I smiled and gently pushed him away from me, “We should clean up so we can get dirty again. I don’t mind smelling like sex when I show up for work.”

“And it’s Friday! Think you’ll get out early today?” he asked.

“Probably not. Either way, Dakota and I are going out tonight if she’s free,” I said.

I saw a flicker of excitement in his eyes, “You’re going to have a good time.”

“What do you mean?”

“Trust me, you’ll find out. But we really need to hurry up, you’ve only got about thirty minutes before you have to go,” he said.

We finished in the shower and hurried into the bedroom. The analog clock on his nightstand alerted me to the short amount of time we had to enjoy ourselves. Matt slid by me and laid on his back, “Anything you want to do, baby.”

While it might have seemed simple from the outside looking in, getting Matt to let me take the lead made my heart pound with excitement. I crawled onto the bed and straddled his head with my thighs, “Then you’ll eat my pussy until you’re hard, Matt.”

“Ooh, yes ma’am!”

“Shh,” I cooed as I lowered my hips until I could feel his breath washing over my freshly cleaned lips. His tongue slid forth to lap at my folds while his hands started sliding up my thighs. “Put your hands flat on the bed, Matt. You should have to work to taste my pussy, shouldn’t you?”

His hands fell back to the bed and he grunted his agreement. I glanced back and saw his tight core straining as he pushed himself off the bed so his tongue could slide further into me. That pink muscle spread my entrance and I reached down to run a hand through his short hair.

Quiet moans occasionally spilled out of both of us and I couldn’t help but pick up the pace. I ground my core against his face as he licked and probed at my folds. My juices coupled with his saliva had my lower lips soaked and ready to be stretched around his cock. I glanced back and smiled. My hand freed itself from his hair and I pulled away from his mouth, “Looks like someone is excited. Do you want me to ride you, baby? I want to hear you beg for me.”

For a moment, Matt’s eyes latched onto mine and the conflict he was having internally was almost visible. He smiled at me and ran his hands along my thighs slowly as he spoke, “Please let me help you cum, baby. I want you to enjoy yourself with me and I’ll do anything you want as long as it helps you.”

I shimmied my way back down his body until my hips were over his. Matt’s sweet words didn’t feel forced, this time they felt like they were coming from a place of genuine affection. Last time he let me do this kind of thing to him, nothing felt right and while I enjoyed myself, I could tell that he was struggling with the idea.

My hand reached between our hips and I grasped his shaft and led it closer to my tight entrance, “You sure you want this, babe?”

Matt groaned and gently swatted my ass with both hands, “Of course I do, baby. I’m not going to last long if you keep teasing me though!”

“Aw, so cute. Sounds like you’re enjoying this a lot more than before,” I teased.

He rolled his eyes and flashed me a quick smile, “We don’t have very long, babe.”

I eased myself onto his thick crown and gasped as it spread my core to accommodate his size. After the first few inches had disappeared into my pussy, I leaned forward and put my hands against the bed. My hips continued sliding further onto his cock until I felt my ass resting on his thighs, “Fuck I forgot how good you feel inside me, babe.”

Matt let out a quiet groan and cupped my ass before whispering, “I missed this, Kayla.”

“I did too, Matt. I love you,” I purred.

He smiled and gave my ass a gentle squeeze, “I love you too.”

I leaned closer towards his ear and whispered, “But I am going to fuck you until your thighs are soaked with my juices, bitch.”

His eyes widened and I gave him no time to respond as I rolled my hips along his cock. I started slow and deep, making sure I felt every inch of his length inside me. After my desire had adjusted to him again, I move my hands onto his shoulders and pushed against him as I dropped my hips onto his. When I pulled away, his hands helped ease me up. Soon, the sound of my soaked pussy sliding up and down his cock accompanied both of our moans and groans as we worked ourselves closer to our orgasm.

Tingles shot through my body and I knew that I wouldn’t last much longer. As unappealing as it sounded in my head, I had to ask, “Babe, are you close?”

“I’ve been trying to hold it in,” he grunted.

“Don’t,” was all I whispered in response. I pulled my hands away from his chest and sat up. My thighs spread further and I bounced as fast and hard as I could on his cock while he lifted his hips to meet mine. Each time his cock pounded into my pussy, a wave of ecstasy washed over me until I couldn’t take it anymore.

Quiet cries erupted from me as my pussy contracted around my lover’s cock. A heated rush of pleasure continued to build within me as Matt took the initiative to keep thrusting into me. His hand left my ass and he put his thumb on my clit and rubbed furiously as my cries turned into silent screams of sheer bliss.

My juices squirted forth, drenching his groin and he let out a few grunts before both of his hands moved to my hips and he pulled me down against his hips. Matt’s thick cock started throbbing within my pussy. Each creamy rope of his cum caused his shaft to press against my g-spot which served to extend my own euphoric orgasm.

His hands fell away from my thighs and he let out a deep sigh as we rested in that position for a few moments. He ended up breaking the silence, “Baby, you didn’t put a condom on me.”

“I know. If I wanted to, I would have,” I said.

Matt smiled weakly and let his hands rub my legs, “You’re ready to start a family?”

I leaned down and gave him a peck on the lips before pulling my hips off of his cock, “I’ve been ready, Matt. I think you’re finally ready. Anyway, didn’t you want me to eat cereal before I had to go?”

He nodded his head and wordlessly got off the bed. There was a spring in his step as he headed into the kitchen. I called out, “I’ll be right there after I get dressed, baby.”

As soon as he was out of the room, I rolled onto my back and let out a deep sigh. What had I done?

If this was just one bright light shining in a world of darkness, I might have just bound myself to him permanently. Having a child was something I wanted to do, but with how things had been going, I might have made a terrible mistake when I was caught up in the moment.

I took a deep breath and let it out. I couldn’t let this be the end of our time together. From here on out, there should be no more games. Either we face this as adults or we leave each other behind and try to pick up the pieces as best we can.


Chapter 11

Dakota

Throughout the day, Kayla and I had been texting. She offered a date, but wouldn’t tell me anything about it. As much as I begged and pleaded for the slightest of details, all Kayla did was tease me for being so curious. Five o’clock couldn’t come around fast enough.

Matt sent me a few texts as well, mostly talking about how excited he was for Kayla and me to get together. He did mention that they had sex for the first time in what felt like an eternity. That made me happy. I had nothing going on today, sadly. A few hours of work would have gone a long way towards buying more food to put in my shitty apartment.

I tapped my fingers on the surface of my air mattress while I waited on a text from either of them. A little over an hour until Kayla would be here to pick me up remained and I glanced at my outfit again. She would probably appreciate the tight shorts that showed off most of my legs. Having to tuck my cock between my legs sucked, but I wanted to give her a nice view of my body while we were out enjoying ourselves tonight.

If things went like they did with Matt, I might just leave her my cream colored satin boyshorts as a trophy of her victory tonight. Then again, Kayla would probably find a way to make me feel like I earned the right to keep them. She had a way of making me feel like I was doing more for her than I thought I was.

As the minutes continued to tick away, Matt finally sent another text that came out of nowhere. ‘Kayla let me finish inside her this morning. I don’t mean to scare you away, but I think she might be wanting to start a family.’

My heart froze in my chest as I tapped at the screen. ‘Would that mean she wouldn’t want me in the picture?’

‘I don’t think that’s the case. She trusts you, Kota. I’m excited about it, I mean, wouldn’t you be excited about being a mom?’

‘I don’t know if it would be my place to call myself that, Matt.’

‘Of course it would. If you’re dating us, you’ll be a part of our child’s life.’

I let out a deep sigh and rested my head on my pillow. If what Matt said was true, they might be looking for a much more serious relationship than I originally anticipated. After all I’d been through getting to the point in my life where I felt comfortable sharing myself with someone else, how could I be ready for this?

It didn’t feel right for him to tell me, either. She might not get pregnant from this one time. Even if she did, having a child could really complicate this already complicated attempt at a relationship we were all building together.

The joys and frustrations of being a parent had been something I’d wanted in the past. Nothing had really changed, but my production wasn’t the most impressive when it came to my orgasms. Hormones had taken that away from me. Admittedly, I’d thought about adoption and the other ways of starting a family but I wouldn’t want to do it by myself.

Kayla and Matt had been wonderful to me so far, especially Matt. As much lust as I felt for Kayla, I could tell that Matt was ready for this change. They were still new to me though. Surely, they wouldn’t expect me to stick around if the relationship started becoming uncomfortable for me?

On the other hand, if we all did continue to get along and enjoy what this was becoming, this might be the life I’d always wanted. It was hard to imagine things going too far south, but I’d always been an optimist.

‘Would you two hate me if I couldn’t stick around for some reason. Like if in six months I had to go, I couldn’t take it anymore. Would you two hold that against me?’

“I can’t speak for Kayla on that, but I wouldn’t. We’re all still pretty young. As much fun as this has been and as much as I pray it will keep going well, I can understand that things change, Kota.’

I took a steadying breath and typed my final response to him for the time being. ‘Then I’ll do my best to stick around. I’ll text you later, Matt. I’ve got to finish prettying myself up for Kayla. ;)!’

He sent a smiley face back and I locked my phone. Truthfully, I didn’t need to do anything. I’d already made sure my makeup looked nice without being over the top. My tight shorts and skater shoes were accompanied by a tight-fitting tank top. In a nutshell, I tried to dress as casually as I could for Kayla because I felt like it would be cute for her. She didn’t seem to be interested in dresses and skirts.

A few loud knocks rapped against my door and I jolted up from my mattress. I didn’t mean to fall asleep! After rolling out of the bed, I hurried to the door and opened it, “Hello?”

Kayla chuckled and walked past me to let herself inside, “Good morning. I wish I could take random naps in the afternoon, anyway. I came here to snag you for a date. You still down to come with me, sweetie?”

I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and yawned before answering, “Yeah, where did you want to go?”

Kayla walked around the studio and grumbled a few things under her breath. She was still wearing her work outfit and I felt my heart sink in my chest. What kind of date did she intend on going on if she didn’t even bother changing first?

“That’s for me to know. I brought a blindfold, you cool with that? If you’re not, you’d just have to keep your eyes closed tight or you’d ruin the surprise,” she said.

At the mention of a blindfold, I felt my cheeks redden, “I trust you enough to put one of them on me. Uh, could you give me a hint on where we’re going?”

“Sure. We’re going to a place that I can park my truck,” she said and walked over towards me. I hated not knowing what she had in mind, but that only added to the excitement. Kayla pulled a black cloth from her pocket and covered my eyes, “Can you see anything?”

“Not really? I can see lights but that’s about it,” I said.

She tied it behind my head and put an arm around my waist, “That’s good enough. We’re going to walk slow, try not to fall. As much as I’d love to see you on your stomach with your ass nice and high, I’d rather that be on a bed instead of concrete.”

I giggled and wrapped my left arm around her waist and let her guide me out of the apartment. We stopped around the front door and Kayla locked it for me. My hand patted my back right pocket and then my front one to make sure I had my wallet and keys before we stepped out of the house. She helped me into her truck and I could smell the pine-scented air freshener. Her vanilla perfume washed over me as she leaned over me to help me buckle up.

Once she finished, her hands fell to my thighs and she asked, “Are you hungry?”

“A little, what were you thinking about getting?”

She chuckled and pulled away from me and shut my door. After she started the truck, I relaxed in my seat and put my faith in her that she wouldn’t do something too ridiculous. Her hand fell to my thigh and she idly rubbed her thumb across the outside of my thigh as she drove.

The silence didn’t bother me. I knew that if she had something to say, she would have by now. I couldn’t get my mind off the issue that she wore her work clothes to come see me. Maybe she came here straight after she got off of work? But if that was the case, why wouldn’t she tell me to expect her around six or so?

The questions would have to wait as the truck came to a stop. Her hand pulled away and she spoke softly, “Wait here a sec, promise I won’t be long.”

“Okay, can you please lock the doors while you’re gone?” I asked.

The click of the lock came before I even finished my question, “Already on it. Can’t be too careful, especially not when someone as pretty as you is blindfolded in my truck. That’s just begging for someone to get jealous and try and take you, baby.”

Kayla shut her door and I waited alone in the truck for a few minutes. The sound of the key opening the lock made me smile and there was nothing but silence as she started the truck again. We drove for a little while and stopped again. My seatbelt was released and I heard the driver’s side door shut again and shortly after, my door was opened.

My arms immediately shot up defensively and I started flailing my hands around trying to hit the individual. The earthy pine scented cologne told me that Kayla wasn’t the one that picked me up. The stranger grabbed my wrists and held me firmly but gently.

A familiar voice spoke softly, “Hey, don’t hit me, Kota! I’ve been working my butt off all day trying to take care of what Kayla wanted to be done.”

I relaxed and sighed heavily, “I thought Kayla was taking me on a date.”

“Who said she wasn’t? She has weird ways, Kota, you should know that by now. Anyway, she told me to kill about twenty minutes before I headed home. You can take your blindfold off for a bit. She wanted it back on before you left here though,” he said and released my wrists.

My hands moved to the cloth and I tugged it away. We were in a parking lot for a burger joint and I smiled, “At least I can get something to eat. Uh, I didn’t bring any cash.”

That wasn’t a lie. I didn’t have any cash to bring.

“We didn’t expect you to pay for this. Let’s go, I’m pretty excited for you to see what Kayla did,” he said.

We walked into the building and ate a meal without talking too much. My mind was busy going over the million different things Kayla might have done that I would have to feel uncomfortable about.

Matt tapped his foot against mine, “Hey, you look constipated. You’ll just have to trust me when I say that you’re going to appreciate it. And before you say anything to her, don’t feel guilty about what she did. She told me what she intended to do. I didn’t even get a say in it, but I would have agreed with her on it anyway.”

I dipped a few fries in the ketchup cup and asked, “Can I get a hint?”

“You know Kayla would put me on the couch for a week if I said anything about it. Hence the blindfold, remember?”

I sighed, “I just hate not knowing and I can’t help but feel super guilty already. You guys have been really nice to me and I can’t return the favor like you guys have been. It’s not like I can conjure up enough cash to take you both out on a date.”

“We don’t expect you to, Kota. I really like you. So does Kayla. That being said, she wanted to do something special for you. She’s awful with just saying how she feels, so try and take this as a good thing, okay?” he asked. Matt glanced at his phone and said, “We should be leaving here in a couple of minutes, are you almost done?”

I didn’t really want the last two bites of my burger and the fries were a little crunchy. “I really don’t want to eat the rest of this,” I mumbled.

“Then let’s head out. I’m not coming back here though, the food sucked. So much for trying new things, but Kayla didn’t tell me where to take you so I took a chance on a place I haven’t been yet,” he said.

As we headed out of the restaurant, Matt took my hand and squeezed it, “I’m so excited!”

My stomach was working itself into a knot and I weakly squeezed his hand back, “I am too.”

I got back in the truck and he blindfolded me once more. After another few minutes of driving, we stopped again. This time, I heard Kayla call out, “We’re almost done, stay in the truck for a second!”

Matt waited with me and tapped his fingers on the steering wheel until Kayla finally opened the door to my side of the truck, “I’m regretting lifting this morning.”

She helped me out of the truck and I wrapped an arm around her waist, “Why?”

“You’ll see,” was all she said. Kayla walked with me and after the two steps down and the sound of a front door opening, I knew where we were. Matt stepped around us and I could hear another door get opened. Outside, the loud roar of a large truck started up and I jumped from the unexpected noise.

“Someone’s a little nervous,” Kayla teased.

I gave her side a light pinch, “You try being blindfolded for a date.”

“Maybe I will,” she said. “Actually, no, I won’t. I don’t like surprises.”

Her hand slid up my waist and went to the back of my head. I could feel the butterflies in my stomach trying to escape as I mumbled, “Real hypocritical, Kayla.”

The blindfold was pulled off. So they brought me to the entrance to their workout room? Was our date really going to be a session of me trying to prove how pathetic my arms were to them?

She turned the doorknob and Kayla let out a deep breath, “I hope this isn’t too much.”

The door swung open and I felt my knees give way. Matt hurried to my side and tried to hold me up. Inside the room was a new bedroom set with a queen sized bed. On each side of it was a nightstand, a few feet past the foot of the bed stood a dresser with a large TV on it.

“I didn’t know if you would have liked the purple bedclothes more, so I just stuck with black and white. I thought it went nicely with the dark walnut wood. Then again, I don’t know much of shit about what you like,” she said.

“W-Where did you put your workout stuff?” I asked.

She smiled at me and helped Matt get me back to my feet, “The living room. Matt and I spent most of our time in our bedroom anyway. What do you think though? Do you like it?”

“H-How much did it cost you guys? I get paid next Friday, I can try and pay you back,” I whispered.

Kayla roughly swatted my ass and I yelped. “Don’t you dare try and pay me back. Matt told me about your studio, even if it wasn’t a piece of shit, you still only have a little while to be there before you have to move out. You don’t have to live with us, Dakota. I’m not going to force that on you, but you will always have a place to stay if you want it.”

Warm tears filled my eyes and spilled over. They shouldn’t have spent this kind of money on me. Two weeks wasn’t enough time to make these kinds of decisions, but here we were. Kayla brushed a thumb across my cheeks, “Please don’t cry, baby. Matt, would you mind taking the truck out for a while? You know, doing something that isn’t being here for a few hours?”

Matt hugged my waist, “Take good care of her, babe. Try not to scare her off, I really like her.” He brought his lips close to my ear and whispered, “Enjoy yourself, Kota.” With that, he pulled away from me and headed outside.

I brought my hand to my face and wiped my tears away. The action did nothing to stop the fresh tears from streaming down my cheeks, “H-How can you two be so sure of this working out?”

Kayla put a hand on my lower back and gently pushed me towards the doorway, “Why don’t we sit down and talk about that? I want you to see your new room.”

I stumbled my way to the bed and sat on the edge of the comfortable mattress. My eyes met hers, “I can’t move in yet, Kayla.”

“I’m not asking you to, but tell me why,” Kayla said as she sat beside me.

“B-Because I don’t know how all of this is going to play out. You two are doing s-so much for me and I can’t pay you back. I-I’m pathetic,” I said in a whisper.

They were doing so much by going out on a limb for me, hoping that I would be the person they needed to save their marriage. How could they not see that they were doing more for me than I could for them? Sure, Matt needed some guidance to help him walk the path of self-acceptance. But how could that ever be payment enough to keep me around? What value could I add to their life?

Kayla’s hand firmly grasped my jaw and she stared into my eyes, “Never say that again. You’re a sweet person with a heart of gold. Why does everything have to be about money? Do you want to know the flat truth of it? I spent just shy of four-thousand on this room. I’ve been putting money back for years and I’ve finally got a reason to spend it.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly. Her hand dropped to my lap and she continued in a whisper, “Matt doesn’t ask for almost anything and I don’t want much in this world. But you know what I do want?”

I shook my head. Her hand slid down to my knee and she smiled warmly at me, “I want to look forward to waking up in the mornings. Do you have any idea how bad it hurt to hear Matt say he wanted me to bring someone else into our lives?”

“N-No,” I murmured.

“Try and imagine this for a second, Dakota. The man I’ve been with for almost five years tells me that he’s not enough for me and won’t let me tell him otherwise. He forced me to agree to this or we’d have to split up. I only agreed to it because I wanted to show him that anyone else he tried to involve would be a waste of time,” she let out a deep breath. “But then you show up at the mall, pathetically skinny and super nervous. I didn’t expect you to be a realistic person. I thought you’d be some kind of horny gold digger or something, honestly, I don’t know what I expected.”

Her other hand slid down my back and she teased her fingertips along the waistline of my shorts, “I know that I didn’t think I’d start falling for you. I really didn’t want to get this turned on by you. And I almost hate how much hornier you make me than Matt does.”

I smiled weakly and parted my lips to talk, but Kayla started up again before I could, “But I know that Matt and I have a much deeper emotional bond. Over time, I hope that we can develop the same thing. That all starts with you taking a step too, Dakota. I’m not going to force you to live with us. I will force you to let me pay half your rent wherever you decide to live though.”

“That’s not fair, Kayla,” I said.

“Why isn’t it? I need you to know that I am here to stay. I’m not working for minimum wage and I work plenty of overtime to make sure that when I do want something, I can have it. I want you, Dakota.”

The possessive nature of what she said would have made me feel like an object if anyone else had said that to me. Coming from her, I could read between the lines and understand what she really meant. I laid my head on her shoulder, “Could we get a cat?”

“I don’t think Matt is allergic to cats,” she said. “If you want one, we’ll get one. You’re taking care of it though.”

I smiled and used her shirt sleeve to wipe my tears away, “When could I move in?”

“Tomorrow morning,” she said.

That was faster than I expected. I knew I’d still have to pay the full month’s rent for my apartment, but I nodded anyway. “What if things don’t work out between us?” I asked.

“You’re still going to be welcome here. If things don’t work out, I know for a fact that you’ll tell us and we’ll be able to be friends. We wouldn’t kick you out, Dakota.”

The majority of my questions had been answered. Even though I had a thousand different worries in my head, I felt safe with Matt and Kayla. I looked up and smiled weakly at her, then I pursed my lips to try and get a kiss. She pressed her lips against mine and I let her tongue part my lips.

Kayla could do anything she wanted with me and I wouldn’t mind, but knowing that she wanted to help me made my heart flutter. The nervousness melted away with my inhibitions as she deepened the kiss. Her hands slid to my side and she pushed me slowly onto my back. Kayla moved on top of me and used her knees to spread my legs.

I could feel my cock pulsing to life and my cheeks burned a deep shade of red as I whispered, “I wore my favorite panties for you, Kayla.”


Chapter 12

Kayla

Her words echoed in my mind a few times. My white cotton panties stuck against my pussy from how wet I was. I shouldn’t have let myself get this horny when I was trying to do something sweet for her, but damn, she was my aphrodisiac. Everything Dakota did made me want to wrap my tight lips around her cock.

My hand slid down her body and stopped just under her belly button, “Well, why don’t you show me?”

Dakota wordlessly ran her hands down to her hips and undid her shorts. I didn’t need her to tell me that she wanted me to take them off of her. I sat up, “Put your legs straight up.”

“J-Just don’t freak out, okay?” she asked.

I remembered her size well from the last time I turned her on. While she was larger than Matt, I didn’t mind that. If I couldn’t take every inch of her cock, I’d just work with what I wanted to use. I pulled her shorts up her milky white thighs and kept going until I pulled them over her shoes. The shorts were thrown aside and I immediately ran a hand between her thighs and started rubbing her massive bulge from its base all the way to its tip.

Dakota’s cock slipped free of her panties halfway down the shaft. She whimpered when my hand got closer to her crown. Those adorable boyshorts must have been digging into her shaft and I pulled my hand away, “I want you to fuck me tonight, Dakota. Think you can do that for me, baby?”

“O-Only if you want me to,” she said.

“Then strip for me. And stop stuttering, I know you’re nervous but don’t be. I’ve been wanting to do this for a while,” I said and then got off of the bed so we would both have room to get rid of our clothes. Even as I removed my own clothes, I kept my eyes glued to her while she finished getting naked.

The massive length that hung between her legs seemed disproportionate with the rest of her lithe body, but I wasn’t going to complain. As much as I love the thickness of Matt’s shaft, there was something to be said about having my innermost depths explored. Once she finished getting her clothes off, she sat on the cover, “How did you want me to do this?”

I walked around the bed and slid behind her. After stacking a few of the pillows, I reclined on them and spread my legs wide for her, “Well, you’re going to have to learn something that Matt had to learn as well.”

She cocked her head to the side and asked, “And what’s that?”

“That you always eat my pussy before you ever get to have it around your cock,” I cooed. Dakota’s cheeks would never be pale with me around as it seemed, everything I said made her blush. She didn’t move for a few moments and I asked, “Something wrong?”

“I’ve never done it before,” she mumbled.

“Eating someone out?” I asked.

“Uh… I’ve never done anything aside from blowjobs and I’ve had two guys do me before. But I’ve never been with a woman,” she said.

I smiled warmly and patted my inner thighs, “I didn’t say you had to be a pro. I just said you’d eat me, baby.”

She crawled between my legs and looked up at me nervously, “Tell me if I do something wrong then?”

“Shut up and lick my pussy,” I purred.

Dakota rolled her eyes and put her hands on my thighs, “I just wanted to make sure you enjoyed yourself.”

“Why aren’t you licking already, babe?” I teased. My hand moved to the top of her head and I eased her closer to my glistening folds, “I’m only mostly teasing you. Matt didn’t know what he was doing when he started either, but you’ll learn quickly with plenty of practice.”

Her tongue nervously touched down on my slit and she licked in short strokes. After a few test licks, she moaned quietly and wiggled closer. I didn’t know what she was moaning about, but her tongue flicking along my labia gave me plenty of reason to let a few deep groans out.

Each sound that came from me seemed to bolster her confidence. She looked up at me as her mouth fell over my clit and her tongue started rocking my bead back and forth. The moaning I’d tried to cover up before poured from me as she continued to work harder to pleasure me.

As inexperienced as she was, her determination paid off in spades. I took a handful of hair and bucked my hips against her, “Fucking hell, just like that, baby. Keep it up and I’m going to let you drink my juices!”

She moaned at that and let her hands start kneading my thighs as she applied more pressure to my clit with her tongue. Her soft moans sent waves of blissful vibrations through my core. I couldn’t help but pull her hair harder as I ground my pussy against her. My toes curled and I dug my heels into the bed as my hips lifted off the mattress.

Dakota’s hands shifted from my thighs to my ass and she helped hold me aloft. Quiet gasps streamed from me as waves of ecstasy lapped at my body. I felt pressure along my ass and before I realized what happened, Dakota slipped a thin finger in. The shock of the insertion coupled with the pleasure of her tongue stole all chance of me holding back my orgasm.

My tight core spasmed and Dakota’s moans were silenced as my pussy squirted its juices. The finger in my ass pumped gently as if trying to milk me for more. I didn’t question her, it was a strange sensation but one that I liked so far. My core relaxed as the last of my climax ebbed away and Dakota slowly pulled the finger from my rear.

She pulled her mouth away from my womanly divide and asked, “Was that okay?”

I took in a few deep breaths and nodded. Dakota smiled and put her hands back on my thighs, “You taste a lot better than Matt did.”

“Mm, I should have figured you two did something. Did you put a finger in his ass too?” I teased.

Her eyes widened, “I didn’t do that to him, I didn’t think he would like it. Did you?”

“Next time, get your finger wet first. I don’t mind a little anal action, babe. Anyway, I think you’ve earned some fun for yourself. You fine with doggy style?” I asked.

She pouted her lip out, “But then I couldn’t see your face.”

“That’s just too bad, isn’t it? I don’t want to ride you, I just rode Matt this morning and I’m a fan of variance,” I said.

Dakota rolled her eyes and shuffled her way to the center of the bed, “Then why did you ask?”

I chuckled and got onto my knees and crossed my arms and put them on the stack of pillows, “Maybe I was just being polite?”

The crown of her cock pressed against my folds and she pushed forward. Her cock slipped further down my slit and I chuckled, “Baby, it’s higher up.”

“I don’t know how pussy works,” she huffed.

I reached between my legs and helped her find my entrance, “Don’t worry so much, Dakota. Seriously, relax or you won’t enjoy this. You don’t have to feel like you need to perform right now, just let yourself enjoy the moment. I’ll take care of most of the work, don’t worry.”

After I finished talking, I pushed against her cock and worked my way down her cock. Dakota let out a quiet gasp and put her hands on my hips. I could feel her cock reaching places that Matt couldn’t dream of but I couldn’t even feel the warmth of her thighs against mine yet.

“How much more is left?” I asked in disbelief.

“F-Few more inches,” she whimpered.

I knew she was large but I didn’t quite comprehend how big she was. For the first time in what felt like years, my cheeks turned a light shade of red, “Could you get closer to me? I can’t push back any further.”

Dakota’s hands slid down to my ass and she spoke quietly, “G-Give me a second. I’m scared I’ll cum if I move.”

I rolled my eyes and put my hands on the bed and shifted my knees back to reposition myself. After I’d gotten closer, I pushed against the bed again and continued working her cock into me until I finally felt her thighs pressing against mine, “I-I wasn’t asking.”

Her hands gripped my ass tightly, “Kayla, I’m trying not to—”

I pulled my hips away from her and then forced myself onto her again, “Shut up and fuck me! I don’t care how long you last, just fucking enjoy yourself!”

The aggression might have been a little much but she wasn’t understanding me. I didn’t care if she lasted three seconds or three hours, all I wanted was for her to stop worrying about performing and enjoy the moment.

Dakota’s hands slid down around my legs and she held onto me weakly and slowly thrust her cock into me. Her strokes were short and poorly timed with my own movements, but she couldn’t stop the moans pouring out of her. I couldn’t say anything about her moaning, hell, I couldn’t say anything at all. Her length filled me in ways I couldn’t have dreamed of and my own moans sounded out alongside hers.

My mind drifted forward a few months to when she might know how to actually use the blessing between her legs. Juices trickled down my thighs and I sucked in air as I rode her cock faster. The constant shifting had my arms and thighs burning from the effort but the pleasure made it worth the discomfort.

Dakota’s hands tightened around my thighs and her moans became more high-pitched. Her cock pulsed within my tight pussy and I could tell that she had reached her climax, yet I didn’t feel any cum pouring into me. The reaction from her seemed to be genuine, so surely she wasn’t faking, but I felt a little disappointed that I couldn’t have her seed inside me as well as my husbands.

I continued backing myself onto her cock even while she was frozen from the euphoria. My pussy burned with desire and I knew that I only needed a little more to finish. I pulled my left hand off the bed and moved it between my legs to furiously rub my clit. Dakota let out a shaky breath and she pumped into me with her slowly softening cock into me as quickly as she could.

Between my fingers and her incredible womanhood, my burning desire to climax was given enough fuel to turn into an inferno. Dakota’s thrusting rocked my body even as my juices squirted onto her bed and all I could do was drop my hand onto the bed and hold on tight as my legs went weak. My hips started dropping towards the bed. Dakota tried to keep thrusting but her soft cock slipped free of my entrance and she panted, “S-Sorry!”

After all the effort we went through to break in her bed, I couldn’t help but let out a weak chuckle at her apology. I rolled onto my back and enjoyed the cool air that drifted over my body. My hand patted the bed and I mumbled, “Shh, just lay down and let me hold you.”

Dakota didn’t say a word as she laid on her side. I snuggled behind her and put my hand on her stomach, “How was it for you?”

She pressed her ass against my hips and sighed, “I like being on bottom. I usually don’t get nearly as sweaty, but that was amazing.”

“You made me cum twice. Matt usually struggles to get me off once, so thanks for that,” I whispered.

“You deserve so much more after what you did today, Kayla. I don’t mean to ruin the moment by saying this, but we need to talk about something serious,” she said.

I let my fingers graze across her stomach. “You couldn’t ruin the moment. It’s already etched in my memory, can’t pretend that you didn’t panic when your cock slipped out of me now.”

She gave a weak chuckle and then put her hand over mine to hold it still, “I can’t get you pregnant and I don’t know how to feel about the idea of you having a child without talking to me first.”

Fuck. How could I have not thought about talking to her about that kind of decision? I was caught up in the moment when I was riding Matt this morning and I didn’t honestly plan for it to happen. The point she brought up was valid and I couldn’t help but feel a weight descending upon my shoulders.

When Matt first brought the idea of bringing another person into our household, I told him that we would treat them as a genuine partner. Not someone that was here to apply a temporary patch to our relationship. Yet here I was, possibly going to be pregnant without so much as asking her how she felt about kids.

“I didn’t have time to think about what happened this morning, Dakota. That’s a poor reason to not talk to you about it, I know. But it’s the one I have. Things just happened this morning and I went with it and in the moment, it felt right to let him finish inside me.”

“I’m not mad, Kayla. It’s something that we need to talk about, though. While I don’t expect you two to tell me every little detail, some things would be nice to know.”

“Yeah, I didn’t know Matt told you about that, by the way. I don’t mean to blame him for any of this, of course, but that’s still something I would have liked to talk with him about first.”

Dakota squeezed my hand and brought it to her chest, “Maybe you should think about opening a group text between us all. It’s not like we wouldn’t be able to go to individual messages still, but it could really be beneficial.”

I didn’t mind having her breast in my hand. My thumb and index finger encased one of her nipples and I started rolling it back and forth slowly. “That’s a pretty good idea, babe. Before we get too distracted, how do you feel about kids?”

“I’d love to be a parent, but I’m not going to pretend I know how that works in a poly relationship,” she said. Her breathing became more rapid as my play with her nipple continued.

I kissed her neck a few times before pinching her nipple firmly, “You’ll be just as much a parent to our child as Matt is. The world is slow to change, Dakota, but that doesn’t mean we can’t live the life that feels the most comfortable for us. I know it’s a little unfair to bring you into this and then drop something like this on your shoulders, but I hope it isn’t a deal breaker for you.”

A soft moan escaped her as I picked a spot on her shoulder to start suckling on. As intimate as the conversation had been, I still needed to leave my first real mark on her.

“N-Not above the collar,” she whimpered. “It’s not a deal breaker, but like I told Matt. If things don’t work out, please don’t hate me for not sticking around. I really, really hope we can stay together, Kayla. I’ve just got to be sure that you two don’t expect things of me that I can’t fulfill.”

I squeezed her close and finished giving her a light hickey before I pulled away so that I could talk. “Don’t worry about that. Things will work out, baby girl. I know they will.”


Chapter 13

Dakota

Giving Matt the keys to my car went against everything in my nature. My car was one of the few things I could tangibly touch that I owned without being in someone’s debt. Still, he offered to move my things into the house while I was at work and I didn’t want him to think that I didn’t trust him.

Taking chances, that was what I did now. I don’t know what Matt and Kayla were doing to me, but I couldn’t pretend that it wasn’t nice to finally stop worrying so damn much.

After last night, there were so many more opportunities at my fingertips. I had a place I could call home, even if I didn’t know for how long. Matt didn’t seem to be bothered by Kayla and my affection throughout the night after he got back. Kayla didn’t seem to be upset when I wanted Matt to sleep in my bed for the weekend.

Things were looking up, even if it was Monday again. At least I had something to look forward to when I got off work.

“Dakota, I’m not paying you to stand around with your thumb up your ass! Get back to work,” Tim snapped at me from down the aisle.

Of course, the one time I let myself drift into thought, he made a point of calling me out. I’d already stocked my shelves and this wasn’t even my aisle. Having to cover for someone else while they were on their smoke break wasn’t normal, but Lisa managed to get away with taking thirty minutes or more.

“Sorry, sir,” I called back.

He walked my way and scowled at me, “Are you giving me lip, Dakota?”

My eyes darted to my feet to avoid his gaze. I shook my head and remained quiet.

“I asked you a question, tranny,” he continued.

Ignorance was one thing, but the tone he used when he said that word told me he meant to insult me. A familiar warmth welled up in my eyes as he continued, “Why aren’t you answering me? Do you want me to call you something you’re a little more familiar with, slut?”

The tears started flowing freely. My legs wouldn’t budge. The warmth left my chest and my lungs seized up.

Not again.

“Something wrong, whore? Don’t you want to call me Daddy? I could have sworn that you never cried when you were being recorded,” he took a step closer and put his hand on my breast and squeezed painfully. “Don’t pretend you don’t like this, whore. You didn’t think I wouldn’t look into who you were, did you?”

“P-Please,” I choked out.

“Please what?” he asked and slid his other hand down to my crotch. “Do you want me to put this in a cage like you love so much?”

I snapped my eyes shut. Why now? Why did he have to catch me this early in the morning when only a few souls were in the store?

My mouth opened to scream but no sound came out. His hand left my breast and he grabbed my neck and squeezed hard enough to prevent me from breathing, “Isn’t this what you want, tranny? You know, I could really use a nice fuck right about now. Would you happen to know the password to your account? Your owner hasn’t posted a new video of you two in a little over a year. I’m sure your fans are missing seeing you fucked like a whore by now.”

My legs going weak as I struggled for air. His other hand slid between my legs and his hand forced my jeans between my ass cheeks and he rubbed his fingers against my pucker. Maybe passing out wasn’t such a bad thing. If he didn’t stop, maybe that wouldn’t be so bad either. If this was what my life had in store for me, I didn’t want it anymore.

I could feel myself fading and just before I could be embraced by the darkness, his hands released me. My legs crumbled and I ended up on my ass. I opened my eyes and as the black receded from my vision, Matt’s fist crashed back down again. And again. And again. I greedily sucked in air and forced myself forward. I crawled weakly towards Matt and when I finally got close enough to him, I grabbed onto his pants leg and tugged as hard as I could.

There was nearly no strength behind my motions, but Matt seemed to understand well enough. After a few more vicious strikes, Matt left my manager crumpled on the floor. Matt’s strong arms scooped me up and he wordlessly carried me outside and put me in the passenger seat of my car. After he put my seatbelt in place, he got in the passenger seat and tore out of the parking lot.

I couldn’t guess why he came back to the store so early. He couldn’t have been finished moving my stuff out already. For a second, I thought about asking him why he was here. That wasn’t going to happen, not when I got a better look at him.

His jaw was clenched and blood covered his right hand. It didn’t take too long to recover from the physical effects of what Tim did to me. If only the hold he had on my emotional state would let up…

Matt finally spoke, “What happened, Dakota?”

There was no warmth to be found in his voice. The comforting tone that I’d grown to adore didn’t seep through in the slightest. Just cold, emotionless speech.

I opened my mouth to say respond to him, but I couldn’t find my voice. What was I supposed to tell him? That Tim found the videos my abusive ex, Caleb, posted of us? The only thing that could come of that conversation was more shame.

Shame that I let him put those videos up. Shame that I thought Caleb loved me. Shame that I let myself think that anyone could ever treat me like a real partner again.

If Matt and Kayla knew about my past, they would probably ask me to leave. Maybe worse. Maybe they would think it was okay to treat me like Caleb did as well. They were too nice, too willing to help me with my problems. No one was generous for the sake of being ‘kind’. They must have something to gain by having me around.

Matt didn’t press me further for answers and let me have my space. He pulled into the driveway of their home and parked. “Kota, I need to know what happened. I saw what I saw and I didn’t handle that the best. I didn’t mean to scare you, but no one should get away with doing something so vile to another person. Especially not to you,” he said softly.

I wanted to open up to him. I knew that the worst thing that could happen would be that he asked me to leave them behind. If I did that, at least they would have resolution.

My hand shifted to the seatbelt and tears started flowing once again as I got out of the car. I’m weak. Far too weak to tell them about the things I’ve been through. My feelings for them were genuine and that’s why I knew I couldn’t stay. Letting them get closer to me would only lead to disaster.

I knew that he wouldn’t let me walk away right now but I could slip away later. They liked to go to sleep early.

Matt sighed heavily before he let me inside and didn’t pressure me further when I went into my… their guest room and locked the door. Planning to leave them was more painful than what Tim did to me.

It would be for the best. They didn’t deserve to have someone as pathetic as me dragging them down.


Chapter 14

Kayla

“Sir, my husband needs me to come home. You know I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important,” I pleaded.

“Kayla, you’re the lead tech. We need you here, if Greg was in, you know I would let you go but he’s still out with his wife,” my boss said.

My stomach churned as I looked him in the eye, “Please, I’ve never asked to go home early in all my years here—”

“I can’t let you go. Kayla, I’m sorry, but this isn’t something I can accommodate on a moment’s notice,” he interrupted.

There was no reason to keep begging. He didn’t care enough about my situation and I couldn’t tell him what the emergency was. How well would he take it if I told him my husband and our girlfriend needed me home?

He would probably assume it was for reasons that weren’t quite an emergency, but the texts that Matt sent in the group message had my mind racing. The fact that Dakota didn’t respond at all only confirmed that I needed to be there.

Her manager had sexually assaulted her and Matt rearranged his face. Filing a lawsuit would end up getting both parties in deep shit and cause a lot more stress for Dakota.

I typed a quick message.

‘Boss won’t let me go. I’m so damn sorry, I’ll be home as soon as I possibly can.’

‘Walk out. Kayla, we need you here.’

Matt’s response wasn’t quite unexpected but I couldn’t give up my job. The money we had put away would only last so far and finding employment wasn’t the easiest thing. If I had a better job opportunity. I would have taken it by now.

‘I have to put food on the table, babe. You know I love you and I know that I need to be there, but I seriously can’t.’

I slid my phone back in my pocket and went back to my computer. My head dropped into my hands and I could feel my anger growing hotter by the second. All that I’d given to this fucking company and they couldn’t let me go a few hours early?

The hours couldn’t have passed slower and when I finally made it home, I burst through the door. Matt sat with his knees drawn to his chest against the wall opposite of Dakota’s door. His cheeks were stained with tears and his hand was covered with dried blood.

“She’s not answering me and I don’t know what to do,” he muttered.

I nodded at him and crouched in front of him, “Baby, wash your hand, okay? I’ll try for a little while.”

He got off the floor and silently went into the bathroom. I knocked on Dakota’s door and called out softly, “Sweetie, what happened wasn’t your fault. I want to be able to help you, but you’ve got to let me in if you want that.”

I heard her shuffle around inside and for a second, I thought she might unlock the door. Sadly, that wasn’t the case. After a few moments, only silence came from within her room.

“Please let us help, Dakota. What happened to you wasn’t fair and you don’t need to be alone right now. Please,” I begged. For ten minutes, I pleaded with her to just let me in so I could hold her. Matt ended up coming back and he put his hands on my shoulders.

“I guess she just wants space, Kayla,” he said. His voice was hoarse and I knew he was taking things personally. For once, I didn’t feel like he was overreacting. Not that Dakota was a bad person, but she was shutting us out when we needed to be there for her.

Nothing we said got through to her and I could only imagine that Matt tried longer than I had. He tugged me towards our bedroom, “We should talk.”

I took a deep breath and walked with him into the privacy of our room. He looked at me and ran his hands through his hair, “You shouldn’t have stayed at your job, Kayla.”

“I would have been fired, Matt,” I said.

“Then that’s what should have happened. Maybe she wouldn’t have locked herself in her room if you would have come sooner,” he said.

I could feel the bile rising in my throat, “This isn’t my fault, Matt. What happened to her wasn’t something we could stop. You showed up and stopped it and I really appreciate that, but what is going on right now isn’t something I could change.”

“You should have been here.”

“And then what, Matt? I’ll play along with you. If I was here and she came out of the bedroom and talked until she felt better, that might fix the immediate problem. But then what happens when we can’t pay for basic living requirements?”

“Maybe that’s your problem, Kayla. It’s a game to you,” he said.

The knife he pushed into my back couldn’t have come at a worse time. I didn’t need him to attack me right now. My first instinct was to fire back at him, rip into him for not being there sooner for Dakota. That wouldn’t have done any of us any good though.

Instead, I stepped closer to him and pulled him in for a hug, “No, it isn’t, Matt. I care about her more than I want to admit. I’m trying to make sure that we can have a future together. I know it looks like I didn’t do enough, but I assure you, I tried my best to get here.”

He paused before eventually hugging me back, “I don’t know what to do, Kayla.”

“Neither do I, Matt. We’re here for her and that’s all we can really do right now. She has to meet us halfway. Let’s give her some time,” I said softly.

He nodded and held me tighter against him, “I didn’t mean what I said, baby.”

“I know you didn’t, Matt. You’re worried about her, so am I. We’ve just got to make sure we’re not breaking down as well. The blind leading the blind wouldn’t help.”

Our night didn’t get much better. Dakota wouldn’t come out to eat, Matt couldn’t stop breaking into tears, and I just continued to feel like useless scum because there was nothing I could do to change any of this.

We could have kicked down the door to her room, but that wouldn’t inspire much faith from her. I just hoped that showing her that we were there for her was enough.

Not long after I finally drifted off to sleep, Matt’s hand started shaking me. “Babe, I just heard her car start.”

I let out a deep sigh, “I’m sorry, Matt, but there is nothing we can do about it. If we stop her, we’re just strong-arming her into staying and that’s not what she needs right now.”

“So you’re just going to let her go?” he asked.

“When you put it like that, you make it sound like I don’t care, Matt. If you needed some space, wouldn’t you get more pissed off if I trapped you here?”

He laid back on the bed and let out a frustrated groan. “It doesn’t feel right, Kayla.”

“I know it doesn’t. I don’t like it any more than you do, but all we can do right now is hope that she reaches out to us soon.”


Chapter 15

Dakota

I left as soon as I finished writing a letter to them. Driving at night always sucked, but I couldn’t stay there anymore. They were trying to be helpful. I knew that. But every time they begged me to come out of the room, they slammed another nail into the coffin.

How much would they have tried if they knew the kind of person I really was? Kayla wouldn’t tolerate someone as pathetic as I was if she knew. Matt wouldn’t be able to look me in the eyes if he saw the things I let Caleb do to me.

That’s why I left them the letter. Once they read it, they could find the videos of me online. The same videos that made me want to crawl into a hole and die.

I parked my car outside of my old apartment complex and walked to the door. The eviction letter didn’t surprise me in the slightest. I slid the key into the lock and felt my stomach knotting up when the key wouldn’t open the door.

Being kicked out didn’t upset me as much as it should have. The very few things I still had being stuck inside, that bothered me. An exasperated chuckle escaped me and I got back in my car.

I laid my head on the steering wheel for a few minutes and let the tears flow. Why couldn’t I have just a little break? If I just stayed with Kayla and Matt, I wouldn’t have to worry about where I would be sleeping tonight.

But I didn’t deserve them.

They went through so much to make me feel welcome in their home and their relationship. In return, I left them with holes firmly punched through their hearts.

The haunting sound of Matt’s voice begging me to let him in brought another wave of tears. Hearing Kayla beg for me to come out, that might have hurt worse. She always seemed to know what she wanted and how to make things work, but to hear the frustration in her tone sent cold chills through my body.

They didn’t deserve how I was treating them.

It was only a matter of time before my car ran out of gas. The only place I could think of going was the one place I didn’t want to be.

But it was what I deserved.

I drove in silence. All the noise I needed was in my head. Panic had my mind racing, but I knew that I was making the choice that made the most sense to me. Caleb might not be a good partner. But he was what I deserved.

When the morning came, I woke Matt up and walked to Dakota’s room. The door wasn’t locked so I let myself in. A piece of paper was folded on her bed and I smiled weakly, “She left a note, Matt.”

He bounded into the room as fast as his legs would carry him. Matt blew past me and grabbed the note and started reading over it before he looked at me with fear in his eyes. “I-I have to read this out loud. Can you go get your phone? We’re going to need it.”

I stepped out of the room and hurried back into ours to grab my phone. The look in my husband’s eyes told me all I needed to know. I texted my boss and let him know that I couldn’t make it into work today. This time, if he fired me, he could just eat a dick.

Matt and Dakota needed me.

I walked back into Dakota’s room and Matt sat on the bed with a tear trickling down his face. He looked up and shook his head, “It’s bad, Kayla.”

I nodded and sat beside him as he started reading the long note.

“I’m sorry, guys. I can’t do this. You two don’t know all of the things I’ve been through and I hoped that it wouldn’t come up. Tim, my manager, he must have found what I wanted to keep buried. That’s why he did what he did to me.”

Matt paused and let out a quivering sigh. I could tell that he was struggling to make it through this. He started skimming through the letter, skipping some of the scrawled lettering.

“But I think you two should know that I deserved what he did. It’s not the worst thing that’s happened to me and I can’t keep pretending that I can be happy with you two. It’s only a matter of time before you found out and you don’t deserve to be with someone as vile as I am. I don’t want to leave you without any answers. Just look up DaddysTranny21 online. You’ll find me. I’m sorry.”

I opened the browser on my phone and searched the term. The top result was the one I clicked and the porn site wasn’t one Matt and I weren’t familiar with. Still, the profile that was pulled up had over two-hundred videos. Each of them was titled similarly. Whore Tranny Gets Facial. Whore Tranny Needs Punished. Whore Tranny DP With Dildos.

That ‘whore tranny’ was recognizable, even when her face wasn’t in the frame. Those pale thighs were a little chubbier than the ones I’d grown to love, but that was still our Dakota. After just two of the videos, I felt sick. Her cock was in a painfully small chastity cage. Her ass always had dark bruises on it. Her arms were bruised. Her neck was bruised.

My baby girl was being abused. I never heard her moan in those videos and by the tenth one we watched, Matt and I couldn’t stop crying. Matt turned his head away and whispered, “We can’t let her go, baby.”

I shook my head, “No, we can’t. Do you know where she might be right now?”

“Her old apartment, the supermarket, aside from that, I don’t really know.”

“Then let’s go look for her, babe,” I offered.

He nodded and we got dressed in a hurry before taking off in the truck. The note on her apartment’s door told us that she wouldn’t be there. Matt waited in the truck while I went into the store to look for her there. Nothing.

After getting back in the truck, we tried to think of other places she might be. She didn’t have all that much money, so travel wasn’t exactly an option. That still limited quite a lot of ground to cover.

I asked Matt to drive and I continued to look through the videos. There was something strangely familiar about them. Not just my Dakota, but something about the setting. It wasn’t until almost an hour of watching her be abused that it finally clicked. While the male was leading Dakota around on a leash through the house with a few masked men in the room watching her, I noticed something that was all too familiar.

The blinking lights of a modem sitting on a shelf with a computer desk sitting under it. I tapped Matt on the shoulder, “Stop the truck for a second. I need to think.”

He didn’t question me, but he did have a curious look in his eyes as he pulled into a parking lot. I tried to remember that house. I could remember the conversation we were having about why he wanted his modem close to his computer. He even offered for me to come over with Matt some time to hang out.

My fingertips tapped against my thigh over. I should be able to remember this. Fuck, if my gut feeling was right, this could be where Dakota ran off to. I resumed the video and my blood boiled as I had to watch Dakota be shown off like a shiny new toy.

Then it happened. One of the men in the living room moved quickly to lean down and slap her. The draft he created parted the window curtains just enough to reveal a donut shop across the street. A donut shop that I knew all too well.

I reached over and grabbed Matt’s shoulder, “Get to Stan’s bakery, babe.”

“Is that really what we need right now?”

“Babe, the dude who’s filming this lives across the street. About the only place I can imagine Dakota going is there. If she feels like she’s a piece of shit, why wouldn’t she go back to the guy that made her feel that way?” I asked. My hand squeezed his shoulder softly, “We can’t let her do this to herself, Matt.”

Matt threw the truck in gear and got back on the road, “No, we can’t. Why did she have to run off?!”

“Because she doesn’t know how much she means to us, baby,” I murmured. “I know it’s early, Matt. But I can’t let someone I love suffer alone. I can’t let you do that, and I can’t let her do it now.”

The faintest smirk crossed his lips as he drove as fast as he legally could, sometimes ignoring that detail. “It’s nice to know I’m not the only one that loves her, baby.”

He just had to go and make it uncomfortable for me. I didn’t want to say those words yet. Dakota had just come into our lives and she was such a positive force in such a short time. Her personality was delightful and her compassion was unrivaled, even by Matt.

If we could get her back, I knew that I would need to show her how worthwhile she was. I should have been doing that all along…

The dark thought passed quickly as Matt turned onto Jefferson street. I showed him the house that I remembered installing cable at. Parked out front was Dakota’s lemon of a car.

Before the truck came to a complete stop, I was already jumping out and bolting to the door. My fist pounded on the door as hard as I could.

When the door opened, a half-dressed man I barely remembered stood and smiled at me, “Hey! It’s been a while. Kacey, right?”

“Would you mind grabbing Dakota for me, it’s important,” I said, ignoring his comment.

His smile disappeared, “She’s not here.” His eyes darted to her car and then back to me. Lying sack of shit.

My hands curled into fists and I forced myself to relax, “Her car is—”

“Dakota is our girlfriend. I’ve seen the videos you put up a year ago. I know she’s got nowhere else to be,” Matt’s deep, threatening voice called out as he pushed past me.

It’d been a long while since I’ve seen him genuinely angry and I knew better than try and stop him now. Hell, I didn’t want him to stop.

“So either let her come out or I’m coming in,” Matt finished.

Matt’s wide, strong back and shoulders blocked the man from my vision, but I heard him clear as day. “You threaten me again and I’m going to have to beat your ass, bro.”

“Please don’t fight,” came the softest, most angelic voice that could only belong to one person.

“I didn’t tell you to come out,” the man said.

“Caleb, you don’t want to pick a fight with Matt,” she said.

I so desperately wanted to shove Matt out of the way so that I could see my baby girl. Logic kept me glued in place.

“I don’t remember asking you, bitch,” Caleb said. I heard a rough slap from inside and Dakota let out a yelp after. “You’re next, shit stain.”

Matt leaned back as Caleb’s fist arced towards his head. I saw a familiar smirk on Matt’s face as he burst into motion. What happened next wasn’t smooth, controlled, or fair. There were no combination punches. There were no special kicks.

It was just a pure, wholesale southern ass whooping.

Matt was still holding back, I knew he was. Having seen Matt bench press three-hundred and seventy-five pounds on multiple occasions proved to me that he wasn’t exactly weak. My gentle giant didn’t look so gentle right now, but he kept his wits about him. My husband knew what the real reason we were here was.

Once Caleb curled into the fetal position, Matt stepped over him and disappeared into the house for a few seconds before coming out with Dakota. She had a collar around her neck and that was all. I quickly pulled off my light jacket and tossed it over her as Matt carried her to the truck.

I ran to the driver’s side and got in and Matt sat Dakota in his lap. She was forced to duck down to fit in the truck, but she wasn’t fighting to escape. That was a good sign. The red handprint across her face still didn’t sit well with me.

Violence isn’t always the answer, but I’d be lying if it wasn’t a damn good way to get ignorant people to understand a point.

I pulled out of the street and started back towards our house.

Dakota called out quietly, “Why?”

“What do you mean, why?” I asked in return before reaching over and giving her knee a gentle squeeze. “If you couldn’t tell by now, we love you, Dakota.”

“B-But I’m a whore—”

“Stop,” I called out.

Matt hugged her tight and made sure the jacket kept her covered up, “No, you’re not, Dakota. You’re so much more than that. If you think for even a second that Kayla and I wouldn’t understand what happened to you, you’re wrong. Kota, you’re our partner.”

I had to pull my hand off her knee to turn the steering wheel. “Sweetie, what happened to you in the past is in the past. That doesn’t mean it won’t ever rear its head again, but you’re not that person anymore. You don’t need to lower yourself to that asshole’s standards to feel like you belong.”

Her soft sniffling got louder as her emotions got the better of her. I didn’t mind her letting it all out. There would be time to talk about these things soon enough, when she was feeling better. Once she was home.


Chapter 16

Kayla

Matt wouldn’t let me walk into the house. He insisted on carrying me bridal style through the door before taking me into their room and putting me down on their bed. The sting in my cheek had faded but the self-disgust had only just started.

“How did you find me?” I asked.

Kayla sat beside me on the bed and put her arm around my shoulders, “I set up his cable a while back. It took a lot of videos to find one that had something I could tie to a location.”

Having her mention the porn I played in made my heart jump into my throat.

Matt disappeared out of the room for a moment before coming back with a set of my clothes. “You might want these.”

“Thank you… I don’t… How can you two even want me around after seeing those?” I asked.

Kayla cupped my jaw and turned me to face her, “You did what you thought was best at the time. I’m sure he was a very manipulative guy, if not, then I can’t say what you saw in him to stick around.”

I couldn’t maintain eye contact with her anymore. Caleb didn’t start out as a complete douche, but he didn’t take long to get to that point either. It was something I wished I could have stopped before it got as bad as it did.

She continued, “But I do know what I feel about you now hasn’t changed at all.” Kayla unclasped the collar around my neck and threw it across the room, “But if you ever wear another one of those, you’re going to know that you’re loved and taken care of. Not that you’re owned as a fuck toy.”

Matt crawled onto the bed and started working my panties over my feet. I reached down and stopped him, “Can I shower first?”

He nodded, “This is your home, Kota.”

Those words shattered the bit of composure I was holding together. A rush of tears spilled down my cheeks and I leaned forward to wrap my arms around his shoulders.

Kayla’s arm draped around my lower back, “Don’t cry, sweetie. Just promise you’ll at least try and talk to us before you run off again.”

I tried to speak but all that came out were sobs. Instead, I nodded my head.

Matt once again scooped me up and carried me into their bathroom and put me down as he turned on the water. “We’ll give you a few minutes, okay? If you need anything, just let us know.”

I didn’t want them to leave me alone, but I did need to gather myself. Talking right now would only lead to more tears and more unintelligible gibberish.

They came for me. It would have been so much simpler for them to walk away and let me disappear like we’d never met. But they didn’t. Instead, Matt had come to my rescue. Again.

A weak smile spread across my face as I stepped under the shower head. One would think that I should have known from the first time that Kayla bought me dinner that they had my best interests in mind. At least, most of the time. But even when I could find things to fault them for, it wasn’t exactly their fault.

They were bumbling through this new lifestyle as best they could. They valued my opinion when I gave it to them and they’d both gone above and beyond what anyone else in my life had so far. Sure, I still had to think about finding another job so that I was more than a burden for them, but that could happen later.

I needed to work out how I wanted to apologize to them.

Once I finished in the shower and dried off, I looked to the stack of clothes on the counter and walked past them. There was no shame to be found as I walked out of the bathroom and smiled at the pair of them.

Kayla gestured to me, “You sure you don’t want to throw some clothes on? It’s pretty chilly in here.”

“Then why don’t you take some clothes off and warm me up?”

Matt cocked his head to the side, “Are you sure that’s what you want right now?”

“Yeah, I’m not sure if that’s the best idea. Dakota, we don’t expect you to want to do anything like that. You don’t need to. I’ve told Matt this a thousand times already. Sex isn’t all that important to me.”

I walked to the edge of the bed and leaned over to kiss Matt a soft kiss, then I kissed Kayla as well. “Sex means nothing to me. Making love, that’s another story entirely. I want this. I want you. Both of you.”

The look on Kayla’s face shifted from concern to confusion, “Seriously, I’m not sure I get what you’re wanting. Babe, I don’t mind doing this, but I do need to know that you’re not doing this to punish yourself or something.”

Matt nodded in agreement. I smiled warmly at her and ran my hand down her cheek, “You two have been through so much with me already. If being with you two is a punishment, there isn’t anything left in this world for me.”

She smirked at me and unbuttoned her jeans, “Well, you both know the drill. If either of you wants to fuck me, you’re going to have to pay the price.”

Matt looked at me and gestured to her hips, “You know, babe, if she goes down on you, that means I go down on her. I think that about establishes who is going to be doing what.”

I could feel my cheeks reddening. Maybe it shouldn’t have meant so much to me that Matt would let me top Kayla but my heart fluttered at the prospect. “H-How are we going to do this?”

Kayla quickly undressed and laid back on the bed, “As lazy as it sounds, about the only way I can see this working smoothly is with me on my back. After you make my pussy drip, you can get inside me and wait for Matt to do the same to you. Sound fair?”

Matt chuckled and got off the bed and walked to our dresser, “Kota, get started on her. I’ll be over there in just a second.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. As I got into position, Kayla threaded her fingers through my hair and gently eased me closer to her folds. The slightest trace of wetness greeted me and I couldn’t help but get excited at the thought.

Matt’s clothes were discarded on the floor and I heard him shuffling around for a few moments but I was a little too occupied to see what the hold up was.

Kayla was already turned on by me within moments of offering myself to her. That thought warmed my soul as my tongue slipped forth and worked up and down her labia. Her hand stroked through my hair and she gently ground her sex into me.

Soft moans were already pouring from me even before Matt got on the bed behind me. I expected him to start playing with my ass, but what he did instead made me lose focus on lapping at Kayla’s divide.

Warm lips wrapped around the head of my cock and I rested my head on Kayla’s thigh as a long, hissing moan escaped me. He didn’t seem interested in doing this before, but as his tongue nervously swirled around my glans, I wasn’t going to argue with him about the pleasure I felt.

“Babe, slow down, our poor girl can’t focus on what she’s supposed to be doing,” Kayla said.

He didn’t listen to her. I felt his hands grasp my hips and inch by inch, he took more of my length into his warm, wet mouth. A whimpering moan sounded out as I felt him work faster around my shaft. Kayla brought up a good point though.

I took a deep breath and went back to work, licking and teasing at her sensitive flower. Trying to please her like this was nearly useless. Every time I tried to work my tongue a little harder, Matt’s took my cock back into his throat and I couldn’t focus on her.

Kayla let out a quiet sigh and pulled her hand out of my hair, “Sweetie, this just isn’t working. As much as I’m sure I’d love watching Matt blow you, I’m in the mood to scream someone’s name and that’s just not going to happen if you’re distracted.”

Matt slowly pulled away from my length. Before the head popped free of his lips, he lavished my sensitive glans with his tongue and forced a gasp from me. “Yeah, I’ll be honest. That wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it was going to be.”

“Mm, again, I’d love to watch that at some point. For now, I think I’ve got the right to have my lovers nice and close?” she asked.

I giggled and slowly crawled up the bed. My knees pushed Kayla’s thighs out wide and I leaned in to kiss her as I guided my head towards her heated desire. As I slipped into her, she deepened the kiss and ran her hands down my sides. She grasped my hips and roughly pulled me forward and let out a muffled groan as my cock disappeared into her.

Matt chuckled and I heard the pop of a top. Shortly after, the cold sensation of lube being worked into my pucker was accompanied by his husky voice, “Damn baby, you’re going to make her cum before I’ve even started!”

I didn’t know which one of us he was talking to, but I guess it didn’t matter. There was no pretending that Kayla’s warm, silky walls weren’t heaven around my shaft, but I didn’t know how she felt about having my length buried within her. Hopefully, she felt good. If not, I would have to make sure to suck her clit until she finally had enough of me.

Matt’s thick crown pressed against my hole and he whispered softly, “Relax, baby.”

That wasn’t a problem. Kayla’s hips undulated in slow motions as her hands started running up my sides and then under my belly. When her fingers got to my breasts, I moaned deeply into the kiss.

Matt’s cock pushed through my tight entrance. It was all I could do to keep my arms from giving out on me. Being between these two as they worked to make me feel like a Goddess made even the doing the basics hard. His weight pressed against my hips and I felt his hands on my knees. Matt pulled them back towards him and my hips rolled forward causing Kayla to finally break the kiss.

Her deep groan turned into a myriad of soft moans as Matt started working himself into me. Each pump of his length into me was followed by Kayla pushing my hips away slightly so that when Matt pushed back into me, she got enough of my cock to satisfy her.

It was a strange dance that we were all learning the steps to, but soon, I was able to make both of their jobs a little easier. Beads of sweat formed on my brow as I struggled to hold on. My eyes closed and I focused on what this moment meant to me.

The sex was pleasant, but physical pleasure only lasted so long. This wasn’t about the physical union of the three of us. This was me finally being rewarded for taking a chance. Even when I’d given up, they hadn’t. Matt and Kayla. My lovers… They didn’t give up on me.

My arms quivered with the strain of holding my body weight up. Soon, I felt Kayla’s hands pull away from my breasts. One of them moved to the back of my head and she pulled me down so that my head rested on her shoulder.

“Arch your back a little, baby. Pull out just a little… Just like that, good girl,” she purred. Her other arm wrapped around my lower back.

Matt’s hands held my hips tightly as he started hammering into me. Each hard thrust made my body lurch forward and that sent my cock deep into Kayla. I let out a whimpering cry as I felt it all building to a point that I couldn’t back away from.

Kayla lifted her hips in time with Matt’s thrusts and she let out quiet grunts as she squeezed my body tight against hers.

I couldn’t even find the breath to warn Kayla that I was about to finish. The constant assault on my prostate by Matt, the feeling of her tight lips around my shaft, and the sheer love I felt for these two made it impossible to do anything but let my orgasm take me.

Just as my length started throbbing within Kayla, I could feel her core tighten underneath me and she gasped loudly. Her walls clenched around my shaft and I could feel my crotch get wet with her juices.

Still, Matt continued slamming into me. His groans got louder and I could only hope that he was nearly done. My poor, sensitive cock couldn’t handle much more of this bliss. As wonderful as it felt, I’d always been overly sensitive.

His hands gripped my hips a little too tightly, but I didn’t complain in the slightest as he slammed into me a few final times. Matt’s hot seed flooded into my ass and he leaned forward over me. His musk washed over me and I could feel his sweat trickling onto my body.

Under any other circumstance, I would have been uncomfortable. This time, though, it felt right. My lover had spent himself inside me and that was reason enough to get me dirty with his sweat.

Silence filled the room for all of five seconds before Kayla grumbled, “Can the dog pile be over? I don’t mind snuggling a little, but Matt, you’re fucking heavy!”


Chapter 17

Dakota

Seven months had passed since Dakota came back to us. Seven months of ups and downs. Mostly ups.

I couldn’t go thirty minutes without Matt texting me, and Dakota wouldn’t leave me alone at all. While that might be infuriating for some, it was just what I needed. Staying at home all day felt strange, but Matt insisted that he get a job instead around the third month of my pregnancy.

Dakota was a blessing. Constantly running back and forth doing errands and keeping me in a generally positive state of mind. Hell, I almost felt bad for Matt since he couldn’t spend as much time with her as I was. Then again, after all the years of him being a stay at home husband, this was just payback!

Tonight would be a bit of a special night. I asked Dakota to go out and grab dinner for us all so that when she got back, Matt could have showered and just be ready to eat. Of course, she didn’t have an issue with that.

Ten minutes before Matt got home, Kayla left. As soon as he got through the door, I got my pregnant ass up off the couch and waddled to meet him.

“Did you get it?” I asked.

“Fuck yeah I did, babe. You remember what we’re doing, right?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes and playfully slapped him on the chest, “It was my plan in the first place, jerk.”

“I’m just making sure. Fuck, this is so exciting!” he chirped.

“Go get your shower babe. Make sure not to come out before she gets back.”

He chuckled and took off his shoes, “Of course not, besides, this is just an excuse for me to take a thirty-minute shower. It’s in my coat pocket, by the way.”

I nodded and watched him walk away. After taking his coat to the living room, I waited for my cue. As soon as I heard her car pull into the driveway, I forced myself onto my feet once again.

As soon as she opened the door and got it closed again, a loud crash came from the bathroom. Matt bellowed out, “Fuck! I need help!”

“I’m coming!” I screamed.

Dakota dropped the bag of food on the floor and yelled, “Stay there, Kayla! I got it!”

A smirk crossed my lips as I gave her a few seconds to bolt into the bathroom. I waddled into our bedroom and worked myself down onto one knee.

“Are you hurt? What happened? Should I call an ambulance?” Dakota asked in rapid-fire succession.

Matt’s voice called out, “I’m fine, I promise. I just slipped. I need to ask you something while you’re here, Kota.”

“What is it? Are you sure? I can grab you an ice pack,” she said.

“Do you love me?” he asked.

She cocked her head to the side, “You know I do. I love you, and I love Kayla. Both very much. But Kayla gives better massages, so don’t make me pick a favorite.”

He chuckled and got off the floor and turned the water off, “Enough to be with us for the rest of your life?”

“W-Why are you asking?” she asked. The crack in her voice made me smile. Something needed to, kneeling on this damn floor was getting painful.

I cleared my throat loudly and Dakota glanced over her shoulder. Her hands clasped over her mouth and tears filled her eyes.

“Dakota, we’ve been seeing each other for just shy of eight months. In those eight months, I’ve learned a lot about you, both of you. I know that you hate detective shows with a passion. I know that you watch old cartoons more than you should. But I also know that you’re the best thing that’s happened to us. When the baby comes, I might have to kick you down a rung though,” I said and smiled.

I opened the ring’s box and tried to keep my voice steady, “Will you marry us, Dakota?”

Her cheeks went red, then her eyes rolled back. Then Matt caught her.

About a minute later, once we had her on the bed with a fan pointed at her, she came to again. I’d already slid the ring over her finger and looked down at her with a worried expression.

“Baby, are you okay?” I asked.

Those beautiful eyes once again filled with tears and she squeaked out, “I-Is this real?”

Matt chuckled and sat down on the bed beside her, “It better be, otherwise I’m going to have to have some words with the people that sold us the ring.”

I smiled and took Dakota’s hand, “I know we can’t make it legally official. Maybe one day, but for now, I hope it’s enough to know that we want you for life, baby.”

Even when she was bawling, she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met.

“I-It doesn’t have to be legal. I love you two, so damn much,” she said.

I sat beside her on the bed and put her hand on my belly, “Good. Your daughter isn’t going to care if it’s legal or not, baby. She’s just going to know that she’s loved. Just like you.”
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Syn throws a house party every Saturday, but that stands to change when she meets Dustin and a woman who calls herself Kitten. Syn's sexual desires turn into a night of fun with the two, her impressive erection proving to be something they can not resist.
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Amber’s Futa Mistress

A futa millionaire offers a redheaded woman a position as her personal secretary. That's the official title anyway, Amber's new Mistress has a sadistic tendency that needs to have an outlet. The money offered is a powerful tool when ensuring compliance, but that only goes so far.

When Erin offers the possibility of a relationship, Amber can't wait to see where things go. After all, having the best of both worlds is hard to pass up, isn't it?

Hailey’s Billionaire Futa Professor

Hailey goes on a trip to Annie's private island during spring break. What starts as an innocent exploration of the coral reefs turns ever more interesting when Hailey can't take her eyes off of the bulge in her professor's panties. From an island, to Annie's BDSM room, back to Washington state, the women spend time with one another and fall for one another. Even though life threatens their relationship, the women's love perseveres.
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