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Chapter One




It all started when my best friend, Paige, got a boyfriend. Both of us were new to dating, and neither of us had ever been with a boy before. I was away at college during the week, and Paige still lived in our hometown, working at the grocery store. I came home every weekend, and Paige and I always watched a movie at her house on a Saturday night.

That first Saturday was the start of something new, something fun, and something ridiculously filthy. I’d just gotten home from college and was dumping all my dirty clothes in my parents’ washing machine when my phone lit up with Paige’s name.

I smiled before I even answered. “Hey, stranger.”

“Hey, Jess,” she said, sounding slightly breathless. “Okay, don’t freak out.”

“What is it?”

“So… I have news.” She paused for dramatic effect. “I have a boyfriend.”

I laughed. “Paige. That’s great news. Who is he?”

“His name’s Evan. He’s… nice. Like, really nice. And a surfer.” I could practically hear her blushing through the phone. “We’ve been seeing each other every night this week.”

“Night?” I grinned. “Does that mean you’ve finally… done it?”

There was a pause. “Yes,” she screamed.

We both screamed down the phone at each other.

“Oh. My. God,” I said, when I’d eventually calmed down. “I always knew that you’d be the first to lose it. I don’t think I’ll ever meet someone.”

“Oh, babe, you will,” she reassured me. “You’re only nineteen. I’m sure you’ll find someone soon.”

“I hope so. You can tell me all about it tonight. I assume we’re still on for movie night?”

“Actually,” she said, “that’s kind of why I’m calling.”

I leaned against the washing machine. “Uh-huh. Go on.”

“Well,” she rushed on, “Evan asked what I was doing this Saturday, and I told him about movie night, and he asked if he could come along.” She inhaled sharply. “And I wanted to ask you first before I said yes.”

I pictured it instantly: Paige’s bedroom, her double bed against the wall that we chilled on to watch films. And a surfer boy, sitting there with us. The image felt strange, like imagining a new piece of furniture in a room I knew by heart.

“You don’t have to say yes,” she added quickly. “I just… I didn’t want you to feel weird about it.”

I smiled. “Paige, it’s fine. Really.”

“Yeah?” Her relief was obvious. “You’re not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” I said. “I want to meet him. Anyone who makes you scream like that on the phone can’t be all bad.”

She laughed, a high, giddy sound. “Okay, good. Because I think you’ll like him.”

“And if I don’t?” I teased.

“Then we’ll steal all the blankets and make him sit on the floor,” she said. “Best friend rules.”

I laughed. “I’ll see you tonight then. I’ve got a new flavor of popcorn for us to try.”

After we hung up, I stood there longer than necessary, staring at the washing machine, with a strange feeling in my stomach.

Like always, I let myself into Paige’s house and said hello to her mom, who was baking something in the kitchen. Then I went upstairs and knocked on Paige’s bedroom door. I didn’t usually do that, but now there was the boyfriend to consider. She called out for me to come in.

The room looked the same as it always did, fairy lights draped along the headboard, casting everything in a warm glow. Paige jumped up from the bed the second she saw me.

“Jessie!” she squealed, pulling me into a hug. She seemed brighter somehow. Her blonde hair fell straight and shiny over her shoulders, and she was wearing a fitted tank top and shorts that showed off her slim frame. Paige had always been petite; small waist, small hips, and a chest that was neat and firm.

“And this,” she said, turning and grabbing the hand of the guy standing awkwardly near her desk, “is Evan.”

He smiled when he looked at me, easy and open. He was tall, tanned, and unmistakably a surfer type. His sun-lightened blond hair fell into his eyes, his shoulders broad from swimming. He wore a loose T-shirt and board shorts, like he’d just stepped off the beach.

“Hey,” he said. “You must be Jessie. Paige talks about you all the time.”

I felt my cheeks warm as I shook his hand. “Hopefully good things.”

“All good,” he said, grinning. “I hope you don’t mind me crashing your movie night.”

“Not at all,” I replied truthfully. I was already charmed.

Paige beamed.

I suddenly felt very aware of myself. I’d thrown on a soft sweater and leggings for comfort, not presentation, and my dark hair was still slightly damp from a rushed shower. My body had never been as perfect as Paige’s. I had curves where she had straight lines, a softness to my stomach and hips. My breasts were fuller and heavier, settling naturally instead of perking up on their own. I’d always described myself as a few pounds overweight, but Paige liked to call me “curvy and cute.”

“Come on,” Paige said, flopping back onto the bed and patting the blankets. “Movie night.”

We sat back against the wall, our legs straight out in front of us. I was on one side of Paige, and Evan was on the other. An unmistakable male presence in the cozy room that was usually only full of feminine energy. It felt strange.


Chapter Two




The movie itself faded into the background. It was one of those action films where you didn’t even need to follow the plot; you just had to admire all the car crashes and gun battles. We talked over half of it anyway, whispering dumb commentary and laughing when we weren’t supposed to. Evan fit in so naturally that I stopped noticing him as “Paige’s boyfriend” and started seeing him as just… Evan. Funny, relaxed, and easy to be around.

At some point, Paige curled into his side without thinking about it, like it was the most natural thing in the world. His arm slid around her shoulders, her bare thigh pressed against his, and I didn’t feel weird about it at all. If anything, it felt kind of nice.

When the credits rolled, Paige didn’t even look at me before she leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t shy or tentative. It was immediate and hungry, like they’d been holding back all night. Evan’s hand slid into her hair, fingers curling into it. Paige shifted closer, practically climbing into his lap, her body pressed against his as if she needed to feel every inch of him.

I should have looked away. I knew that. But I didn’t. I felt a tiny stab of jealousy, but a bigger slice of excitement at watching them. Their kissing grew messier, their breathing heavier. Paige made a soft, involuntary sound of pleasure. The whole thing was undeniably horny and intimate. I felt my stomach flutter in a way I hadn’t expected, and a rush of heat between my thighs.

Eventually, Paige pulled back just enough to laugh softly, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. She glanced at me then, sheepish but glowing.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be,” I replied. “If you want, I can go. Give you some privacy.”

Paige shook her head immediately. “No,” she said. “You may as well stay. We’re not going to kick you out or anything.” She bit her lip, then added, “And… we probably won’t be long.”

Wait. Long doing what? My stomach flipped, heat blooming fiercely between my legs. I laughed softly, shaking my head. She must have been joking.

Evan leaned in and kissed her again, even more passionately this time. I could see their tongues fighting each other, overflowing from their mouths, and making their lips wet.

“I guess I can hang out for a bit,” I said lightly, forcing my voice to stay casual. “Put some music on or something.” I realized that I actually wanted to watch them… do whatever it was they were going to do.

They shifted closer together on the bed, bodies angled away from me now, giving me space without asking for it. I curled up at the other end, pulling my knees in, suddenly very aware of my own breathing.

Paige reached for the blanket at the foot of the bed and tugged it up around herself and Evan, covering them together. There was a brief shuffle of movement, Paige shifting. And then her shorts dropped onto the floor. Evan lifted himself just for a second, the mattress creaking softly as Paige tugged down his shorts, too.

I couldn’t see much. Just the outline of two bodies close together, the subtle motion of the blanket as Paige’s arm moved up and down. Oh my God. She was stroking his cock under the blanket as he lay on his back. I stayed perfectly still at my end of the bed, eyes fixed on the blanket. I knew I should look away, but I didn’t.

They didn’t seem to mind me watching them. Paige’s eyes flicked to mine for a second, almost to check that I was watching. She bit her lip and then went back to kissing Evan. I lay there, heart racing, body humming with sensations I wasn’t used to. My pussy was aching to be touched, but I didn’t dare.

Evan’s arm moved… lower. There was a wet sound. Paige gasped, arching her back slightly. Now both of their hands were moving under the blanket. Paige settled into a soft, rhythmic moaning as he fingered her just out of sight. I squirmed slightly on the bed, my own panties soaking wet with arousal.

He moved on top of her. There was a pause as they adjusted, and then his hips thrust down. She let out a loud groan of pleasure. Fuck. His cock is inside her. She seemed to be enjoying it. A lot. As the blanket started to move up and down over his ass, her hands went to his shoulders, gripping tightly, the knuckles turning white. Her back arched, and her eyes closed. Every thrust made her moan loudly with pleasure.

As Evan began to pick up the pace, the bed started to creak. Paige’s moans grew louder, more frantic. Her hands slipped down his back, knocking the blanket down until I could see the top of his bare ass, pumping up and down.

I lay there, frozen and buzzing all at once, every nerve awake. I could feel my own heartbeat everywhere, especially between my thighs, where the ache had turned into a throb I couldn’t ignore anymore. I pressed my knees together, trying to be subtle even though no one was looking at me now. The bed creaked rhythmically, and I squeezed my eyes shut for a second, overwhelmed by how real it all felt.

I couldn’t resist anymore. I put my hands between my thighs, clamped against my mound on top of my jeans. I pressed hard, feeling the sensation of the fabric against my clit, moving my hips slightly to grind against my hand.

Paige’s breathing changed. It went from heavy panting to broken, like she couldn’t quite catch enough air. She clutched at Evan’s bare ass. For a second, everything seemed to freeze, and then she let out a howl of relief as she let go. Her body shook and squirmed under him as the howl turned to one long moan.

Evan’s pace increased even more, slamming into her. When he came, he was quieter, letting out a grunt, followed by a low groan. His ass stopped moving, and I imagined his cum flooding her cunt just out of sight. Everything was quiet, except for the sound of the three of us breathing heavily. Even the credits of the film had finished, the screen black and silent.

Finally, Evan rolled off of her, taking half the blanket with him. I caught a glimpse of Paige’s pussy; pink, swollen, and framed with dark hair, before she moved her panties back to cover it.

She laughed softly, dazed and overwhelmed, tugging some of the blanket back to cover her legs.

“I’m going to the bathroom,” Evan announced. He bounced off the bed and stood on the floor, pulling up his shorts and underwear that were down by his thighs. But not before I caught a glimpse of his cock. It was semi-hard, hanging down, glistening with wetness. And… were all dicks that big? It was my first time seeing one in real life, but it seemed… huge.

The door clicked shut behind him, the sound oddly loud in the sudden quiet. For a second, neither of us moved. Then Paige burst out laughing.

“Oh, my God,” she breathed, flopping back against the pillows and covering her face with both hands. “Jessie. Oh, my God.”

I laughed too, the kind that comes out too fast and a little hysterical, my chest still tight with adrenaline. “Paige,” I said. “What the hell just happened?”

She peeked at me through her fingers, eyes shining. “We just fucked. Like we’ve been doing every night. But this time with you here.”

My face felt like it was on fire. “I cannot believe you did that in front of me.”

“I cannot believe you stayed,” she shot back. “And you enjoyed it.” She rolled onto her side to face me, her hair a mess, and her cheeks flushed in that unmistakable afterglow. “I saw you touching yourself.”

I shook my head. “That’s the thing. It was… kind of exciting. I tried not to, but I couldn’t help myself.”

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, the fairy lights still glowing overhead. The room smelled different now, like sex.

Paige let out a happy sigh. “I can’t believe this is my life now. Getting fucked by my boyfriend is sooo good. And, with you here, too… I don’t know, it was even better.” She looked at me, her eyes narrowing to a mischievous look. “Shall we do the same thing again next Saturday?”


Chapter Three




Icouldn’t concentrate on college work at all that week. My lectures blurred together, and every time I tried to read the same paragraph for the third time, my mind drifted straight back to Paige’s bedroom: the fairy lights, the laughter afterward, the way everything had felt charged and new. I kept replaying little moments in my head, the look Paige gave me, the flush in her cheeks… Evan’s bare ass. I’d never felt like that before.

And my poor little bullet vibrator. I’d had to charge it four times that week. Every night, every morning, and sometimes in between, I’d been sliding it into my panties and using it to come over and over again while I visualized Evan and Paige fucking.

Every time my phone buzzed, I half-expected it to be Paige. When it finally was, just a casual message about what movie we should watch, I felt a ridiculous little thrill run through me. I typed back too fast, my heart beating harder than it should have.

And then she sent me a selfie of her and Evan in bed together. I could only see their faces and their bare shoulders, but I knew they were naked out of shot. And from the color in their cheeks, they’d just been fucking. Just that image had me more turned on than I even had been before.

Saturday rolled around agonizingly slowly, each hour dragging its feet as if it knew I was waiting. By the time I threw on my jacket and headed out, I was wound tight with anticipation, nerves buzzing just under my skin.

I turned up at Paige’s house with my customary big bag of popcorn, standing outside her bedroom door for a second longer than usual before knocking. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting; everything to be the same, or everything to be completely different.

The door opened, and Paige grinned at me, eyes bright and knowing. She’d put her hair up in a loose bun, and she was wearing a little summer dress that was really short. She looked amazing. I’d made a bit more effort, too. I was wearing a knee-length skirt and a top that showed off my ample tits. I’d never admit it, but I wanted Evan to fancy me.

“Hey,” she said, her eyes flicking up and down my body in a way that made my stomach flip. “You look… really good.”

I laughed, a little breathless. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

The bed was freshly made, the air faintly scented with some incense that wasn’t there last week. Evan was perched on the edge of the bed, phone in hand, but he looked up as soon as I walked in.

“Hey, Jessie,” he said, smiling. “Nice to see you again.”

His tone was friendly and easy. It made heat bloom between my legs. His blond hair was stylishly messy, like he’d just gotten up, and he was wearing a clean T-shirt and shorts that showed off his tan legs.

“Hey,” I replied, suddenly very conscious of my skirt, of the way my top hugged my chest. “Ready for another terrible movie?”

Paige flopped onto the bed dramatically. “Bring it on.”

We settled in, the three of us close again, popcorn between us. This time, Paige didn’t hesitate before leaning into Evan, and he didn’t hesitate before wrapping an arm around her. I caught Evan glancing at me once or twice, quick looks that might’ve meant nothing, but might have been looking at my tits. Each time, my skin buzzed with electricity. I turned slightly on my side so that he could see them better, letting them bulge out of my top.

I couldn’t focus on the movie at all.

Every explosion, every line of dialogue felt like it was just getting in the way of what I knew was coming. My attention was fixed less on the screen and more on the way Paige’s fingers traced lazy patterns on Evan’s chest. And the way his hand rested on her thigh, sliding ever so slightly up under her short dress. I couldn’t wait for the film to end.

When the credits finally rolled, I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. Paige turned toward Evan immediately, her mouth already on his, hands moving with confidence as she pushed his shirt up and over his head. It caught briefly before he lifted his arms and let it slide free, tossing it to the floor.

Up close, he looked even better than I’d been imagining all week. Broad shoulders, lean muscle, and that easy surfer physique, like his body had been toned from surfing rather than the gym. His skin was golden, smooth, his chest lightly dusted with blond hair that dipped down toward his stomach. Paige’s hands spread over him like she couldn’t get enough, palms flattening against his chest, fingers digging in just a little as she kissed him harder.

Evan groaned softly and reached for her dress, grabbing the fabric at her hips. He took his time pulling it up, breaking the kiss only long enough to drag it over her head. Paige helped, arms lifting, messy blonde bun getting in the way. When the dress hit the floor, she was in her underwear. It was white and simple, but the sight of it made my pussy throb.

She smiled slowly, looking pleased with herself, and pushed him back onto the bed. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. Evan sat up to kiss her again, hands roaming over her back and down her sides until they settled on her ass. She straddled his lap, already grinding her hips against the bulge in his shorts.

I stayed where I was, barely breathing, watching the way they touched each other. There was no sign they would be reaching for a blanket. This time, I was going to get a front row seat. Evan’s hands slid up her back, finding the clasp of her bra. Paige broke the kiss just long enough to let him free her from it, the straps slipping from her shoulders before it joined the rest of the clothes on the floor. She didn’t bother covering herself. She just leaned forward again, pressing her body into his and letting her small breasts hang down so that her nipples grazed across his chest.

My pulse hammered, and I squirmed on the bed, only inches away from the erotic display. They kissed some more, and then in one fluid, athletic motion, he flipped her onto her back. She let out a delighted giggle that turned into a moan. Paige glanced at me once more, eyes dark and shining, a knowing look that made my stomach flip.

He moved over her, his hair hanging over his face. He didn't go for a kiss; instead, his hands hooked into the elastic of her white panties. He peeled them down her legs. As they fell away, I leaned in, my eyes fixed on the view I’d been dreaming of.

Her pussy was gorgeous, flushed a deep, dark pink, and glistening with moisture that caught the light. She was neatly groomed, a trimmed bush framing her folds, which were already swollen and parted from the friction of her grinding against him. I could see a tiny silver thread of her arousal pooling in her opening as Evan moved his knees between her thighs to pry them wider.

“Are you watching, Jessie?” Paige gasped, her head rolling back, her eyes fluttering shut as she felt the cool air on her pussy.

Evan reached for his own waistband. He didn't just slide his shorts down; he kicked them off with a rough impatience, followed quickly by his underwear. When he finally straightened up, kneeling between her legs, I felt a physical throb in my cunt. He was massive. His cock was thick and heavy, perfectly straight, with veins running down both sides.

He reached down, planting his hands on the bed and hooking them behind her knees. Her pussy opened up, gaping and wet. Beneath, I could see the darker skin around her tight little asshole. His cock hovered over her opening, perfectly aligned. His ass flexed, and he pressed the head against Paige’s soaking slit, letting it nestle between her folds.

With a slow, deliberate thrust, he buried himself inside her.

I watched in agonizing detail as her outer lips stretched tight, forced wide to accommodate his girth. The wet, squelching sound of him entering her filled the quiet room. Paige’s back arched off the bed, her fingers clawing at his shoulders. A long, ragged moan escaped her throat. He didn't stop until his balls pressed against her ass, his pubic bone grinding against her clit.

He stayed there for a second, letting her body adjust to him, and I couldn't look away from where they were joined. Then, he began to pull back slowly, almost all the way out until only the head remained nestled inside her, before plunging back in with a rhythmic, wet slap.

Every time he thrust into her, she moaned, squirming in his grip as he held her pinned to the bed. My own pussy was already swollen and soaking wet. My skirt had ridden up, so it was easy to slip my hand into my panties. I didn’t feel any embarrassment or shyness this time; I just needed to touch myself.

My fingers found my clit, and the sensation was so intense that I cried out. My fingers slid effortlessly through the thick, creamy evidence of how much this was affecting me. I didn't try to be quiet. I watched Evan’s back muscles ripple and bunch with every powerful drive into Paige’s body. The sound was hypnotic; the rhythmic, wet slap of their skin meeting, punctuated by Paige’s high-pitched moans.

She looked like she was being split in half, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her ankles locked behind his back to pull him even deeper. She looked at me, suddenly seeing what I was doing.

“Jessie’s playing with herself,” she gasped. “She’s watching you fuck me.”

Evan slowed his pace, but he didn't pull out. He stayed deep inside her, his cock twitching within her walls, as he turned his head to look at me. I spread my legs for him, making sure my panties were pulled to the side. Making sure he could see my soaked and gaping cunt.

He surged forward again, fucking Paige even harder. I was circling my clit with a frantic pressure as I watched his thick shaft disappear and reappear between her thighs. Every time he went in, I could see the way the skin of her pussy dragged inward with him, pulled taut by the friction.

The visual was so raw, so filthy, that I could hardly breathe. I was right on the edge. I could see the glistening trail of her juices coating his shaft and gathering at the base of his cock. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I pressed two fingers hard against my clit.

My vision blurred. I gasped, my back arching off the mattress. My internal muscles clamped down hard, and a violent, pulsing orgasm ripped through me. I let out a long, shaky moan, my hand trembling against myself as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

Paige’s eyes rolled back into her head, her fingers digging into Evan’s shoulders so hard her knuckles turned white.

"Evan! Come inside me," she screamed, her pussy walls spasming rhythmically around him. She went rigid, her entire body shaking with a climax so intense she forgot to breathe.

Evan groaned, grabbing her hips and slamming himself into her one last time, pinning her to the bed. He stayed buried there for a long moment, breathing hard, the only sound in the room the frantic thumping of our hearts.

Slowly, Evan let out a long, ragged exhale and began to withdraw. A thick, creamy mixture of Evan’s cum and Paige’s juices began to overflow from her gaping entrance. Because she was still lying on her back with her legs spread wide, the pearly white fluid pooled for a second before running down over her asshole.

"Wow, Jess," she whispered, her voice thick with post-orgasmic bliss. “It’s so much more intense with you watching.”


Chapter Four




The next week felt different from the moment I walked in. There was no pretending this time. No nervous energy, no uncertainty. We all knew what movie night meant now. We picked a movie almost at random. None of us really cared what it was.

Paige settled into the middle of the bed. Evan stretched out beside her, one arm already draped over her chest. After a second’s hesitation, Paige reached out and tugged gently at my wrist.

“Come here,” she said casually.

I didn’t argue. I put my arm over her, too, cuddling up against her side. Her body was warm and soft. She sighed softly, clearly pleased, and leaned into me just as naturally as she leaned into Evan. It felt strangely right, the three of us fitting together like this, her held from both sides.

The movie played on, explosions and dialogue washing over us unnoticed. I was focused more on her breathing and how her chest rose and fell. Evan’s fingers traced lazy paths down the side of her chest, moving closer to her nipple until he was making it hard and pointed through her clothes.

Evan’s fingers teased her nipple through the fabric, slow and deliberate, making Paige squirm faintly between us. She let out the quietest sound, almost lost under the movie’s soundtrack, and tilted her head back so it rested against my shoulder. Her face was so close to mine that our lips were almost touching. I could feel her small movements against me, her body shivering just slightly at Evan’s teasing touch, and it made my pulse spike.

Without thinking, my lips found hers. It started as a quick touch. Paige’s eyes fluttered open, then closed again as she leaned into it, pressing softly against me. The movie played on, the sounds of gunfire filling the background. I shifted a little closer, my arms tightening around her. She responded immediately, tilting her head, soft moans brushing against my lips as we kissed. There was a thrill in knowing Evan was there, just on the other side, his arm still draped across her, watching, but not interrupting us.

Paige’s hand moved to my arm, and she laughed softly against my mouth. “You’re such a good kisser,” she whispered. “Why haven’t we done this before?”

My heart thudded, and I laughed nervously, pressing closer. Our tongues entwined, fighting to get into each other’s mouths. My leg was somehow over hers, my pussy pressed against her thigh. Evan hadn't stopped his slow, torturous teasing of her nipple, and as our kiss deepened, I felt his hand slip her dress and bra strap off her shoulder. Her breast popped out, and he leaned down to suck hard on her nipple.

Paige broke away and giggled. Looking me in the eyes, she slipped the other strap over her shoulder and exposed the other breast. It was an invitation, one that I gratefully accepted. My tongue flicked at her nipple, savoring how hard it was, and how puckered the areola had become. I took it into my mouth. Evan and I sucked on her nipples, and she threw her head back in pleasure, moaning happily.

We pleasured her like that for a while, until she reached for the remote and clicked the TV off. The room was plunged into the warm, amber glow of the fairy lights, the sudden silence making every breath sound loud and heavy.

She sat up, the movement causing her summer dress to ride up to her hips. "Let’s all get naked," she said.

Evan didn't need to be told twice. He stood up by the side of the bed, his shadow stretching across the wall. He pulled his T-shirt over his head in one smooth motion, revealing those broad, golden shoulders I’d been obsessing over all week. He dropped his shorts, and I couldn't help but stare at the heavy, pulsing length of him already straining against his boxers.

Paige watched me watching him, a knowing smirk on her face. She reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up and over her head, tossing it carelessly onto the floor. She sat there in just her white underwear, her chest glowing with a rosy flush. Her breasts were still out, over the top of the bra, and her hard nipples were glistening with our saliva.

"Your turn, Jess," she murmured, her eyes locked on mine.

My hands were shaking as I reached for the buttons of my blouse. They both watched as I shrugged it off my shoulders. My bra was lacy and floral, much larger than Paige’s, my heavy breasts straining at the thin fabric. Paige reached behind me, unhooking the bra with one hand. As my breasts spilled out of the lace, the air in the room seemed to vanish. Evan let out a low, appreciative whistle, his eyes roaming over my curves.

Paige reached out, her palms flat against my skin, weighing my breasts in her hands.

"God, Jessie, you're gorgeous," she breathed. “I wish I had breasts like this.”

She didn't stop there. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my floral panties, and she pulled them down with slow, deliberate focus. I leaned back to let her pull them off over my ass. My pussy was already glistening, the trimmed hair damp and dark.

Evan’s boxers were next; he kicked them away as he stood watching us, his massive cock springing free, thick and rigid, throbbing with every heartbeat.

Paige didn't give me a chance to feel self-conscious. She grabbed my hips and pushed me back onto the pillows. I sank into the mattress, my legs falling open instinctively. She crawled between my thighs, her hands spreading me wide.

"I've wanted to taste you since last week," she whispered.

She leaned down, her tongue darting out to lick a long, slow stripe from the base of my pussy up to my clit. The sensation was unbelievable, sending bolts of electricity through my whole body. I cried out, my back arching, my fingers tangling in her hair. But before I could even process the sensation, the bed shifted as Evan knelt behind Paige.

Paige buried her face in my pussy, her tongue swirling around my clit. Evan gave a sharp, powerful thrust, his cock sliding into Paige’s cunt from behind. The whole thing was such a turn-on. I was staring down at the top of Paige’s head, my fingers buried in her blonde hair, while just inches away, Evan was pounding into her, his hands on her hips, holding her open. Every time he slammed his hips against her ass, it pushed her face deeper into me, her tongue flickering frantically against my clit to keep her balance.

"Oh God, Paige…" I whimpered, my legs shaking uncontrollably.

Evan was watching us both, his eyes darting from the way my heavy breasts were bouncing with the motion of the bed to the way Paige was hungrily lapping at me. Then his eyes would flick down to look at her cunt stretched tight around his dick.

Paige’s tongue turned into a blur. She knew exactly how to tease the hood of my clit, her suction increasing until I felt my entire lower body buzz with pleasure. She let out a muffled scream against my skin, as I imagined her cunt clenching around Evan.

"I'm coming! Jessie, I'm…" Paige’s voice was lost as she buried her tongue in my gaping pussy.

The sight of her climaxing while her face was still between my legs sent me over the edge. My back arched high off the pillows, my toes curling as a violent, pulsing orgasm shattered through me. I let out a long, high-pitched wail, my hips bucking against Paige’s mouth as I came in hot, heavy waves.

Evan slowed. “I’m… gonna come,” he groaned.

“Come on her tits,” Paige gasped, sending another rush of arousal through me. She smirked. “I’ve seen you looking at them.”

He pulled out, holding his throbbing cock in one hand. He moved nearer to me, and I sat up, cupping my big breasts, offering them up to him. Paige scrambled out from between my legs, her face still glistening with my juices, and knelt beside me.

Evan was trembling, his massive cock pulsing in his hand, the head swollen to near-bursting. I squeezed my breasts together, creating a deep, enticing valley, and he didn't hesitate. He let out a low groan as he began to stroke himself with a frantic, desperate need right above me.

I’d never seen a boy come before. The first thick jet of cum slammed against the top of my left breast, the wet warmth of it startling me. Another followed almost instantly, thick and heavy, landing right in the cleavage I was holding up for him. I watched in a daze as he continued to pump more and more cum all over my tits, a deluge of cream coating my skin, splattering across my nipples. There was so much of it.

Paige let out a soft, delighted laugh, reaching out to drag a finger through the warm mess on my chest. "Look at that," she whispered. "Your tits are fucking perfect, Jess."

Evan let out a final, shaky breath, his shoulders slumping as he finished. He looked spent, his cock still twitching as it began to soften, coated in the evidence of his release. Paige scooped some of the cum up in her fingers and pushed them into my mouth. It tasted salty, different from how I had expected.

The room was silent except for our heavy breathing. The three of us collapsed back on the bed, tangled together in a messy, beautiful pile of limbs and fluid.


Chapter Five




Iwas halfway between my sociology lecture and the student café when my phone buzzed in my hand. Paige’s name lit up the screen.

I smiled automatically and answered, tucking my bag higher onto my shoulder. “Hey.”

“Hey,” she said, breathless and excited. “Are you alone?”

“Just walking between lectures,” I said. “What’s up?”

There was a pause, and she laughed, a little nervously. “Okay. So. I’ve been thinking about Saturday. Like… a lot.”

My stomach tightened. “Yeah?”

“About you,” she added quickly. “And Evan. And me. And… everything.”

I stopped walking altogether.

“I know you’ve never been with anyone,” she said softly. “And after Saturday, I just kept thinking about how close we are. How safe it felt. How… hot.”

My heart was pounding now. “Paige. What are you saying?”

“I talked to Evan,” she said. “About how it might be… kind of amazing if we shared that experience.”

My mouth went dry. “Shared?”

“I’m offering,” she said, sounding excited again, “to let Evan be your first. With me there. If you want. No pressure. I just… I think it would be really hot. And really special.”

I swallowed hard, heat blooming between my thighs, my thoughts spinning wildly. “You want to watch your boyfriend fuck me?” I said.

“You don’t have to decide now,” she rushed. “It’s just that…”

“Yes,” I interrupted her. “Fucking hell… yes. Yes, please.”

Paige squealed on the phone, forcing me to hold it away from my ear. “Oh my God, I can’t wait for the weekend!”

I closed my eyes, my pulse roaring in my ears, and tried to slow my breathing as students streamed past me, completely unaware that I’d just agreed to fuck my best friend’s boyfriend. And it wasn’t just about Evan. Paige and I had… done stuff, too. It looked like my Saturday night was going to be a full-on threesome.

When I knocked, the door opened almost immediately. Paige stood there in another light summer dress. Her hair was loose, her smile bright but nervous.

“Jessie,” she said, breathless.

“Hi,” I replied.

She stepped aside to let me in.

Evan was already on the bed, stretched out on his back, like he couldn’t be more relaxed. He was in just his underwear, the black fabric doing nothing to hide the bulge of his long, soft cock. He glanced up and smiled like this wasn’t awkward at all.

“Are we… watching a film?” I said, looking at the TV, and seeing that it was off. “I… er… forgot the popcorn.”

“I think we can skip the film this week,” purred Paige, flopping onto the bed next to Evan. “Why don’t you sit there?” She pointed to the other side of Evan. I took my place, my knees tight together under my skirt. He was just lying there, propped up on a pillow and smirking.

Paige shifted on the bed until she was hovering over Evan’s lap. She looked at me, her eyes dark with hunger.

Her hands went to his waistband. “Help me, then.”

My hands were shaking as I reached out. Together, we hooked our fingers into the waistband of his black boxers. The fabric was stretched tight, and as we peeled it down, his cock sprang free. It throbbed, already semi-hard. Paige leaned down, her blonde hair spilling over Evan’s stomach as she took the head of his cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it, making a soft, wet sound that made Evan let out a sharp hiss of breath.

I could see it twitching as it grew. She took it out of her mouth, her hand still wrapped around the base.

"Your turn, Jess," she murmured.

I leaned forward, my heart hammering against my ribs. I’d never done this before. I mimicked Paige, my tongue darting out to taste the salty sweetness of him. I gave it a suck. His cock stiffened even more in my mouth until he was rock-hard. And yet the skin was still velvety-soft.

As I grew bolder, I took more of him into my mouth, my lips forming a tight seal around the thick shaft. Beside me, Paige was working the base, her hands wrapping around it. Her other hand went to his balls, cupping them and squeezing gently.

We swapped. Paige took it deeper into her mouth than I had. I licked all the way up his shaft.

"Fuck… you two," he groaned, his head rolling back against the pillow. "That feels incredible."

Paige’s tongue flicked out, and then we weren’t just licking his cock, we were kissing each other with his throbbing shaft between us.

Finally, Paige pulled back. She reached for my top, lifting it up over my stomach.

“Get undressed,” she ordered. “I want to watch him fuck you.”


Chapter Six




Ipulled off my clothes as quickly as possible until I was completely naked. I lay back on the bed, my large breasts spreading to my sides. Paige lay down next to me, still fully dressed. Evan got up on his knees, positioning himself between my legs. He used his hands to push my thighs further apart. I knew my pussy must be gaping and soaking wet; I could feel the wet arousal in my cunt.

Evan’s thumbs traced the line where my legs met my body, then spread my folds wide open. He looked down at me, that smirk still on his face, as I was completely exposed.

"Look at her, Paige," Evan murmured. “She’s so ready.” His stiff cock twitched in anticipation.

“Fuck her, then,” replied Paige impatiently. She put her hand on my breast, groping the soft flesh and then teasing my nipple with her fingers.

Evan lowered himself until I felt the weight of his cock against my mound. Paige leaned up on one elbow, her eyes fixed on the spot where Evan’s thick, pulsing cock was nudging against my entrance.

Paige’s voice dropped to a whisper. "Go on, Evan. Give it to her."

Evan shifted his weight. The broad head of his dick glided through the slickness. He pressed slowly, the tip stretching me open, and I let out a sharp, surprised gasp. I wasn’t used to being opened up so much, but it felt amazing. I lifted my legs back slightly.

He leaned forward to capture my mouth in a searing kiss. As our tongues met, he gave a slow, deliberate thrust. I felt my muscles give way, stretching and stinging momentarily before the incredible sensation of him filling me took over. He was so big, so solid, sliding into the tight, wet heat of my cunt until he was deep inside.

I broke the kiss with a choked moan. "Oh... oh God..."

I hardly had time to breathe before he pulled out and thrust inside me again. Paige grabbed my face, pulling me in for a kiss with her instead.

“You're taking him so well, Jessie," she whispered against my lips. "Look at how much of him is inside you."

I looked down between my legs. I felt so full that I thought he must be buried all the way inside, but his cock was only halfway in.

“Oh, God,” I gasped again.

He started to fuck me harder, moving rhythmically and working himself deeper each time. I moaned with every hard thrust, my eyes starting to roll back in my head. Bolts of electricity rushed through my body, every sensation delicious and perfect. Evan’s pace quickened, his breath coming faster.

He was so deep inside me, now, deeper than I thought possible. And then suddenly, his hips were slamming against my skin. I could feel his balls against my ass. His whole, massive cock was inside my cunt. I felt my arousal rocketing, my climax approaching like an unstoppable force.

Every time Evan’s hips collided with mine, the sensation radiated outward from my core, making my entire body hum with a desperate, frantic energy. I was stretched to my absolute limit, feeling the heavy, pulsing length of him filling every inch of me, bottoming out with a delicious ache that I never wanted to end.

Paige saw the look on my face, the way my fingers were clawing at the sheets. She knew I was right there, teetering on the edge of a total meltdown.

"That's it, Jess," she whispered, “Come for me.”

Her hand slid down over my stomach, finding my swollen, aching clit. The moment she touched me, I let out a strangled cry. She used the slickness already coating me to circle and press, her rhythm perfectly in sync with the heavy thud of Evan’s thrusts.

It was more than I could handle. With Evan pounding into me from the inside and Paige’s fingers driving me crazy on the outside, the world began to dissolve into white light.

"I'm… I'm gonna…" I couldn't even finish the sentence.

My internal muscles clamped down on Evan’s cock, squeezing him tightly. A split second later, a massive, shuddering orgasm ripped through me. My back arched so high off the bed that only my heels and my head were touching the mattress. I let out a long, high-pitched wail of pure release, my vision blurring as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

Paige didn't stop. She kept her fingers moving against my clit through the entire climax, ensuring every last drop of pleasure was wrung out of me. When she finally pulled her hand away, I collapsed back into the pillows, panting heavily.

But we were far from done.

“Now I want to see him take you from behind,” Paige whispered.

I rolled over and up onto my knees. My legs were still shaking. Evan moved behind me, admiring my exposed pussy and ass, and then leaning down. He tasted me with his tongue, exploring my hot, wet cunt, flicking over my still-sensitive clit.

Meanwhile, Paige was stripping as quickly as she could. Her dress came off over her head, and then the bra followed it onto the floor. She lifted her ass and slipped off her panties. She arranged herself right in front of me, leaning back and spreading her legs as wide as possible. Her pussy opened up, pink and swollen, framed with neatly trimmed hair. In the center, white arousal pooled and threatened to drip out.

As Evan licked my pussy, I bent down and did the same to Paige. The sensation was a dizzying overload of pleasure. Evan was behind me, his tongue working wonders on my soaking folds, while I was buried between Paige’s thighs, tasting her sweetness as she moaned above me.

Suddenly, I felt Evan’s tongue stray away from my pussy. Instead of the familiar flick against my clit, I felt a warm, wet pressure higher up. He pressed his tongue firmly against my asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle before giving it a long, slow lick upward.


Chapter Seven




Ijolted, my back arching as a sharp gasp escaped my lips. I hadn’t expected it… had never even considered it, but the feeling was electric, a deep, buzzing throb that seemed to connect directly to the nerves in my cunt.

"Oh! Evan... oh my God," I whimpered into Paige’s thigh.

Paige looked down at me, her face flushed and her eyes blown wide with arousal. She saw the way my body was reacting to Evan’s unexpected attention. "Ooh, Jess... is he licking your ass?" she asked.

I couldn't even answer; I just let out a low, affirmative moan as Evan’s tongue pressed deeper, teasing the sensitive opening.

"God, I love that," Paige whispered, her hips rocking to grind her pussy against my face.

Paige shifted, grabbing her own knees and pulling her legs back toward her chest, exposing herself completely to me. She tilted her hips, presenting her own puckered rear entrance to my face.

"Your turn," she breathed, her gaze fixed on mine. "Do it to me, Jessie. I want to feel your tongue right there while he does it to you."

The sight of her being so exposed like that was such a turn-on. While Evan continued his slow, rhythmic licking of my behind, I leaned forward and pressed my tongue against Paige. As soon as I made contact, she let out a piercing shriek of pleasure, her fingers digging into her own thighs as we both hovered on the edge of another shattering climax.

Behind me, Evan continued to lick my ass as he pushed two thick fingers deep into my cunt. My pussy clenched around him. I did the same to Paige, sliding my fingers into her and curling them up to press against her G-spot. She was so wet that it was practically running down my hand. I pressed my tongue more firmly against her ass, and she came hard.

With a loud scream, her body bucked and twisted, her cunt gripping my fingers. That pushed me over the edge, too, and I came with a long, loud moan of relief. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I would have collapsed on the bed if Evan hadn’t been holding me firmly.

I’d barely finished coming before I felt his cock against my pussy. With a firm thrust, he was inside me again, burying himself all the way to the hilt in one go.

The sensation of him bottoming out inside me while I was still vibrating from my orgasm was almost too much to bear. I let out a jagged, breathless sob of pleasure, my forehead resting against the mattress as Evan took control. He was behind me, his strong hands gripping my ass as he began to drive into me.

Every time his hips slammed against me, the sound of skin meeting skin echoed through the small room. I felt every inch of his thick, rigid length sliding through my slickness, stretching me wide and filling me so completely that I couldn’t think of anything else.

Paige was still coming down from her own high, but she wasn't content to just watch. She crawled forward on the bed, her face flushed and her hair a wild, golden mess. I felt her hands on my ass, and then her fingers pressing against my tight, puckered rear entrance.

As Evan fucked me, Paige opened me up, pushing two fingers into my ass. The combined stretch sent more waves of pleasure flooding through my body. I buried my face in the pillows and came again, almost blacking out with the intensity. I felt my ass clench around Paige’s fingers, as my cunt pulsed around Evan’s thick shaft.

“I’m gonna come,” Evan growled.

"Inside her, Evan! Do it!" Paige commanded, her voice high and excited.

Evan gave one final thrust, burying himself as deep as he could possibly go. He froze there, his entire body trembling with the force of his release. I felt the hot, thick pulses of his cum flooding my insides, filling me to the point of overflowing. My own internal muscles clenched around him, drawing out every last drop.

He collapsed forward, his chest heavy against my back, his breath hot on my neck. Paige slipped underneath me, opening her mouth and licking at my over-stimulated clit. Evan pulled slowly out. As soon as the head was clear of my opening, my pussy contracted, and his cum flooded out, right into Paige’s open mouth.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were glistening, and she flashed a triumphant, messy grin up at me. Evan groaned softly, rolling off my back and collapsing onto the mattress beside us. I flopped down next to him, my whole body filled with a wonderful ache. Paige crawled up between us, settling into the middle. She put one arm behind Evan and one behind me, pulling us both close.

"Well, Jess," she whispered. “You’re no longer a virgin. Did it live up to the hype?”

I let out a shaky, half-breathless laugh. “It was… amazing. I don’t think most people’s first time is quite like that.”

Evan reached over, his hand finding mine and squeezing it gently. “You girls are both incredible.”

We stayed like that for a long time, three bodies tangled together in a messy, beautiful heap, the only sound the frantic beating of our hearts.


Epilogue




The next week, we did watch a movie. It was some stupid romantic comedy chosen by Evan just because it had surfing in it. I knew we were going to have sex when it finished, but we savored the anticipation this time instead of rushing into it. I even remembered the popcorn.

When the credits were over, I leaned over to Paige and kissed her long and hard. She moaned into my mouth as Evan started running his hands up her sides.

But then she pulled away, slightly. “Jessie,” she said.

“What?”

“There’s something I… we want to ask you.”

My heart started racing in my chest. “Sure.”

Paige took my hand in hers, her fingers interlaced with mine, while Evan shifted so his hand was on my thigh.

“Last week... it wasn't just a one-off for us,” Paige started. “I’ve spent the last few days thinking about how much more fun everything is when you’re here. Not just the sex, but the talking, the laughing... the way the three of us just work.”

Evan nodded in agreement.

“We don’t want you to feel like a ‘guest’ or a ‘plus-one’ to our relationship. We want you to be in it. With us. An equal partner. Our girlfriend.”

My breath caught. I looked from Paige’s hopeful face to Evan’s supportive smile. The idea of all three of us being in a relationship together was more than I had hoped. I felt a surge of affection through me that was even more powerful than the lust I’d felt earlier.

“You mean... like a real throuple?” I whispered.

“If you’ll have us,” Evan said, his thumb tracing slow circles on my skin.

“God, yes,” I breathed, a huge smile breaking across my face. “I’ve been so worried I was going to overstay my welcome. I want this. I want both of you.”

Paige squealed, pulling me into a fierce hug that sent us both toppling back onto the pillows. Evan let out a triumphant laugh, throwing his arms around both of us as we tumbled into a tangled, happy pile.

“Good,” Paige murmured against my neck, her hands already sliding up my skirt and into my panties. “Because now that the serious stuff is out of the way… I want to fuck you until your soul leaves your body…”

THE END
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