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I’d never expected to have my best
friend’s husband’s cock in me. I mean, who would ever dream of that
happening to them? Now, before you start thinking I’m some whore or
bitch who betrayed my best friend, you should know she arranged the
whole thing. Wait, let me start from the beginning.

See, Connie and I had been best friends
for ages. We had first met when I was five years old in
kindergarten. It was the second or third day of school and although
we were seated next to each other, we were both shy girls and
neither of us had really talked much. I think almost all
kindergartners are wide-eyed and following the teacher’s
cues.

During one recess, there was an older
kid who was bullying us younger ones. When he came up and started
teasing me, actually pushing me once, Connie was at my defense. She
was shorter than me, smaller than me in general; she looked like a
little pixie. But she went into immediate killer mode, jumping onto
the bully and knocking him down. He ended up running away crying
with a skinned knee. From that day forward, we were inseparable. It
turned out she only lived a block or so away from me, and I can say
with all honesty that for sixteen years we were never more than a
short distance away from one another. We remained best friends
through high school and even went to the same college and were
roommates, partying together. We had cried together, grown
together, switched off boyfriends, and laughed together. All in
all, there was no one on Earth that I love more than
her.

We’d never done anything sexual with
each other. I mean, a couple of times, like this one summer at camp
or that drunken night at a party, people had dared us to make out
and we did but it was nothing except playfulness. But I have to
admit that when she started getting serious with Thomas, and then,
when she ended up marrying him, I was a little jealous. I was also
shocked when she approached me and invited me along on their
honeymoon. Not for all of it, but it had turned out that the way
the flights worked, they were going to have to stay locally for the
first two days of their honeymoon. Then, they’d be jet setting to
Europe to begin their days as a married couple.

She’d book a four-star hotel down in
San Diego about three hours from where we lived. She asked me if I
would spend those two days with them; she knew she wasn’t going to
see me for the three months while she and Thomas would be traveling
Europe, and she also knew that our relationship was going to change
once she was a married woman. I think she wanted to make sure that
we got to spend as much time together as possible before our days
as single ladies were over.

Of course, I asked her what Thomas
thought about it and she got a mischievous glint in her eye when
she told me she was pretty sure Thomas would be fine with it. I
hadn’t really understood that glint until later.

The wedding was perfect. I watched my
best friend say, “I do,” and as happy as I was for her, it brought
tears to my eyes. Not just the happy, proud kind of tears, but the
tears of knowing that our relationship would forever change. When
they walked out of the reception and into the limo that would take
them directly to San Diego, my heart was saddened. Still, I had at
least two more days with her and I was hoping that we’d still
remain close girlfriends; that we wouldn’t drift apart as so many
friends do when there’s a big change in their life. I saw visions
of getting married myself and with my new husband, the four of us
having a barbeque every Saturday, Connie and I trading off on
taking our kids to school or carpooling to soccer practices. I
desperately wanted us to remain friends.

I got my own little compact car and
followed them to San Diego about an hour after their departure.
When I arrived at the hotel, I called her up on her cell phone and
she gave me her room number. It was one hell of a swanky hotel.
When I got up to the room, she opened the door and gave me a big
hug. I gave her due congratulations as she kissed me on the cheek
and then, out of nowhere, right on the lips.

It wasn’t that strange. We occasionally
kissed that way and it’s not like she put her tongue in my mouth or
anything, but I have to admit it was a little uncomfortable for her
to do that right in front of her new husband who sat on the bed,
smiling. They already had celebratory champagne and strawberries
out and Thomas walked up to me, handing me a glass. I took it and
trying to keep my voice from wavering, I toasted to the happy
couple. Connie giggled, taking a sip.

Then she looked at me and with a
serious but playful expression said, “How about making this happy
couple even happier?”

I didn’t understand what she meant but
then her mouth was on me again and this time it wasn’t just a hello
kiss. I felt her hands traveling to the back of my head, running
through my hair as her tongue began to explore my mouth. It was
surprising to say the least, and very overwhelming, but also hot as
hell. Those soft lips…

Connie was beautiful. There’s no
question about that and I have to admit that I was as beautiful,
too. As we grew up together, it was remarkable to compare the
similarities in our appearance. Both of us had dusty blond hair and
both of us had bodies to die for. Both of us were slender and fit,
but not too skinny; we had all the right feminine curves;
proportioned, perky breasts and round little heart-shaped asses
that made other women jealous and men instantly hard.

As she kissed me I found myself melting
to her touch. I wondered what Thomas was thinking while watching
us, and if he noticed our similarities. I mean did we look like
twins kissing? We easily could have. Her hands moved down off of my
head and began rubbing at my back. She moved back up, pulling me
closer to her, making her kiss more urgent. My nipples were getting
hard and I felt warmth erupt between my legs.

I kissed her back, putting my own arms
around her and holding her tightly. Then I felt Thomas behind me,
pushing up against me. I felt his arms go around me to join mine on
her back and I could feel his hard cock pressing against me. I was
overwhelmed immediately. She pulled away from the kiss and I looked
up at her, “Connie…what, what?” She only smiled and said, “Kiss me
again.”

From there, things progressed very
quickly. Thomas was pulling my shirt up and off before I could
really think twice about it and then my bra went. It wasn’t long
before Connie’s mouth was on my nipples, kissing and licking them.
I moaned and leaned my head back, which put it right on Thomas’
shoulder. He turned my head so that my mouth was pressed up against
his, and he began making out with me. At that point, I was just
giving in to whatever was going to happen. I couldn’t believe the
sensations running through me and the reality was if my
relationship was going to change with Connie, this was an ideal way
for it to change as far as I was concerned.

I’d never been with a woman before
other than those times that Connie and I had made out on dares.
This was completely different, even when we had done that, it had
never resulted in the intense sexual desires I was feeling for her
now. I was a little unsure of myself, but I tried to let my body
handle all of the major decisions. I loved her mouth on my nipples;
I loved what Thomas was doing to my mouth, and I loved the feel of
his cock against me.

 

They continued kissing me as they were
taking pieces of clothing off until finally I stood naked between
the clothed newlyweds. Husband and wife were both working on me. We
stayed like that for a while right near the front of the hotel room
door, with them running their hands over me and kissing me, and me
in shock, just responding to the sensations coursing through me.
There was nothing else I really could do aside from feel the
pleasure of the moment.

At one point, they both
backed away a little bit and Connie smiled softly, grabbing my hand
and guiding me toward the bed. Thomas joined us and, by the time he
got to the bed, he had stripped off all of his clothes, freeing his
cock, hard and standing straight. He threw his naked body down onto
the bed with me. It was strange to see him like that, exposed. And
I was naked, too! Connie was still wearing the little blue summer
dress that she had changed into after the wedding. So the two naked
people on the bed were the two that weren’t married and the bride was
still dressed!

The moment he climbed onto the bed,
Connie took my head and guided it to the cock between his legs. She
didn’t push me to his shaft though, instead she guided my head down
towards his balls, pressing my lips against them. I opened my mouth
and began licking at them while her mouth enclosed the head of his
cock. She was moaning as she sucked on him and it was especially
sexy because, as her mouth moved up and down and my tongue sucked
on his balls, I felt her hand run down my back toward my ass where
she rubbed and squeezed, going lower until she was rubbing at my
pussy.

I groaned; this was incredible. She sucked on him for a while,
rubbing my pussy and driving me crazy with desire while I licked at
his balls. And then she backed away and, using her hand to guide my
head, she brought me up so that it was my mouth on his cock. I
licked his tip at first, slowly putting my lips around it. I began
sucking softly and reached my hand down to rub at his balls. He
moaned in pleasure and I felt his hand on my back, rubbing
me.

Connie had backed away, I wasn’t even
sure where she was, and I was too busy concentrating on her
husband’s cock to look. The way his head felt pushing over my
tongue and pushing up into me was amazing. I rubbed and stroked and
sucked, enjoying every second. But then I figured out where Connie
was. She had moved behind me and I felt her tongue suddenly
flicking at my pussy. I squirmed, surprised at the sudden
penetration.

She was so close that I could feel her
nose right above my pussy, her tongue fluttering out making tiny
flicks along my lips. I loved her for it, moaning around the cock
in my mouth. I felt her mouth pull off of me and she replaced it
with one of her fingers. When that happened, I pulled my mouth off
of Thomas’ cock so that I could cry out, “Oh God, oh fuck!”

I heard her giggling, and then I felt her tongue flicking at me
again, this time at my ass. I ground up against her, feeling I was
already so close to cumming even as I continued my blowjob. Connie
ate at my pussy and ass, moving her fingers in and out of my wet
holes. I felt her moving her fingers up and over my ass crack along
my spine, all the way up to where my head was and she leaned
forward whispering in my ear, “I haven’t even had the chance to
fuck him yet since we’ve been married. You get to be the first
woman to fuck him as a married man.”

I felt a thrill run through me, I
couldn’t believe how damn turned on I was. I felt her pulling me up
by my waist and repositioning me so that I was straddling her
husband. I looked down into his eyes; he was a complete and utter
mess of lust. He looked back and then closed his eyes as Connie
took his cock and got it ready to enter my pussy. I felt her hand
on the small of my back and she pushed me down, his cock suddenly
filling me. Once it was in my pussy, I realized just how big he
actually was. He was far bigger than any man I had been with before
and he stretched my pussy open as I slid down on him, watching his
closed eyes squeeze tighter with the pleasure of my
hole.

The whole time I moved on top of him, I
felt Connie’s mouth beneath me, licking at his balls and shaft and
me—I couldn’t believe how incredible it felt. I moved up and down
on him, making him moan while Connie’s lips worked on both of us. I
was feeling more and more overwhelmed, more and more ready to cum
by the second. Their hands never stopped moving and Connie’s mouth
never stopped licking. I bounced on top of Thomas, grunting. I knew
I was going to cum and that it was going to happen soon.

But Connie pushed me off of him before
I could and replaced my pussy with hers. She began bouncing up and
down on him and, since I wasn’t entirely sure what to do, I began
to lick at her and him the same way that she had been doing earlier
when our positions were reversed. It was incredible to see that
huge cock going in and out of her tiny pink pussy up close. We’d
both shaved for some years now and there wasn’t a single bit of
hair there, so it looked even more naughty to see that bare pussy
taking a cock like that.

She was moaning uncontrollably as he
pushed in and out. I licked for a while until I felt her hands at
the back of my head, pulling me up. She was still riding Thomas’s
cock as she guided me around and then I was on top of him as well
except she had me facing her, turned around with my pussy right on
his face. When his tongue shot up to lick at me, I nearly came
right then. She leaned forward as she fucked him, her mouth on
mine. I felt his hands gripping my waist as he pushed his tongue up
and into me. Her hands held my head tightly as she kissed me
passionately, forcing her tongue to play with mine. Then she’d stop
to suck on my nipples; her mouth went all over my body.

She moved faster and harder, bouncing
up and down on him, all three of us connected. The pleasure was
building up inside of me fast and knowing that I was going to cum,
I started to scream out, “Oh fuck! Yes, yes! I’m gonna cum, I’m
gonna fucking cum!” and it exploded over me. He didn’t even pause,
lapping at my juices, his tongue still shooting up into me as my
pussy spilled out over onto his face and into his mouth.

Connie held me tight during my orgasm,
biting on my nipples to enhance the sensations. She bounced on top
of her husband even harder as I came, but only for a couple of
thrusts before pulling off, picking me up and slamming me down onto
his cock. I was still mid-orgasm when this all happened, and the
sudden filling of my pussy pushed me even further into ecstasy. My
pussy gripped his shaft, making me cum more. She reached down and
rubbed at my clit as his cock slammed into me.

This had to be the most intense orgasm
I’d ever had. I couldn’t stop crying out, “Oh God! Oh fuck! Fuck,
fuck!” She rubbed her fingers furiously over my clit, and it
quickly became too much for me. I was way too sensitive; I had to
push her hand away. She giggled at me, leaning forward so that she
could lie on top of me, forcing me to be sandwiched between her and
her husband. His cock was at a strange angle but still inside of
me, continuing to pound me.

She held me down, kissing me, and my
arms flew up around her as her brand new husband fucked me harder
and harder. It was beyond erotic but eventually it got to be really
too much. I couldn’t breathe with her on top of me like that and I
pushed her off, making her roll off to the side. She giggled again
but I wasn’t feeling giggly, I wanted to see her please Thomas. I
grabbed her hair and pulled her up on top of him, slamming her down
on his cock.

She moved her hips hard and fast on
him, grinding her pussy down between bounces. I watched and felt
myself get wet all over again; this was the sexiest thing I had
ever seen. Finally I leaned forward and I began rubbing her back
and petting her hair as she fucked him hard. I moved down and
flicked my tongue over her asshole the way she’d done for me and
then down lower to his balls.

Suddenly she cried out, “Oh fuck, I’m
cumming! Yes, yes, yes! Oh God!” I felt Thomas’s balls tighten
beneath my lips and I knew that he was going to cum, too. I grabbed
her ass cheeks, slamming her down with more force on top of him as
she screamed out and came. He pushed up hard and came as well, and
I watched the two of them, their bodies jerking softly as they came
together, their juices mixing into a sticky mess between their
legs. I leaned over, kissing her shoulders and back as she
gradually slowed, overwhelmed by the sensations.

She finally rolled off so that she was
between her husband and me. I idly stroked her pretty, soft hair as
she came down from her orgasm. She turned and kissed me, pushing
her tongue into my mouth deeply and lovingly. We lay that way for a
while until Thomas got up and got more champagne for us. We sipped
from our glasses on the bed; I was still a little bit in shock with
what had happened and, even though I knew our relationship was on
the brink of change, I didn’t feel as lonely with it as I had
before. I was more at ease with it now and in fact, a few minutes
later when Connie finished her drink and set it down to lean
forward and kiss me, I actually welcomed it. This time it was just
us girls and Thomas was off to the side, watching.

Don’t feel too bad for
him, though. We had two whole days before their European honeymoon
was going to start and in those two days, he got to
participate plenty.
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