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      Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

      But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

      Click here to join my newsletter!

      

      Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/c44f97845f6a/selena-hart

      

      No spam, just romance goodies!
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      Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.
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      I squinted against the glare of the midday sun and fanned myself with a magazine, trying to beat back the heat that was typical for July in Georgia. Across from me, Madison was sipping on her iced coffee, her brows furrowed over the latest gossip article. We were ensconced in our usual corner at the quirky little downtown café we’d haunted since high school, surrounded by mismatched furniture and the comforting smell of roasted beans.

      "So..." I drew out the word, trying to affect nonchalance even as excitement bubbled in my chest. "Connor and I are going away for the weekend."

      Madison’s eyes flickered up, interest piqued. "Oh? Where to?"

      "His parents' cabin," I said, grinning now. I reached for my phone, swiped to find the photo Connor had sent me, and turned the screen towards her. "Look at this place."

      Her eyes widened as she took in the image of a rustic log cabin nestled among towering pines, its windows aglow with welcoming light. A stone chimney promised a cozy fireplace inside, and a lake shimmered in the background under the setting sun.

      "Wow," she breathed out, handing back my phone. "That looks like something out of a magazine. Lucky you!"

      I could hear the genuine happiness for me in her voice, but there was something else too—a wistful note that pricked at my conscience. Madison hadn't had much luck with guys lately; her last relationship had ended abruptly when she found out her then-boyfriend had been less than faithful.

      "Yeah," I nodded, feeling a sudden twist of guilt in my stomach. "It's gorgeous." I chewed on my lower lip while studying Madison’s face for any sign that she might need more than just happy stories from me right now.

      "A whole weekend away from this heat," she mused, fanning herself with one hand. "With your very cute boyfriend. Must be nice." Her smile was quick but didn’t quite reach her eyes.

      "It's not like it's Paris or anything," I tried to downplay it, wanting to bridge the gap between excitement and empathy.

      Madison chuckled and rolled her eyes. "Please, that cabin is probably better than Paris right now. No lines for the Louvre or dealing with snobby waiters."

      I laughed too, but there was an unease settling like pebbles in my stomach. My excitement felt indulgent now—gross even—with Madison stuck here working double shifts at the bookstore.

      "Hey," I said suddenly, an idea sparking to life. "Why don't you come with us? There's plenty of room, and Connor loves you—you're like a sister to him." The words tumbled out before I could stop them.

      Madison’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Really? You'd want me to third-wheel your romantic getaway?"

      I waved away her concern with a flick of my wrist. "It's not like that. It's huge—you wouldn't be a third wheel; you'd be a... free spirit doing your own thing!" I was babbling now, but seeing her surprised smile made it feel worth it.

      She tilted her head considering it for a moment before shaking her head slowly. "I can't crash your couple's retreat, Kait. Besides, I've got a mountain of shifts I can’t exactly dump on anyone else," Madison said, though I could tell she was touched by the offer.

      "But it would be so much fun! And Connor seriously won't mind. Plus, you need a break," I insisted, my heart sinking just a bit at the thought of her turning down the chance to escape the mundane—even if just for a weekend.

      Madison took a long sip of her coffee, eyes thoughtful over the rim of her cup. "I appreciate it, really, but I think this should be your time," she said gently. "You guys need that alone time too, especially with how busy Connor’s been with school lately."

      It was true; Connor's studies had been insane, and our moments together were often wedged between classes and part-time jobs. This weekend was supposed to be our oasis in a desert of schedules and responsibilities.

      "You're sure?" I prodded one last time, feeling a pang of sadness at the idea of leaving her behind.

      "Positive." Madison smiled warmly. "But I want pictures! And stories! Or our friendship will be on thin ice."

      Her laugh was genuine this time, and it eased some of the weight from my chest. We spent the next hour talking about everything and nothing—just like we always did—until Madison glanced at her watch with a grimace.

      "I gotta head out," she said with reluctance. "The stacks at the bookstore wait for no woman."

      "I'll let you know everything that happens," I promised as she stood up to leave.

      She wagged an index finger at me. "You better. Have a great trip, Kait," Madison said with a sincerity that warmed me through and through.

      I watched as she pushed through the café doors and stepped into the blinding light outside before disappearing from view. For a fleeting moment, I imagined what it would be like to share this upcoming adventure with my best friend at my side—impromptu karaoke sessions in the living room, midnight confessions under starry skies beside the lake—the kind of memories that are made sweeter by shared laughter.

      But as I sat there alone amidst the hum of conversation and clinking cups, I tucked away that fleeting dream for another day. This weekend was about finding quiet moments with Connor, rekindling flames that had flickered low beneath the demands of daily life.

      Picking up my phone, I texted him: 'Can't wait for our weekend getaway. Love you.' As I sent off the message into the digital ether, I hoped beyond hope that this trip would be everything we needed it to be—a welcome reprieve from our chaotic lives.
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        * * *

      

      Connor's laughter reverberated through the room, a warm, comforting sound that always managed to make me smile. But right then, I was more focused on the twist in my stomach—the guilt that seemed to have taken up permanent residence ever since Madison had declined my invitation.

      "Kidnap her, huh?" I echoed, a half-hearted chuckle escaping me. I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, leaning back against the soft cushions of our worn-out couch. "I'm pretty sure that's illegal, you know?"

      He scooted closer, his knee brushing against mine as he took my hand in his. "Only if you get caught," Connor said with a wink, his voice dropping to an exaggerated conspiratorial whisper. His hair was a cascade of deep brown waves that caught the light and fell playfully across his forehead, prompting an unconscious brush of his hand to push it back into place.

      Standing at just over six feet tall, Alex possessed an athletic build sculpted by an active lifestyle rather than hours in the gym. His movements were fluid - a runner's grace mixed with a surfer's balance. He was so attractive that I wondered every day how I’d managed to snag a hunk like him.

      I shook my head, though I couldn't help but feel the corners of my mouth twitching upwards. "You're ridiculous," I said. But the truth was, I loved his ridiculousness—his ability to turn even my worries into something light and laughable.

      Connor squeezed my hand and his playfulness faded into a more serious expression. "Kaitlyn, Madison is your best friend; she'd want you to enjoy this weekend without feeling guilty about it."

      I sighed, knowing he was right. Madison had been the one to practically push me out the door when I'd been hesitant about going at all. She knew how much stress school and work had been for both Connor and me lately and understood how rare it was for us to find time alone together.

      "I just hate leaving her behind," I murmured. Madison had been going through her own rough patch—a breakup that had left her reeling—and the last thing I wanted was for her to feel lonely while we were off enjoying ourselves.

      Connor stood and pulled me to my feet with an easy strength that still surprised me sometimes. "Tell you what," he said, tugging me toward him until we were chest-to-chest, "we'll give her one more chance to come along. And if she still says no, we'll bring her back something nice from the trip." His blue eyes sparkled with sincerity. "Deal?"

      My heart swelled at his thoughtfulness—not just for me but for Madison as well. He truly was the best kind of partner someone could ask for.

      "Deal," I agreed, wrapping my arms around his neck.

      And so it was decided: another attempt would be made to coax Madison into joining us on our idyllic escape—even though deep down, part of me cherished the notion of uninterrupted time with Connor in his parents' secluded cabin nestled among the whispering pines.

      But as we went over what we could say to Madison, it became clear that Connor was onto something... Kidnapping aside, perhaps a little surprise wouldn't hurt—something special to remind her that she wasn't just my best friend, but ours.
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        * * *

      

      With the decision made, Connor and I put our plan into action. We left our cozy apartment, trying not to sweat under the summer heat, and headed to the quaint little bookstore where Madison worked.

      The door chimed as we entered, announcing our arrival. The smell of old books reached me and settled deep within my bones. I could see why Madison chose this job, even if it did end up being more work than she’d bargained for. Madison was there, as predicted, focused on a stack of books she needed to put up. She looked up, her hazel eyes lighting up when she saw us.

      "Hey," she said, her voice laced with surprise. "What brings you guys here?"

      "We came to see you," I said as we approached her table. "We have a proposition for you."

      Madison's brow arched skeptically, but her lips quirked in amusement. "Oh? Do tell."

      Connor sat down next to her, the eagerness clear on his face. "We're giving you one more chance to join us at the cabin," he said. "It won't be the same without you."

      I nodded earnestly. "Really, Maddy. We're going to have an amazing time and it would mean a lot to both of us if you came along."

      She hesitated, biting her lower lip in thought—a habit she had whenever she was wavering.

      "It's just…" Madison began, trailing off as if unsure how to continue.

      Connor leaned forward, his tone gentle but persuasive. "Maddy, we all need a break sometimes. And I promise, no strings attached—just good company and the great outdoors."

      Her gaze flitted between Connor and me; I could almost see the walls she had built around herself start to crumble.

      "Okay," she finally breathed out, a tentative smile blooming on her face that reached all the way to her eyes. "I'll come."

      My heart leaped with joy and relief; there was no hiding the excitement in my voice as I exclaimed, "Really?"

      "Yeah," she confirmed with a short laugh that held a hint of liberation. "Yes."

      As we celebrated over coffee and scones, planning out our weekend getaway together, I felt a warm glow of contentment settle over me. Connor's hand found mine under the table, giving it an affectionate squeeze.

      But amidst the laughter and lighthearted banter, I couldn't shake off an uneasy thought that crept up uninvited—what if something happened between them? What if Madison's beauty captivated Connor in a way I never could?

      I chided myself internally; these were my two favorite people in the world—the people I trusted most—and yet here I was succumbing to baseless fears. No matter how irrational it seemed though, there it was: a tiny seed of doubt planted in my mind that threatened to grow roots if I let it fester.

      It took every ounce of willpower not to let those thoughts show on my face—to simply smile and join in while we planned our trip together.
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        * * *

      

      The morning burst into our bedroom with an enthusiasm that could only be matched by the flutter of excitement in my stomach. It was finally here—the day Connor, Madison, and I were leaving for the cabin. I had packed and repacked my duffel bag a dozen times, ensuring I hadn't forgotten anything essential for our little escape to the woods.

      Connor's laugh echoed from the living room, prompting an involuntary smile to grace my lips. His joy was infectious. Today wasn't just a trip; it was his chance to share a part of his world with me—a secluded cabin tucked away among towering pines, a place he described with such fondness that it had become a daydream of mine to see.

      Madison was picking us up, her old Jeep as reliable as her cheerful disposition. When she arrived, honking twice, Connor was already hauling our bags downstairs while I cast a final glance around the apartment to ensure we hadn't left anything behind.

      I slipped into the back seat, sandwiched between our luggage and the promise of an adventure. Connor claimed shotgun, his hand reaching back to give mine a reassuring squeeze as Madison navigated through the city streets with practiced ease.

      The hum of tires against asphalt became our soundtrack as buildings gave way to open fields and the skyline receded into a distant memory. There were times when conversation flowed freely between us, full of laughter and wild plans for our days at the lake. But in quieter moments, I found myself adrift in thought, gazing out at the blur of greenery speeding past my window.

      It was during one such lull that I caught sight of them in the rearview mirror—Connor, leaning forward with that boyish grin plastered across his face, and Madison, glancing sideways at him with an expression I couldn't read. They shared a fleeting moment over some private joke before erupting into laughter. That pang of unease hit me harder than expected.

      I reassured myself it was nothing—that their friendship was as platonic as it had always been—but seeing them so close stirred up fears I didn't want to admit to owning. It didn't help that Madison was effortlessly beautiful with her sun-kissed skin and waves of hair that seemed to capture the very essence of summer itself.

      I pushed those worries aside as we turned off onto a gravel road that snaked deeper into the forest. The anticipation built up again inside me like bubbles rising in champagne. The Jeep's tires crunched over stones and potholes until we finally emerged into a clearing where the cabin stood—a rustic refuge set against a backdrop of nature so picturesque it could have been lifted from a postcard.

      We clambered out of the Jeep, stretching limbs cramped from hours on the road. Connor's eyes lit up as he took in his childhood haven, and any residual tension melted away when I watched his face transform with pure happiness. Madison let out a low whistle, admiring the view from the porch before turning to wink at me.

      "We're going to have an amazing time," she said, sincerity underpinning her words.

      I nodded and smiled, reminding myself that I’d never had a bad experience with my best friend, and I was sure this trip would be no exception.

      Connor's parents' cabin was straight out of a travel magazine, with its rustic charm and the promise of seclusion. The wooden walls held the echo of fond memories and the porch swing swayed as if it beckoned us to come and make more. Stepping out of the car, I inhaled the crisp mountain air – it smelled like pine needles and freedom.

      Madison stretched her arms above her head, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "First order of business," she declared, "we build the mother of all fortresses. We are adults, yes, but who said we can't let our inner kids play architect?"

      Connor chuckled, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. "Sounds like we're about to get crafty," he said. "I believe there's an old tent and some blankets in the shed. We could create something epic."

      "Team Fortress!" Madison pumped her fist into the air, making us both laugh.

      We made our way inside, where Connor started a fire in the stone hearth while Madison and I raided every closet for spare blankets and pillows. The warmth from the burgeoning flames crackled softly in the background as we gathered our materials for construction.

      I couldn't help but revel in how easily we all fit together – like pieces in a puzzle that you didn't realize were missing until they clicked into place. With Madison's wild ideas and Connor's steady hands, we transformed the living room into a stronghold of couch cushions and quilts.

      "There," Madison announced triumphantly after flinging a string of fairy lights across the entrance. "I dare say even Peter Pan wouldn't mind growing up if he had this."

      Connor stood beside me, his hand finding mine as we admired our handiwork. The flickering light from the hearth danced across his face, highlighting a soft smile that reached his eyes.

      "We should break in our fortress with some ghost stories," he suggested, voice low and playful. "Scare each other silly until none of us want to venture outside to face the real spooks."

      I squeezed his hand in agreement, already running through a mental list of tales that would send shivers down our spines. The cabin felt alive with our energy; it thrummed with potential for memories yet to be made.

      "Ghost stories it is," I said. "But first we raid the kitchen. No night of fear and fun is complete without snacks to fuel our courage."

      Laughing together, we set off towards the kitchen, our footsteps echoing through the hallowed halls.
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        * * *

      

      The fire crackled, sending shadows dancing across the walls of Connor's parents' cabin as the final whispers of my ghost story hung in the heavy air. I watched Connor's face, illuminated by the orange glow, his eyes wide with feigned terror. Beside him, Madison's laughter broke the silence, unraveling the tense atmosphere I'd woven with practiced precision.

      "That was a good one, Kait," Madison gasped between chuckles, her mirth like music against the backdrop of the night. Connor grinned and nodded in agreement, his hand finding mine and giving it an affectionate squeeze.

      I couldn't help but smile back, the warmth from the fire battling against the chill that had nothing to do with the temperature and everything to do with the thrill of a well-told tale. "I aim to please," I replied with mock modesty.

      That's when Madison sprang her spontaneous idea on us, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "You know what would be even more thrilling? A midnight swim in the lake."

      I hesitated, glancing out of the window at the dark waters beyond. The idea of submerging into its inky depths sent a shiver down my spine – one not entirely unpleasant. "I didn't bring a swimsuit," I said, already envisioning how cold and infinite the water would feel.

      Madison wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "Who needs swimsuits? Skinny dipping is way more exhilarating."

      My mouth fell open slightly at her boldness; Madison had always been the daring one, pushing boundaries in ways I both admired and feared. But skinny dipping? With both my best friend and my boyfriend present?

      Madison laughed at my expression and added, "Come on, Kaitlyn. It's not like we haven't seen you in your birthday suit before—just never at the same time." Her reassurance carried an undertone of challenge that piqued my competitive spirit.

      From beside me, Connor smirked—a silent partner in crime to Madison's audacious plot. "I'm in if you are, babe," he said casually as though it was an everyday suggestion.

      A part of me wanted to retreat into my comfort zone, to laugh off their proposal and suggest another round of stories instead. But as Connor’s eyes met mine—a mixture of excitement and anticipation—I felt something akin to adventure stir within me.

      With a deep breath to steel myself for whatever reactions this might provoke within our dynamics, I stood up. "Alright," I said, my voice a mix of trepidation and resolve. "Let's be reckless."

      We made our way through the back door and onto the moonlit path that led to the lake. The forest hummed with nocturnal life around us as we shed our clothes like layers of inhibitions under the watchful gaze of a thousand stars.

      The moon loomed large in the dark sky, its light shimmering on the placid surface of the lake like a scattering of diamonds. The gentle night breeze carried whispers of adventure and rebellion as I stood there with Madison and Connor at the edge of Connor’s parent’s property with nothing but time and youthful impulsiveness.

      With my heart thudding against my ribcage, I glanced over at Madison. She was vibrant energy personified, always the first to lead us into mischief. I could sense Connor's anticipation, his body taut like a coiled spring.

      “Go on, Kaitlyn,” Maddison said with a smirk. “Let’s see the goods.”

      Hesitantly, I reached down to the hem of my tank top and began to pull it up over my head, feeling the cool air kiss my skin as it was exposed. My hands trembled slightly as I undid my shorts, letting them drop to the grass beneath my feet with a soft whisper. My cheeks flushed with heat even in the night's chill—the vulnerability of undressing out here where anyone could stumble upon us was both terrifying and electrifying.

      Stealing a glance at Madison, I felt a twinge of inadequacy. She stripped effortlessly, her confidence unfaltering as she revealed more and more of her flawless skin. Even in the dim light, Madison seemed to glow, her figure a sculpted work of art that she bore without an ounce of self-consciousness.

      Her body was lean and athletic, with long legs and toned muscles, with faint freckles sprinkled across her shoulders and down her arms. Her chest was small but firm, as she stood with her arms raised above her head. Madison’s face flushed with excitement and her eyes were bright with laughter.

      It was then that I caught Connor's gaze lingering on her for a lingering moment—a silent appreciation etched on his face before he quickly looked away. A rush of jealousy clawed at my insides; he was mine, wasn't he? Yet there it was—that unwelcome flare of arousal that sparked at the idea of him finding Madison attractive. It mingled with my envy, leaving me in an emotional tangle I couldn't quite unravel.

      Trying to shake off the feeling, I focused on Connor as he too shed his clothes with casual nonchalance. His body was familiar to me—every line and curve etched into my memory—but tonight there was something different about him, a subtle thrumming energy that made him seem almost like a stranger.

      I caught Madison sneaking a peek, not just at Connor’s body, but at his cock specifically. I couldn’t help but notice that it was half hard and I wondered whose body it was for, or was it for both of ours simultaneously?

      As we stood there, three figures illuminated by moonlight and charged with tension, I wrapped my arms around myself—less for warmth than for comfort. Something was shifting between us. I could feel it.

      With a breathy laugh, Madison broke the silence, running toward the water in full unabashed nudity before diving gracefully into the lake. The splash echoed across the still surface as she emerged moments later with a triumphant whoop.

      “Come on!” she beckoned with that impish grin of hers that had lured us into countless escapades before.

      Connor followed suit without hesitation, his powerful strokes cutting through the water towards Madison. They seemed like two celestial beings entwined in some cosmic dance, surrounded by liquid darkness.

      I took a tentative step forward and another until the cool water lapped at my toes. With each step deeper into the lake, I felt the layers of reality, and my own insecurities, wash away. My body submerged in the gentle embrace of the lake, and I pushed off into its depths, leaving behind the weight of my thoughts on the shore.

      I swam towards Connor and Madison. As I approached them, their laughter bubbled up to meet me, and any remnants of jealousy momentarily evaporated in their infectious happiness.

      We met in the center of the lake. Madison splashed water at us playfully, her eyes sparkling with life. Connor retaliated with a wave of his own, and soon we were all caught up in a spirited water fight that had us shrieking and laughing like children without a care in the world.

      In the midst of our play, Connor caught my gaze and held it with an intensity that slowed my breath. Something new was brewing there. Thoughts I didn’t recognize. He reached out for me through the water, pulling me towards him until we were close enough to share warmth.

      As he wrapped his arms around me, our skin slick and cool against each other, I felt his rock-hard dick press against my abs. I wrapped my legs around him, slick with arousal, almost forgetting that my best friend was right there.

      “You guys want to do it? Don’t mind me,” Madison joked.

      My cheeks flushed and I slowly uncoiled from Connor.

      “See,” she said. “This is why I didn’t want to interrupt your vacation. I’ll go inside and let you two bang out here. Really, I don’t mind.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous, Maddy. Connor and I can fuck anytime. This trip is special, because you’re here, not despite it.”

      “If you say so.” Madison shrugged, then splashed me again.

      “She does, and so do I,” Connor added confidently.

      Eventually, as a hint of dawn tinged the horizon with pink, we made our way back to shore. Shivering now from both chill and adrenaline's fade, we gathered our clothes in silence. We dressed quietly under the waning stars, each lost in our own thoughts. I wondered if Connor’s and Madison’s thoughts were beginning to match my own.

      As we walked back to the house clutching our clothes to our wet, naked bodies, I felt a sense of contentment settle over me.

      As the first rays of sunlight broke through the trees, casting golden beams on our path home, I knew that whatever happened next—whatever uncertainties lay ahead—I had this moment etched into my being; pure, wild, and beautifully ours.

      Despite the sun barely crawling its way up the horizon, I couldn't tear my eyes away from Madison's retreating form. The dawn light danced across her skin, painting her with a glow that belonged to the realm of Renaissance paintings. I was acutely aware of Connor’s gaze trailing along Madison's figure as well, and his silent appreciation twisted something deep within me.

      “I think I’ll take a shower and wash off.” Madison turned toward me and took my hand. “Come on, Kaitlyn. We can soap each other down.” She winked, not at me, but at Connor. The faint sound of a stifled groan bubbled in Connor’s throat. What was Madison trying to do? Torture him?

      “You want me to shower with you?”

      “Duh. It’s no big deal.”

      I swallowed. It shouldn’t be a big deal, but it was starting to become one for me. I’d seen Madison naked a handful of times, but never in a settling like this. I reluctantly followed after her, feeling Connor’s gaze on both of us as we left.

      Madison paused at the threshold of the bathroom, her wet hair clinging to her back, turning to look over her shoulder with those mesmerizing green eyes.

      "Come on," Madison whispered, breaking the spell as she gently tugged on my hand.

      I relented, stepping toward her and allowing myself to be guided into the bathroom. The sound of running water filled my ears as Madison turned on the shower and pulled back the curtain. The heat beckoned us closer, compelling me to do things with Madison I’d never done before.

      The cabin's bathroom was small but welcoming—the honeyed scent of pine mingling with lavender soap creating an intoxicating atmosphere. Madison stepped into the shower first, her body disappearing behind a veil of mist. She looked back at me expectantly, and suddenly there was nothing else in the world but her invitation and my racing heartbeat.

      With a deep breath, I followed her. Our bodies were mere inches apart now. Droplets cascaded down Madison’s shoulders and over curves that I had come to know as well as my own—though never in such intimate detail.

      I was struck by an unfamiliar urge—a longing for connection that went beyond friendship or any simple attraction. My breath hitched in my throat at how natural it felt to be here with her like this, yet also how forbidden it all seemed.

      As Madison reached for a bottle of soap, I knew that whatever hesitation I possessed was being washed away with each passing moment.

      “Turn around,” Madison said. “Let me wash your back.”

      Hesitantly, I turned. Madison had never asked to wash me before, but here we were. Her hands grazed over my skin, a feather-light touch, as she spread soap over my shoulders and down my back. Her fingers brushed against my ass but didn’t dip further. If they had, they would’ve discovered how wet I was, and not from the shower.

      Madison then moved her hands around to my stomach and slowly guided them upward. My nipples hardened and my breath hitched as her lips met my ear. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

      I exhaled a shuddering breath and shook my head. “No,” I said. “Keep washing me.” I used those words because I was too scared to tell her what I really wanted. A kiss, a touch, an exploration. Her hands drifted over the swell of my breasts, my nipples pressing against her palms. Because of the vagueness of my words, she didn’t squeeze or linger, but drifted upward still until her hands were sliding down my arms and back up to my neck.

      She squirted more soap in her hands and knelt behind me, lathering my legs. This time, she touched my ass but only for a moment. “Kaitlyn, you’re shaking,” she said.

      I winced at how my body betrayed me. “Am I?”

      “Does this make you nervous? We can stop.”

      I shook my head again, too afraid to speak the words. “We’re just washing each other, right?”

      Her swallow was audible. “Yes. That’s all we’re doing.”

      She slipped her hands between my thighs and inadvertently brushed against my clit. I stifled a whimper, hoping she hadn’t heard it. Her touch traveled down toward my knees, massaging my calves and rubbing over my feet.

      Madison stood and picked up the shampoo, working it through my hair with deft fingers. Their touch on my scalp soothed every thought and fear. I couldn’t think straight, and for once, that was a good thing. When Madison was done, she pulled me backward, into her, so that I was positioned under the stream of water.

      I felt it cascade down my body, sending soap bubbles everywhere. Once I was clean, I turned around, watching water drip down Madison’s gorgeous face, a stunning canvas of sharp angles and graceful curves. I’d never seen it quite like this before. Her long eyelashes framed her piercing green eyes, only enhancing their intense gaze. Her full lips held a hint of a smirk, and strands of damp hair clung to her face. I gently pushed them away.

      “Your turn,” I said.

      We switched positions with Madison in front of me. I picked up the soap and lathered it in my trembling fingers. When they made contact with Madison’s shoulders, I felt her tense. “Is this okay?” I asked with gentle strokes across her skin.

      “Yes,” she said. “Keep going.”

      I continued to wash her, soaping up every inch of skin. I’d never had a chance to admire it up close before, and I felt even more envious of it. When my fingers dipped between Madison’s thighs, she exhaled.

      “Kaitlyn?”

      I swallowed. “Hm?”

      “You can…um…” She couldn’t get the words out but I knew they were the same ones I was too afraid to speak, or at least, I hoped they were. I tested my theory by brushing against her clit on ‘accident.’ When a moan escaped her perfect lips, I dared to go further.

      I gripped her hips and angled them toward me. Madison instinctively bent over, resting her hands against the shower wall. The water drifted over her skin, washing away the soap, and I had a clear view of just how wet she was.

      I’d never gone down on a girl before, but this was more than that. This was Madison, my best friend, and the closeness I felt with her in this moment. I wanted to push it further, to taste her.

      I stretched out my tongue and pressed it against her slit. Her body jerked, and she gasped out my name. Emboldened by her reaction, I did it again, this time sliding my tongue between her folds, lapping at her juices like a thirsty cat.

      The tang of her arousal was intoxicating, and the way she responded to me sent shivers down my spine. I hooked my arm around her thigh to steady her as I continued to explore every inch of her pussy with my tongue and lips, sucking gently on her clit as I went.

      "Oh, Kaitlyn," she moaned, her voice hoarse with need. "Oh my god, don't stop."

      I didn't plan on it. I trailed kisses up one leg, teasing the inside of her thigh before moving to the other. The tender skin there deserved just as much attention as the rest of her, and I wasn't about to leave any part of her body untouched.

      My fingers delved inside her wetness while my tongue roamed over her clit, feeling how tight she was around them. Madison's nails dug into the shower wall as she began rocking against me, finding a rhythm that had her moaning louder.

      "Kaitlyn," she panted out between ragged breaths, "I can't... Much more..."

      The steam from the shower encased us in a warm, comforting shroud as Madison's words dissolved into shaky moans. Each breath of pleasure was like music, spurring me on to lavish her with more fervor. I added another finger, curving them just so, seeking out the spot inside her that I knew would make her unravel.

      Her movements grew more frantic, less coordinated. She was close; I could tell by the way her body began to tense and tremble. The slick sounds of our skin and the water mingling were drowned out only by our combined gasps and sighs.

      "Right there, Kaitlyn... right there."

      I intensified my efforts, determined to chase her over that edge. With each lick of her swollen clit, I felt her inner walls clenched around my fingers in rhythmic spasms. Her breath hitched, and a high, keening wail broke free from deep within her throat as she came undone.

      Madison's legs quaked uncontrollably as her orgasm washed over her like the hot water cascading down our bodies. Slowly, reverently, I eased back to allow her to catch her breath, watching with awe-struck eyes as she slumped against the tiled wall, a blissful smile curving her lips.

      "Jesus... Kaitlyn," Madison breathed out after a long moment of silence punctuated only by the sound of water droplets falling. She reached for me with arms that still bore the evidence of her recent euphoria—a fine tremor that resonated through our damp skin upon contact.

      I rose to stand before her, feeling an innate sense of pride swelling in my chest for having been able to give this experience to someone who meant so much to me. Our gazes locked; blue eyes met green in an exchange burgeoning with emotions neither one of us had dared to voice out loud until now.

      "Madison," I said softly, my voice nearly lost amidst the patter of water around us. She leaned forward and captured my lips in a kiss that was both tender and fierce—a mirror reflection of everything that had just happened between us.

      She smiled. “You still have to wash my hair.”

      I nodded, finding it an odd thing to say at a time like this. Nonetheless, I reached for the shampoo, shocked when Madison lowered to her knees. “What are you doing?”

      “Returning the favor,” she said with a smirk. It was then that I realized what she’d been suggesting.

      I squirted the shampoo into my palm and ran my fingers through her hair. Her thumb pulled up on the skin just above my clit and she stretched out her tongue.

      “Oh, god,” I gasped. The water cascading over us, mingling with her hot, wet tongue was almost too much to bear. I grabbed onto the showerhead for support, dropping the bottle of shampoo in my haste.

      “I got this,” she purred, her voice vibrating against me. She worked her tongue in slow, lazy circles around my entrance while her fingers massaged my clit leisurely. I moaned, tipsy from the intoxicating mix of her arousal and shampoo filling the air.

      “Maddie, I’m gonna—”

      “Shh,” she said soothingly, pressing her lips firmly against my clit. My legs buckled but she held me up, devouring me ravenously like a woman starved. Her tongue flicked and lapped at me with delicious precision until I saw stars behind my eyelids and exploded against her mouth with a hoarse cry.

      Madison stood up smoothly, a triumphant gleam in her eye. The water was warm on my hypersensitive skin, and for a moment, everything except for the sound of our breathing and the drumming of water faded into the background.

      Her hair was stuck to her forehead, darkened by the water and clinging like seaweed caught in the tide. Without a word, I grabbed the shampoo again – my hands steadier this time – and focused on creating a lather in her damp locks. The task gave me purpose as I struggled to regain my senses.

      "Felt good?" she teased gently as I massaged her scalp, working into a methodical rhythm.

      I chuckled breathlessly, "You know it did."

      We fell into comfortable silence while I washed her hair. Madison closed her eyes, letting out a soft hum of pleasure at the feeling of my fingers soothingly moving across her head.

      The water turned cooler as it washed away the soap from her hair, and goosebumps formed on our skin.

      "Okay," I said after rinsing out the last of the suds. "All done."

      Madison reached out to turn off the faucet, and we were enveloped in sudden silence except for the drip-drops echoing off the stall. We grabbed towels and wrapped them around ourselves, not quite ready to break whatever spell had been cast over us in that shower.

      "So," she began hesitantly as she dried off her arms. "What happens now?"

      I took a deep breath, feeling warmth flood through me that had nothing to do with water or steam. "Now we get dressed."

      Madison and I got dressed in silence, taking turns blow-drying our hair. When we were finished, we met Connor downstairs in the kitchen. He had used the other shower to clean himself, and I suddenly felt guilt that he’d been all alone while Madison and I were pleasing each other.

      Then I chastised myself. What did I expect? For Connor to join us. But the thought didn’t make me feel as jealous as it should have. Suddenly, the thought of sharing Connor with Madison seemed as natural as breathing.

      “Enjoy your shower ladies?” Connor flashed us a smirk. Madison’s cheeks flushed and I was sure by the heat in mine that my skin was pink too.

      Madison grabbed the piece of toast Connor was holding in his fingers and took a bite. “We did. But I’m exhausted.” Her eyes met mine and glimmered with our secret. “I think I’ll need a nap before we do anything else today.”

      Connor and I nodded. We could both use naps too, though I wasn’t sure if I’d ever sleep again. Madison finished her toast—well, Connor’s toast—and downed some water before disappearing into the guest room.

      Connor took my hand and pulled me in close, planting a kiss on the top of my head. “I suppose we should get some sleep too.”

      I nodded against his chest, but guilt tightened around my neck like a noose. “Connor, I have something I have to tell you.”

      His fingers brushed against my hair. “I already know. I heard you two.”

      I pulled back, as horrified as I was relieved. “What do you mean, you heard us?”

      “You both took longer in the shower than I did. I came upstairs to check on you two and heard both of you moaning. I wasn’t sure what was happening until I heard you.” He grinned. “I know that sound.”

      “What do you mean you came upstairs to check on us? You mean you came upstairs to sneak a peek at Madison!”

      Connor’s brows shot up. “Wait a minute, now, you’re the one who let her go down on you.”

      I backed up until my hips hit the kitchen counter. “How do you know she went down on me? How do you know she wasn’t fingering me?”

      Embarrassment turned Connor’s face red. He’d been caught. I realized then that he’d seen us. He’d watched the whole thing. That raised a single question in my mind. Had Madison known he was watching?

      “I’m sleeping on the sofa,” I told him, sounding angrier than I felt. The truth was it turned me on to know Connor had watched us.

      “Oh, come on, Kaitlyn,” he said, taking my hand and pulling me into him. I couldn’t resist the warmth of his embrace, as much as I wanted to in that moment.

      “You’re disgusting,” I said with a hint of humor.

      “Why did you invite Maddy up with us this weekend?” he challenged.

      I pulled back, meeting his serious gaze with my own. “Not for this. Not for what you think.”

      His thumb brushed over my cheek. “How do you know? Could it be that some part of you wants this?”

      “Wants what? To share you with my best friend? What if Madison doesn’t want you?”

      Connor chuckled at that, as if he knew ladies couldn’t resist him. My memory flashed back to the look on Madison’s face as she stared at his cock. Yeah, she wanted him.

      Just then, Connor’s gaze lifted and he frowned. I turned behind me to find Madison in a pair of silky shorts and a tank top, clutching an empty glass of water. “Sorry,” she said, lowering her gaze to the floor. “I was thirsty.”

      “Shit, Madison. We’re sorry. We’re being jerks.” I pushed away from Connor and joined her.

      Her eyes lifted to mine, holding that same intimacy we shared in the bathroom. “I’m ruining your vacation,” she said. “I’m putting a strain on your relationship.”

      I took her hand and, unexpectedly kissed it. “You’re not,” I promised her, but she seemed unconvinced. The next thing I did was so bold even I hadn’t seen it coming. I cupped her face and pulled her in for a kiss, even with Connor standing there watching.

      Surprisingly, she kissed me back. It was tender and soft, and we both shivered with a sort of relief. Everything that made this feel wrong was slipping away. I could feel her opening up with me, and I wondered how much freer we could feel.

      “Madison,” I whispered. “Are you…”

      Her eyes flicked in Connor’s direction, telling me she knew exactly what I wanted to ask her. If she was into Connor. If she wanted more. Because I did. Without a doubt, I did.

      Madison yanked the hem of my shirt, pulling me closer, giving me affirmation. This time, our kiss was deep and probing. Tongue on tongue, saliva swapping, moaning. It was all passion and all for show. We wanted to lure Connor in.

      It didn’t take long for him to join us. He wrapped his arms around me, his front to my back, and I could feel his hardness pressing against my ass. He kissed my neck, trailing his lips down to my shoulder. I leaned back and whispered in his ear. “I want to see you two together.”

      He pulled back. “Are you sure?”

      I nodded. I slipped out from under their embrace and pulled them both into the living room. Madison was sheepish but smart enough to know what was happening. I could see it on her face, in her eyes, and in the way she looked at Connor.

      I was merely a foot away from them when Connor gripped Madison’s chin in his fingers and tilted her face up toward him. He pressed his lips to hers, softly at first, then with more fervor.

      I could hardly believe what was happening right in front of my eyes. Connor's lips were sealed against Madison's, their tongues exploring each other's mouths with a hunger I had never seen before. It was like they couldn't get enough of each other, and the sight of my best friend wrapped in my boyfriend's arms sent shivers down my spine.

      As they continued to kiss, Connor's hands drifted down to Madison's waist, gripping her hips as if he couldn't get close enough. Her slender body molded perfectly against his muscular frame, their blended moans filling the room. I had always known that they would be perfect together, but nothing compared to witnessing it myself.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away as their hands began to wander, undressing each other as if they were impatient to see more. Madison's full breasts came into view, and I noticed the way her nipples were already hard with anticipation, poking through her thin bra. Connor's shirt was discarded, and his broad chest was exposed, each muscle defined and begging for attention.

      Madison's fingers traced along his abs before her hands snaked up to pull him closer, her body arching to press her chest against his. His hands found the waist of her silk shorts; they slid down effortlessly, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of them as if shedding a layer of inhibition.

      She stood there in her lace panties, looking both vulnerable and inviting. Connor groaned softly, and I saw his pants strain against the bulge that had been pressing against me only moments ago. With practiced ease, he pushed them down along with his boxers, stepping out of them without breaking their intense kiss.

      Connor was magnificent – every inch of him was sculpted and strong. Madison’s eyes were wide with desire as she took him in, her own arousal clearly growing. The air around us seemed electric with raw lust as they stood naked before me.

      Madison’s slender fingers wrapped around the length of Connor’s erection, and he let out a low moan that echoed deep in my core. Her touch was light, exploring him with a curiosity that only seemed to heighten his need.

      I watched as he reached behind her and unclasped her bra with deft fingers. It fell away gently, leaving her completely exposed to both our gazes. He cupped her breasts in his hands, massaging them softly before leaning down to take one nipple into his mouth.

      She gasped at the sensation, her head tilting back in pleasure. My own breath hitched in my throat as I took in every detail – the way his tongue flicked over her sensitive peak, the softness of Madison's curves contrasting with the hardness of Connor’s body.

      I was entranced by the way they fit together so perfectly as if they were two halves becoming whole. I felt my own heat pooling between my legs just from watching them explore each other.

      As they moved together toward the couch, Madison's eyes locked with mine, a silent question that was answered with my eager nod. Connor lowered her onto the soft cushions, his gaze briefly brushing mine before returning to Madison. He knelt before her, his hands tracing the hem of her panties before sliding them down her long, toned legs. Madison parted her thighs in invitation, her breathing heavy with anticipation.

      I took a seat in the armchair and slid my hand past the waist of my pajama pants and inside my panties. I was soaking wet as my fingers trailed over my slick skin.

      Connor paused for a moment, glancing back at me as if seeking reassurance. I bit my lip and touched myself more deliberately, my fingers circling the sensitive bud of my clit in slow, tantalizing motions. The sight of me pleasuring myself as I watched them seemed to fuel his desire, and he delved between Madison's thighs with renewed hunger.

      Madison's moans filled the room as he tasted her, his tongue working magic that I knew all too well. She looked absolutely ravishing, lost in the ecstasy of Connor's lips on her most intimate area. Her hands fumbled through his hair, urging him closer, deeper.

      I slipped a finger inside myself, mimicking their rhythm and imagining Connor's tongue on me while he pleasured Madison. The heat inside me built rapidly as I watched them writhe together, her hips rocking back and forth like they belonged like that.

      Then, Madison beckoned Connor up, whispering something in his ear that made him grin wickedly. He obliged her silent request and positioned himself at her entrance. The tip of his cock pressed against her wetness before he slid into her with a slow thrust that wrenched a guttural moan from them both.

      They moved together, each thrust pushing Madison up the couch as she clung to him. His muscles flexed and rippled with each push and pull—a view that had me nearing my own edge. Madison met each of Connor's thrusts with an eagerness that matched the pounding of my heart.

      I quickened my pace, keenly aware of every moan and gasp filling the room, each sound punctuating my heightened senses. My nipples were taut peaks begging for attention that I gave without reservation as I pinched and pulled at them.

      Finally, Madison wrapped her legs tightly around Connor's waist, pulling him impossibly closer. Her nails dug into his back and she reached that edge of pure bliss—her body shaking uncontrollably under him—and it was then that Connor's movements became more frantic.

      With a few more powerful thrusts, he stilled suddenly—a deep groan escaping his lips—and I knew he had finished inside her. His release triggered my own; waves of pleasure crashed over me as I shuddered in my chair.

      Breathless and spent, Connor and Madison slowly separated. They sat awkwardly beside each other on the sofa, with flushed cheeks and embarrassed expressions. They didn’t say it, but they were waiting on me to do something. To remind them that this was okay.

      I stood from my chair and undressed, reveling in the way they both watched me. I moved toward Connor, dropping to my knees before him. I took his cock in my mouth, still covered in my best friend’s juices. I licked it clean and smiled around his thickness when he groaned.

      His head found the back of my head and he hardened again in my mouth. His hips thrust against me and Madison watched with an eager expression. Connor turned to Madison and kissed her while I sucked him, and the sight made me ready to go again.

      While they kissed, I climbed over Connor’s lap and sank my hips over him. His cock felt new and different. Dirty somehow in the best way. I felt it twitch inside me, hardened by the desire for not just me, but for Madison as well. The feeling of this new version of him inside me sent a shiver over every inch of my skin.

      I pressed my hands to his chest and rode him with abandon. Madison broke their kiss and focused on me instead. First, her lips met mine, and then her kisses trailed lower. Her lips wrapped around my nipple while her fingers dipped between my thighs.

      Connor watched us as he gripped my hips and slammed into me harder and faster than he ever had. Madison teased her pussy while she sucked and teased me, and I was overwhelmed with more sensations that I could count.

      Connor’s groans matched both of our moans as the three of us came in unison. This was it. This was my affirmation to both of them that I wanted this.

      The heat of Connor’s cum filled me and Madison gasped as she lay back against the sofa. I collapsed against Connor’s wide frame, the heat of his body enveloping me as the last few shudders of my orgasm left me.

      I cupped Madison’s neck and brought her in for a kiss. “I love you,” I told her. “I always will.”

      She smiled, her teeth sparkling in the morning light. “I love you too.”

      “What about me?” Conor asked with an exasperated breath.

      “That’s easy,” I said. “No one loves you.”

      Madison laughed. “Kaitlyn, you’re terrible.”

      Connor gripped my hips and, with one quick motion, flipped me onto my back with his cock still inside of me. It was growing hard again already. “It’s okay if you don’t love me,” he teased. “I’ll hate-fuck you any day of the week.”

      I pushed against his hips until he slid out of me. “I think it’s Maddy’s turn again.”

      Madison shook her head. “I need more food if we’re going to keep at it,” she said, standing from the couch. I watched her naked body move toward the kitchen. It was a beautiful sight and a feeling of pure freedom to see the three of us walking around naked like it was nothing.

      “I agree,” I said. Connor answered with a groan which made Madison and me giggle.

      Still naked, Madison and I made waffles while Connor leaned against the counter, watching. His eyes roamed over both of our bodies, and I felt a new sense of pride and happiness. Pure joy at the knowledge that this was far from over.

      It was only the beginning.
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      As I stood there, waiting for my turn to try out for the cheerleading squad, my gaze kept drifting back to her. Addison. Her name seemed as flawless as the rest of her; she was the embodiment of every high school fantasy and college dream. Her golden hair cascaded down her back in waves, bouncing with every move she made, as if each strand was infused with life. It shimmered under the gymnasium lights, a halo that framed her high cheekbones and full lips painted a soft shade of pink that begged for attention.

      She wore the official cheerleading uniform, which on her, looked like it had been tailored to perfection, hugging her curves in all the right places. The blue and white fabric complemented her tanned skin, making her sapphire eyes pop even more intensely. She radiated confidence and sex appeal, her every move fluid and assured.

      I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks as I watched her demonstrate a routine, her legs slicing through the air with razor-sharp precision. The envy that churned in my stomach was bittersweet; I wanted her looks, her confidence...hell, I wanted to be her.

      But as my turn approached, I caught something unexpected in Addison's gaze. A lingering look that seemed to dance along the boundary of professional interest and something far more intimate. Whenever our eyes met, there was a spark that felt both thrilling and dangerous—an unspoken understanding that we both felt this strange surge of connection.

      She beckoned me forward with a slender finger, and I could have sworn there was a playful twist to her smile. My heart hammered in my chest as I took my position at the center of the floor. "You're up, Lucy," she said, and the way my name rolled off her tongue felt like velvet.

      As I launched into my carefully rehearsed routine—a mixture of jumps, tumbles, and spirited chants—I could feel Addison's eyes on me the entire time. Every leap seemed to electrify the space between us, and I could almost taste the desire mixed with competition.

      Despite myself, I relished in the attention. It wasn't just any attention—it was Addison's—and it filled me with a sense of pride mingled with a dangerous dose of arousal.

      By the time I finished with a flourish and awaited feedback from the judges' panel—Addison included—I knew two things for certain: one was that I had nailed my audition; the other was that Addison's attention came at a price—one that included an unspoken challenge.

      I sighed internally as I made a mental note to keep Ben far away from Addison at all costs. He was sweet but easily swayed by pretty faces and undeniable charm—two things Addison had in spades. The mere thought of introducing them sent waves of anxiety through me. She had this predatory gleam about her—a look that said she could have anyone she wanted—and that terrified me because part of me worried she might want Ben just because she could.

      No, I resolved then and there to keep them apart. Ben would remain oblivious to this enchanting siren who now applauded politely as I walked off the floor. Let him remain enchanted by my own charms instead—the ones not so wrapped up in perfectly executed cheers or seductive glances across crowded rooms—but rather in the little moments we shared, the inside jokes and the quiet nights on the couch. Let that be enough, I begged silently to whatever forces governed the hearts of men.

      After the tryouts, I made my way to the locker room, my body buzzing with a cocktail of adrenaline and anxiety. The cool air was a balm against my flushed skin as I collected my things. Before I could escape, however, a voice stopped me in my tracks.

      "Lucy," Addison called out, her tone holding an edge of something I couldn't quite place.

      I turned to face her, schooling my features into a mask of polite curiosity despite the pounding of my heart. "Yes, Addison?"

      She approached me, closing the distance with purposeful strides. "You were really good out there," she said, her eyes scanning over me in a way that left little warmth untouched.

      "Thank you," I replied cautiously. "You were amazing, as always."

      A smirk played on her lips as she leaned in closer. "I don't just mean your cheering," she whispered, her breath tickling my ear. It was clear now—the flirtation was deliberate.

      I swallowed hard, unsure of how to navigate this unexpected turn. "What do you mean?"

      Her hand lightly brushed mine as she pulled back to look at me directly. "I think you know exactly what I mean." The intensity in her sapphire eyes held me captive, and for a moment, I forgot all about my earlier resolve.

      It was then that a surge of self-preservation kicked in, reminding me of Ben—dear, sweet Ben who had no idea about what was happening here. Panic fluttered in my chest like a caged bird.

      "I... Addison, I can't—" I stammered before cutting myself off. The last thing I needed was to reveal anything more.

      She raised an eyebrow but didn't press further. Instead, she gave a knowing nod and stepped back. "It's alright, Lucy. Just something for you to think about," she said casually before turning on her heel and leaving me standing there amidst a whirlwind of confusion and unbidden desire.

      I let out a shaky breath and fastened my resolve like armor around me. Whatever game Addison was playing at, I decided it wouldn't include Ben or disrupt the life we had built together. But even as I made my way out of the gymnasium—away from Addison's magnetic pull—I couldn't shake off the feeling that things were far from over between us.

      And deep down, part of me wasn’t sure if that prospect terrified or excited me more.
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        * * *

      

      As I drove home, the sky had begun to bruise into deeper shades of dusk. My thoughts swirled with images of Addison's piercing gaze and the unexpected flutter her proximity had caused. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, seeking grounding in its solid touch.

      Ben was waiting for me when I arrived, his figure relaxed against the doorframe, a soft smile lighting up his face when he spotted me. The comfort I found in his presence was immediate, like slipping into a warm bath after being caught in a storm. His arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace, and for a moment, everything was right in the world again.

      "How’d it go?" he asked, and I could hear the underlying question: how did I fare against Addison?

      "It went well," I said, trying to match his smile with my own. "I think I have a good shot at making captain this year."

      Ben's face beamed, proud and unguarded, as he ushered me inside. "That's my girl," he said with a wink, and we settled into our evening routine—dinner and idle chatter about our day—comfortable and familiar.

      Later that night, as we lay entwined on the couch, Ben asleep beside me, my mind once again drifted to Addison. The way she moved with such confident grace, the challenge implicit in every glance. And now her bold admission that she found something captivating about me—it felt like a spider's web: intricate, beautiful and potentially ensnaring.

      I extracted myself from Ben's embrace and stepped out onto our small balcony. The night was quiet except for the occasional car passing by. The stars were hidden behind city lights and smog, but I knew they were there—distant yet constant.

      My phone buzzed lightly in my pocket. Hesitantly, I pulled it out and saw Addison’s name flash on the screen. My breath hitched as I hesitated over the glowing rectangle—a modern Pandora's box with all its implications of temptation.

      It was just a message—a few words strung together into a seemingly innocuous sentence: "You left your water bottle at tryouts."

      But beneath those words lay an invitation—a door left slightly ajar—beckoning me towards something unknown and possibly reckless.

      I typed out a simple reply to close that door: "Thanks for letting me know.” Then added a period—a full stop to signal an end to the conversation.

      But before I could send it, another message came through: "We should talk about today...”

      I found myself caught in limbo between two choices: engage with Addison or retreat back to safety. My thumb hovered over the keyboard while somewhere inside me that cage seemed to open just a crack—the fluttering bird now curious about what lay beyond its bars.

      A decision lingered in those moments suspended between heartbeats. With trembling fingers, I finally typed out my response:

      "Goodnight Addison." No invitation for further discussion; no opening for her to dive deeper into whatever game she played so fearlessly.

      Her reply came quick—too quick: "Sweet dreams."

      As if she knew that sleep would be elusive for me tonight—that she had planted herself firmly within my subconscious.
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        * * *

      

      As the final whistle blew, marking the victory of our college team, I could feel a mixture of exhilaration and dread churning in my stomach. The game had been electric, my pom-poms slicing through the autumn air with practiced precision, but as I scanned the crowd for Ben's face, I was gripped by an all-too-familiar anxiety.

      There he was, as handsome as ever, his eyes fixed on us—or more accurately, on Addison. I couldn't blame him; with her golden hair cascading in perfect waves and her body moving with effortless grace, she was every bit the head cheerleader from a teen movie.

      "Great game, right?" I said to Addison, trying to keep my voice light. She flashed me that million-dollar smile and nodded enthusiastically.

      "Oh yeah! We killed it!" she replied, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "This calls for a celebration!"

      Before I could suggest anything—or perhaps find an excuse to escape—the crowd began to disperse, and Ben descended the bleachers. His gaze met mine briefly before flickering over to Addison. My heart skipped a beat, not out of love but out of fear.

      "Hey Lucy! You girls were amazing out there!" Ben's voice cut through my unease. He wrapped me in a hug that should have calmed me but instead made me even more hyper-aware of Addison's presence.

      "Thanks! Addie was on fire today, wasn't she?" I forced a smile, gesturing towards my fellow cheerleader who was preening under the attention.

      Addison sauntered over with a confidence that seemed to pull Ben in like gravity. "You guys should come over to my place," she purred, her eyes locked on Ben in a way that made my stomach flip. "We can celebrate properly."

      Ben's eyes lit up at the suggestion. "That sounds awesome," he said eagerly.

      My mind screamed no. Every alarm bell in my head rang at full volume as I imagined spending an evening watching Addison work her charm up close and personal. But one look at Ben's excited expression and I knew resistance would only make things worse.

      "Yeah... that sounds great," I lied through gritted teeth. My voice sounded alien even to myself—strained and distant.

      Addison beamed, seemingly oblivious to the tension she was causing. "Perfect! It's settled then."

      I trailed behind as we left the field together, caught in a silent turmoil. Why did it excite Ben so much? Did he realize how this affected me? The questions swirled around my head like leaves caught in a whirlwind.

      When we arrived at Addison's stylish apartment—her parents' money on full display—I could tell this was not just any impromptu hangout. Soft music played from hidden speakers and the dim lighting set an intimate mood that did nothing for my state of mind.

      Addison floated around us like a social butterfly, every now and then brushing against Ben with what seemed like calculated casualness while handing him a drink or pointing out some trinket or photo from her travels.

      Each touch sent little jolts through me, a painful reminder of what could happen if I wasn't careful—if I let my insecurities show too much. Ben seemed blissfully unaware of the dance happening right before his eyes, or perhaps he was choosing to ignore it. He laughed at her stories and nodded with genuine interest. All the while, I played the part of the dutiful girlfriend, smiling at the right moments, laughing when expected.

      But inside, my thoughts raced and twisted. Was this some kind of test? A game between Ben and Addison that I was never briefed on? I watched them interact from the corner of my eye, feeling like an outsider in my own relationship.

      Then, as if sensing my discomfort, Addison turned her attentions towards me. She sat down beside me on her plush couch, so close our thighs brushed together. "You're quiet tonight, Lucy," she said with a hint of concern that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Don't tell me you're one of those girls who can't let loose after a big win."

      I forced a chuckle, not wanting Ben to see how deep this was cutting. "No, just taking it all in," I replied, vague enough to be convincing—or so I hoped.

      Addison's hand found its way to my knee, a gesture that might've seemed friendly if it didn't linger a bit too long. "Well, you should enjoy yourself. We're all friends here." Her words dripped with something sugary and sinister.

      Ben looked over at us then, his gaze flickering between Addison's hand on my knee and my face. For a moment, I saw a flash of something in his eyes—curiosity? Excitement? Jealousy? It was gone as quickly as it came.

      The night wore on with more drinks and subtle touches that left my skin crawling. At some point, Addison suggested we play a game of truth or dare—a proposal that felt loaded with possibilities I didn’t want to confront.

      I was trapped in this intricate web we were weaving around each other. Every laugh from Ben at something Addison said felt like a tiny betrayal, every glance they shared a stab to my heart.

      But what frightened me most was the realization that part of me—the darkest, most hidden part—was tantalized by the idea of what might happen tonight. The thrill of the danger, the heat of jealousy; emotions I didn't want to admit existed within me bubbled beneath the surface.

      As the game started and the dares grew more daring with each round, I knew we were approaching a point of no return. And whether out of fear or some darker desire, I couldn't bring myself to stop it from happening. The line between spectator and participant blurred until I wasn't sure which side I stood on anymore.

      I watched through veiled eyes as Addison dared Ben to kiss her—just a peck on the cheeks she said—but even before their lips touched, I could feel the seismic shift in the room. This was no longer just a game; it was an initiation into something wholly unfamiliar and uncontrollably thrilling. Silent boundaries were being crossed with each passing second.

      My heartbeat quickened; there was no cheerleader routine that could prepare me for this dance of fire and ice. And as much as I wanted to look away—to scream or cry or run—I found myself whispering into the charged air waiting to see what would happen next.

      The moment their lips met, the air around us seemed to crackle with electricity. Ben's hesitant touch on Addison's cheek sent shivers down my spine as well. God help me, I was consumed by a fire I didn't understand—a voyeur to my own desires.

      Addison's hand, splayed on Ben's chest, slid lower, her fingers grasping his belt buckle. Time slowed to a crawl as she unbuckled his pants, revealing the growing bulge in his boxers. "Truth or dare, Lucy?" she purred, her eyes never leaving mine. "Do you want to see more?"

      Frozen with anticipation and trepidation, I could only manage to nod.

      "Good." Addison smirked and snapped her fingers. "Strip."

      Her command ricocheted through the room, and I could scarcely believe that it was me, Lucy, she was addressing—a mere obedient puppet to her whims. The reluctance I felt was almost as intoxicating as the arousal, adding a layer of complexity to my emotions that I couldn't unravel in real-time.

      Before I knew what I was doing, my fingers were fumbling with the hem of my cheerleader's top. With every inch of skin exposed, a mix of shame and excitement surged within me. My top fell to the ground with a soft flutter, and bra followed—the cool air kissing my bare skin sent another wave of shivers through my body.

      My gaze was on Ben; his eyes flitted between Addison's predatory smile and my exposed breasts with a hunger that stung with betrayal and desire. I watched him watching me, feeling both powerful and powerless at once.

      Addison turned back to Ben, her fingers traced the edge of his boxers before pulling them down in one swift motion. His cock sprang free, hard and inviting, and she wasted no time before circling it with her fingers and leaning in to take him into her mouth.

      The sight was surreal—Addison’s lips wrapped around Ben’s shaft, his head thrown back in pleasure. Moans filled the room like a perverse symphony; they were intoxicating sounds that fed the fire inside me. As much as I wanted to tear my eyes away, to reclaim what was mine, I couldn’t. The sheer rawness of the scene unfolding kept me riveted.

      Wrapped up in their own world of sensation, they seemed to have forgotten about me for a moment—an observer on the cusp of their erotic exchange. But then Addison lifted her gaze once more and locked eyes with me as she licked along Ben’s length. It was deliberate; a challenge laid bare for all to see.

      I stood there naked and vulnerable, vacillating between jealousy and arousal. With every stroke of Addison’s tongue and every labored breath from Ben's lips, part of me crumbled yet yearned for more. There was something exquisitely torturous about being part of this twisted game—a game where I was both participant and prize.

      With each bob of Addison's head, I could see her taking something from me—something intangible yet essential. And yet here I stood, motionless, caught in an undertow of lust and emotions that threatened to drown me in their depths.

      The moment held an eternity until Ben reached down, gripping Addison's hair gently but firmly, guiding her movements as if he too were putting on a performance just for me. The intimacy that should have been ours alone had been willingly shared—and there I was: humiliated but helplessly entranced by the carnal ballet before my eyes.

      And then, with the slightest of movements, Addison paused and glanced up at Ben with a teasing glimmer in her eyes. She released him from her mouth with a pop, the sound echoing obscenely in the still room. Standing up, she sauntered over to me, her body swaying seductively with each step. Her fingers trailed along my arm, sparking fires where her nails grazed my skin.

      "Do you want to touch him, Lucy?" she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. It was a question drenched in implication, one that promised both redemption and further descent.

      I swallowed hard, my throat tight with conflicting emotions. The rational part of me screamed to reclaim control, to end this madness that had spiraled so far from what I had ever imagined. But beneath that, there was a darker craving—one that compelled me to nod almost imperceptibly.

      Addison smiled triumphantly and took my hand, guiding it towards Ben who stood with his cock still proudly erect, his chest heaving from the intensity of the moment. My hand trembled as it reached out to him under Addison's guiding pressure. The touch was electric; Ben's flesh was warm and pulsing beneath my fingertips.

      For a fleeting second, our eyes met—Ben's filled with a mix of guilt and arousal—and something unspoken passed between us. There was an apology there, but also an admission that this forbidden dance we were tangled in was not something he could easily walk away from either.

      With Addison's hand over mine, we began to stroke him together, a strange partnership formed through the manipulation of the man we both desired. I could tell this delighted Addison; she thrived in these twisted scenarios where she was both conductor and participant.

      As we worked in unison on Ben's length, I became acutely aware of every sensation—the smoothness of his shaft, the heat emanating from his body, the soft moans that escaped his lips. And all the while Addison watched me keenly, studying my reactions as if committing them to memory for some future torment.

      The room spun into a kaleidoscope of arousal as Ben reached his climax. Time seemed to contort until all that existed were the sounds of our breathing and the rhythmic movement of our hands on him.

      Then came Ben's release—a hot flood of liquid that spilled over our entwined fingers. He cried out, a sound laced with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. As he buckled slightly at the knees, I realized how profound our own pleasure was tied up in his.

      Addison released my hand as though letting go of reins once she was satisfied with what she had wrought. She stepped back with a satisfied smirk, leaving me standing there drenched in both shame and satisfaction—a cocktail I never knew I had a palate for.

      "Good girl," she murmured before turning her attention back to Ben who was now panting heavily and looking at me as though truly seeing me for the first time since this game began.

      In that prolonged gaze, everything that had been unspoken between Ben and me began to surface—fear, longing, confusion. Addison's presence was like a catalyst, an alchemy that transformed our relationship into something entirely different, something dangerous and uncharted.

      Ben reached out to me then, his touch tentative as if he weren't sure he had the right. His fingers brushed against mine, slick with his release, and I felt my heart clench. There were no words for this, no way to articulate the mess of emotions that tangled within me. Instead, I leaned into his touch, absorbing the warmth of his skin against mine.

      “I’m sorry,” he offered quietly, a stark contrast to the earlier sounds that filled the room.

      The apology hung in the air, suspended amidst the tension. An apology for what exactly? For crossing lines? For enjoying it? For bringing Addison into our relationship or for allowing her to seep into our intimacy?

      I simply nodded, unable to muster a verbal response. My body still hummed with the residue of arousal and betrayal; my mind was a haze.

      Addison watched us with an unreadable expression from where she stood, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. She seemed both detached and intensely involved in the aftermath of Ben’s climax—as if she were mentally jotting down notes on how this experiment had played out.

      “Don’t be sorry,” I said, swallowing the lump in my throat. “In fact…I want to see more.”

      “More?” he asked. “What do you mean?”

      I glanced from Ben to Addison then back again. “I want to see you fuck her.”

      My words hung in the air like a provocative perfume, daring both of them to react. Ben's eyes widened slightly, the astonishment written across his face mirroring the shock I felt at my own audacity. But it was true—I wanted to see it. The thought both terrified and excited me in a way I couldn't comprehend.

      Addison's lips curled into a wolfish grin, her eyes lighting up with mischief and desire. She was the embodiment of temptation, and I had just given her exactly what she wanted.

      "You're sure?" Ben asked, his voice raspy from exertion and uncertainty.

      I nodded once more, feeling my heart pound against my chest with every beat. "Yes."

      With a nod from me, the unspoken agreement was made. Addison led us to her bedroom, her confidence as tangible as the heat emanating from Ben's skin. With a deliberate slowness, she reached for Ben's hand and led him towards the bed that had until now been just ours.

      As they moved away from me, I sat down on a nearby chair—the perfect vantage point to witness the unfolding scene. Addison turned to face Ben and continued to undress him with a care that betrayed her familiarity with such acts. Each piece of clothing that fell to the floor felt like another layer of our relationship peeling away, revealing something raw and untested beneath.

      Ben allowed her to disrobe him without protest, his eyes occasionally flitting towards me as if seeking reassurance or perhaps forgiveness. Then it was Addison's turn to shed her own garments with an ease that spoke volumes of her comfort in this power play.

      There they stood, two bodies poised at the brink of sinful indulgence as I watched on—the silent architect of my own internal chaos.

      Addison pushed Ben gently back onto the bed before she climbed atop him, straddling his hips with an air of conquest. His hands reached up instinctively to touch her, but she caught them with hers and pinned them above his head—a clear message that she would be in control.

      I could feel every muscle in my body tense as Addison leaned down to kiss Ben deeply. It was a sight I’d never imagined—my lover engaged in an intimate dance with another woman—and it struck chords within me that resonated with both jealousy and arousal.

      The room seemed to grow warmer as their kissing deepened; their sounds filled my ears like some melodic yet discordant symphony. I found myself leaning forward in my chair, captivated by the sight of two people I desired entwined in passion without me.

      Their movements became more urgent, Addison positioning herself over Ben's readiness. With one fluid motion she sank down onto him, eliciting a groan from Ben that cut through me like a knife. Their rhythm was primal and unrestrained as Addison rode him with an intensity that left no room for doubt—she owned this moment.

      I was transfixed by the undulating cadence of their bodies—the way Addison threw her head back in pleasure while Ben lay beneath her spellbound and surrendering to the tide of passion she commanded.

      Despite the pain that gnawed at my insides—a pain bred from exclusion and deep-seated fears—I knew this was only the beginning of our journey into this dangerous game we were playing. My own craving to observe, to experience this vicarious thrill, was as undeniable as the pulse that throbbed in my veins.

      Addison's moans escalated, and I watched as Ben's face contorted with the strain of holding back, his eyes shut tightly as if he were trying to anchor himself in the storm she was creating. I could see the glisten of sweat on his brow, the way his jaw clenched each time she moved just right.

      I felt my own body respond—heat pooling low in my belly, a longing to touch and be touched wrestling with my desire to remain the observer. It was a maddening juxtaposition of emotions that left me breathless and aching.

      Their pace quickened, and I could tell they were close. Addison's movements grew erratic, her nails digging into Ben's chest as she sought her release. And then, with a shudder that seemed to shake the bed, she cried out—a piercing sound of triumph that mingled with Ben's low groan of surrender.

      They collapsed together, a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing. Addison rested her head against Ben's chest, her hair splayed out around them like a dark halo. Ben wrapped his arms around her in an embrace that sent another twinge of jealousy through me—but it was an emotion tainted with fascination.

      Eventually, Addison rolled off of him and lay beside him on the bed. They were both panting, spent from their exertions. Addison looked over at me, her expression now soft and almost apologetic. "Lucy," she whispered.

      But I held up my hand to stop her—whatever she was about to say wasn't necessary. This was what I wanted, wasn't it?

      Ben sat up slowly and turned his gaze towards me. His eyes searched mine for a sign—approval, anger, anything. I stood up from my chair and walked towards the bed with deliberate steps, my mind made up.

      I reached for Ben’s hand and then extended my other towards Addison. In this moment of quiet after the storm—our breathing synchronized and our hearts beating as one—I knew there was no turning back. This would change everything. And tomorrow...tomorrow we would have to face the consequences of our actions. But for now, I found an odd sense of peace amidst the chaos we had created.
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      The silence was thick and heavy, suffocating me as I sat motionless on the edge of our bed. My mind raced with what I had just learned, struggling to make sense of it all. Trey stood in the doorway, a statue carved from guilt and hesitation. His eyes could not meet mine, only adding to the tension between us. It was well past midnight when he finally came home - later than he had promised.

      "Where have you been?" The sharpness in my voice cut through the stillness of our room.

      "Just out with the guys for Mike's bachelor thing," Trey replied nonchalantly, but his attempt at casualness fell flat between us. The words themselves seemed to know that they were far from convincing.

      It wasn't until Trey dropped his keys onto the dresser that a small slip of paper fluttered out of his pocket and landed on the floor - a receipt that would reveal more than any whispered confession ever could. The fluorescent light from the streetlamps outside illuminated the printed words, one line in particular standing out like a neon sign: 'Diamond Dreams Gentlemen's Club.'

      A feeling of betrayal hit me like a ton of bricks, catching me off guard. Images I never wanted to see flooded my mind, fueled by curiosity and propelled by anger. When Trey finally undressed and slipped into bed next to me, I could no longer hold back the storm brewing inside of me.

      "Diamond Dreams? Really, Trey?" My voice cracked like thin ice on a winter pond.

      His body tensed beside me. "Hannah--"

      "No," I said firmly, cutting him off as I sat up and turned towards him. "I can't believe you would go there--"

      "Hannah," he tried again, reaching for my hand. "It was just part of the night. It didn't mean anything."

      "But it means something to me!" I pulled away from his touch, feeling as though it burned my skin. The images continued to dance cruelly behind my closed eyes, nameless women who seemed to hold more of his attention than I did in that moment.

      "I didn't even want to go," Trey weakly protested, but his excuses couldn't erase the fact that he did go, that he chose to be in a place so saturated with everything I was not.

      "You could have said no. You could have come home." My disappointment was palpable in my voice.

      He let out a deep sigh and ran a hand through his hair, an act of frustration or perhaps defeat. "I thought it wouldn't be a big deal..."

      "How could you think that? How could you forget who you're married to?" A hot tear escaped my eye and traced a fiery path down my cheek.

      Trey reached out for me again, his own eyes reflecting pain now. "I'm sorry, Hannah. Truly."

      But 'sorry' hung heavy in the air between us - a word too insubstantial to bridge the gap that had unexpectedly opened up. The night wore on while we lay side by side yet worlds apart. This wasn't over. Not by a longshot. The hurt and betrayal lingered between us like a thick fog, clouding our once-solid foundation and leaving us unsure of where we stood. The silence stretched on for what felt like an eternity, until eventually exhaustion took over and we both drifted off into uneasy sleep - each lost in our own thoughts and fears about what would come next.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I went down to the strip club to confront someone. Anyone. I found myself staring at the neon glow of 'Diamond Dreams Gentlemen's Club,' each pulsating light a jab to the bruised fruit of my trust. Stepping out of the car, I tried to steady my racing heart, telling myself that I was doing this for clarity, for closure. The bouncer eyed me suspiciously as I approached, but he stepped aside, the door swinging open to unleash the thumping bass of music that seemed to pulse through the very ground.

      The inside was dimly lit, nothing more than shadows cast by errant beams that spotlighted gyrating bodies on stages and poles. My stomach churned with a mixture of disgust and a strange fascination as I scanned the room for someone, anyone who could give me answers.

      I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I mustered the courage to enter the dimly lit club. I had never done anything like this before, but I needed answers. My husband had been acting strange lately and after finding a receipt for this place in his pocket, I couldn't ignore my suspicions any longer.

      "Can I help you?" The voice was smooth like honey but carried an edge that demanded attention.

      I turned to find her standing there, her skin barely hidden beneath an outfit that left little to the imagination—a woman carved from temptation itself. Her eyes held mine with a confidence that contrasted starkly with my own vulnerability.

      "I'm looking for the woman who danced for my husband last night," I said, trying to imbue my voice with more courage than I felt.

      Her lips curled into a mischievous smirk. "And you are?"

      "Hannah," I managed to say, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

      "Bianca." She extended a hand not for a shake but as if inviting me into her world. "Most wives wouldn't dare come here looking for answers... or is there something else you want?"

      Her question caught me off guard. What did I want? Confrontation? Concession? No answer seemed right.

      "I just need to know," I admitted, hating how weak and broken I sounded.

      Bianca's smirk softened into something more intriguing as she leaned closer, her scent—a mix of vanilla and something more primal—intruding my senses. "Honey, it really isn't a big deal. We dance; they watch. It's harmless fantasy."

      But something inside me couldn't accept that explanation. I wanted more, needed more.

      "I have to see for myself," I blurted out before fully realizing what I was saying.

      Bianca's smirk widened into a full-blown grin as she twisted away from me and began leading me through the club. Each step further into the dimly lit interior felt like a descent into an unknown realm, but Bianca's grip was firm and somehow reassuring.

      The stage came into view—a platform upon which fantasies were both conjured and dispelled—and Bianca guided me to a seat right in front. She gave me a wink before turning away and climbing onto the stage with an agility that was mesmerizing in itself.

      As the lights fell upon her and music enveloped us, Bianca began to move with an otherworldly grace that captivated the room. My heart raced not with anger or jealousy but with something far more complicated—an arousal so potent it was almost dizzying.

      There on the stage under the spell of lights and music, Bianca danced not just for the sea of faces lost in shadow—but also for me.

      The beat of the music seemed to sync with my pulse, each thrumming bass note a thump against my ribcage. The air was thick, saturated with a mix of sweat, smoke, and the indistinctive scent of yearning. My eyes traced the lines of Bianca's body as it contorted and arched with an elegance that made the room fade away until she was all that existed.

      She commanded attention, her gaze occasionally locking with mine, as if she were peeling away layers I didn’t even know I was wearing. And though a part of me—the part still smarting from betrayal—screamed to look away, to run from this place that seemed so antithetical to everything I believed in, I remained transfixed.

      The act concluded with a flourish, leaving the audience erupting in applause and whistles as Bianca bowed with a knowing smile. That's when our eyes met again, her lingering gaze inviting me backstage.

      Without hesitation, I followed her into a dressing room filled with glittering costumes and makeup scattered around. Bianca turned to face me, her body still glistening with sweat and her hair falling in loose waves around her face.

      "So, what did you think?" she asked, a hint of challenge in her tone.

      I took a deep breath before answering, trying to process everything I had just seen and felt.

      "It was... intense," I finally managed to say, my voice shaking slightly.

      Bianca moved closer, her hand reaching up to brush a strand of hair away from my face. "I can tell there's more on your mind. Talk to me."

      And in that moment, as I looked into those piercing eyes and felt the warmth of her touch, I knew I could trust her. So I told her everything—the doubts about my marriage, the fear of being inadequate, the confusion about why this place and this act had such a hold over me.

      Bianca listened patiently, nodding along and occasionally placing a comforting hand on mine. When I finished speaking, she simply smiled and said, "You're not alone in feeling this way."

      It was then that Bianca opened up about how she started working here, using it as a way to reclaim her power and sexuality after an abusive relationship. She spoke about how each dance was a celebration of herself and how it empowered her to see others getting lost in their own fantasies.

      As we talked, I felt a weight lifting off my shoulders. For the first time in weeks, I didn't feel like I was drowning in uncertainty. And as Bianca leaned in to kiss me softly on the lips, I realized that this place wasn't destroying marriages or promoting infidelity. It was providing a safe space for exploration and empowerment.

      The rest of the night is a blur—a wild mix of dancing together on stage, laughing in between songs, and finally heading home with a newfound sense of confidence and understanding. And even though things with my husband were far from perfect, I knew that I had found something for myself in this unlikely and unexpected place.

      "I don't understand," I found myself saying when we were away from the eyes and ears of the audience. "Why invite me here, show me this?"

      Bianca leaned back against a mirror lined with bulbs, her chest rising and falling evenly as she caught her breath. "Because you needed to see that it's all an illusion—a performance. Nothing more."

      But it didn't feel like 'nothing more.' The heat that had spread through my veins told a different story—one where emotion and desire tangled into knots too complicated to unwind easily.

      "You're beautiful," I said before I could stop myself, the words tumbling out like traitors to my wounded heart.

      A soft laugh escaped her lips as she stepped closer. "And you're confused," she replied gently. "It's okay to feel what you're feeling."

      What was I feeling? Anger? Betrayal? Or something else—something like admiration for the power she wielded so effortlessly?

      Bianca reached out then, her fingertips barely grazing my jawline, sending quivers down my neck. “Maybe you're more like us than you think.”

      Her touch sparked something within me—a curiosity mingled with a nascent need for exploration and understanding. Trey's transgression had cracked open a door I hadn’t known existed.

      "I should go," I murmured, although every fiber in my being resisted the retreat.

      Bianca nodded but didn't step back. "If that's what you want. But Hannah," she paused, her eyes delving into mine with startling intensity, "don't close your mind to possibilities because of someone else's mistake.”

      “Possibilities? What do you mean?”

      Bianca ran her hand along my wrist. “I think I know what might help you overcome your jealousy. Have you ever considered sharing your husband with another woman? It can be quite liberating.”

      My heart raced at the suggestion. In that moment, caught between shock and a strange, burgeoning curiosity, I found myself at a loss for words. The idea was scandalous, outrageous even. Yet Bianca’s proposal echoed within the caverns of my racing mind, stirring up a whirlwind of thoughts I hadn't dared to acknowledge before.

      Sharing Trey? With her? The thought ricocheted like a pinball in my head. It was wrong, wasn't it? Every lesson from my past screamed that it was. But as I stood in the dim backstage light, the usual black-and-white certainties bled into shades of gray.

      "Why would you suggest that?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. Trey and I had never entertained such thoughts openly. Was it so easy for her to read the confusion and longing that I had tried so desperately to ignore?

      Bianca shrugged with an ease that belied the gravity of her words. "Because sometimes what we think we want isn't what we need. And sometimes... sometimes our desires take us down paths we never expected to travel."

      I could see now that there was more to Bianca than the sensual performer who had just owned the stage. She seemed to possess an insight into human nature that both intrigued and unnerved me.

      "Have you done it?" The question slipped out before I could consider whether or not I truly wanted to know the answer.

      A secretive smile played across Bianca's lips as she nodded slowly. "Yes," she said simply.

      "And it didn't complicate things?" I pressed, unable to hide my skepticism.

      She shrugged again, her smile deepening with a hint of mischief. "Complication can be delicious if you savor it rather than fear it."

      There was something about Bianca’s confidence that drew me in, weakening my resolve. She offered no apologies or justifications for her lifestyle choices—choices that seemed so alien to me yet now sparked a strange yearning for liberation from all the pain and confusion.

      The silence stretched between us as Bianca studied me with those piercing eyes that seemed to strip away all pretense. And despite every rational thought urging me to dismiss her suggestion outright, I realized I couldn’t—not when some part of me craved the very chaos she described.

      "Tell me more," I finally breathed, the words spilling forth like water breaking through a dam—a tentative but irreversible step toward something entirely new.

      Bianca's eyes lit up with an intensity that made my pulse quicken anew. "Are you sure?" she asked, reaching out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind my ear in an unexpectedly tender gesture.

      I nodded, feeling as though I were standing on the edge of a precipice overlooking wild and untamed waters. There was terror in not knowing what lay beneath the surface—but perhaps there was also freedom.

      "Very well," Bianca said softly as she leaned in close once more, her breath warm against my ear.
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        * * *

      

      The following night, there was a knock at the door. Trey looked up from his spot on the sofa and I told him, “I have a surprise for you.”

      Trey, intrigued and a little wary, set down his book and followed me to the door. I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in anticipation and trepidation as I let Bianca in. She was dressed in tight black jeans and a leather jacket, her hair cascading around her shoulders in waves. My husband’s eyes widened, and I could feel the heat of arousal coming off of him in waves. If this was a mistake, it was too late to turn back now.

      Bianca sauntered into our living room, unbuttoning her jacket to reveal a sheer black negligee that hugged every curve of her body and left nothing to the imagination. Trey's jaw practically hit the floor, and I couldn’t blame him. "Hey there," she purred, sauntering over to where he was sitting. "Your wife here has something to tell you."

      I swallowed hard, feeling both exposed and exhilarated. Trey's eyes darted between us, his expression a mix of confusion and desire. "Um, yeah... So..." I took another shaky breath. "I invited Bianca over tonight because... because I want to share you with her." The words tumbled out in a rush, and the moment they left my lips, there was no going back.

      Trey's gaze flickered between us, his eyes narrowing as he tried to process my request. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard, unable to find the words. Bianca, on the other hand, was anything but fazed. She straddled him on the couch like she belonged there, running her long nails up his chest in a teasing motion that had him visibly shuddering with want. "Are you sure about this, Hannah?" Trey's voice was tight, strained with the effort of staying in control.

      "Yes," I breathed, more certain than I'd ever been about anything. The jealousy that once gnawed at my insides had been replaced by a potent mix of excitement and arousal. "Completely sure."

      Bianca leaned in and brushed her lips against Trey's, a soft contact that was electric in the charged atmosphere of our living room. His hands tentatively found her hips, his touch hesitant until she deepened the kiss, coaxing out the passion I knew he held back for my sake.

      The sight was like something from a fevered dream; it made my body sing with longing and my mind whirl with conflicting emotions. I sank into the armchair opposite them, my own hand creeping beneath the hem of my skirt to alleviate the ache that watching them ignited within me.

      Their clothes started to come off piece by piece, their movements unhurried but deliberate. Bianca's delicate fingers worked on Trey's belt, pulling it free with a click before undoing his jeans. My breath hitched as she slid his jeans down his thighs, along with his boxers, releasing him to her hungry gaze.

      She looked back at me triumphantly before lowering her head to take him into her mouth. Trey groaned, his head tipping back as he succumbed to the wave of pleasure she bestowed upon him with her lips and tongue.

      I couldn't tear my eyes from the sight—Bianca's head bobbing rhythmically while Trey's hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements ever so slightly. It was raw and intimate; it stripped away any pretense of civility we maintained in our daily lives.

      My body responded in kind, mirroring their crescendo of lust. I slid my fingers over my slick folds, lost in this hedonistic display that was both mine and not mine. This dance of desire we orchestrated blurred lines I never dreamed could be crossed.

      And then Bianca paused, looking up at me with those dark eyes that seemed to peer straight into my soul. She beckoned me over without saying a word, an unspoken invitation that was both a challenge and a gift.

      With trembling legs I rose from the chair and approached them. Bianca guided me to kneel beside Trey as she continued to lavish attention on him with her mouth. "Touch him," she whispered against his skin, her voice thick with desire.

      My hand joined hers on Trey's length—slick from her attentions—and together we worked him into a frenzy that bordered on madness.

      The sensation was surreal, feeling him so hard and ready, pulses of his arousal under my fingertips. Trey's eyes met mine, wild with abandon, silently pleading for release. My heart hammered against my ribcage, the thrill of the moment amplified by Bianca's sultry presence and the taste of anticipation on my lips.

      Bianca intensified her efforts, alternating between shallow nips and deep, drawn-out sucks that wrung moans from deep within Trey's chest. His hips jerked involuntarily, thrusting into her welcoming mouth as he teetered on the edge of the precipice we'd helped him scale.

      It wasn't long before he reached that breaking point. With a guttural groan that seemed to shake his entire frame, Trey arched his back, surrendering himself to the onslaught of pleasure. Thick ropes of his cum splattered across Bianca's face, some landing on her cheek, others streaking across her closed eyelids and lips.

      There was a moment of stillness then, as we all caught our collective breaths. Bianca's gaze flickered over to me once more, her expression smug and triumphant as she wore Trey's release like a badge of honor.

      She didn't have to say anything; I knew what was expected of me. I leaned forward, my tongue tentatively reaching out to gather the creamy white remnants from her flushed skin. The tangy taste of him mixed with the faint scent of her perfume caused an involuntary shudder to ripple through me.

      As I licked and cleaned each drop from her visage, Bianca cooed in approval, tilting her head to give me better access to every spot decorated with Trey’s seed. His eyes were locked onto us, darkened with a mix of shock and arousal at the sight unfolding before him.

      The salty warmth on my tongue sent shivers down my spine with each lick. I found myself savoring it—this act that was both submissive and strangely empowering. With every trace removed from Bianca's face, I could feel her own desire mounting again alongside my own—a cycle of lust that promised no immediate end.

      When I had finished my task and sat back on my heels, Bianca gave a contented sigh and leaned in for a kiss.

      Our lips met in an electrifying clash, a melding of the flavors we both now shared. Her kiss was assertive, an assertion of her control, yet there was a tenderness in it that spoke of something more complex than mere dominance. The silky touch of her tongue against mine was an invitation to explore the depths of this twisted relationship further, to delve into the throes of passion without reservation.

      Trey watched us with hazy eyes, his chest still heaving with the aftermath of his climax. The sight of us entwined seemed to rekindle a fire within him; despite the recent spend of his energy, there was an unmistakable resurgence of desire in his gaze.

      Bianca pulled away from our kiss with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Why don't you show Hannah how much you appreciate her, Trey?" she suggested, her voice low and seductive.

      He didn't need to be told twice. With renewed vigor, Trey reached for me, his hands eager and searching. Bianca stepped back, allowing us space, her eyes never leaving the interplay between us. She had orchestrated this moment, directing it with the finesse of a maestro commanding a symphony.

      I succumbed to Trey's touch as he drew me close, my skin tingling where his fingers traced lines of fire across my body. His lips found mine with an urgency that betrayed his need for connection—for reassurance that what we shared was as real and fervent as ever.

      As we kissed, I could feel Bianca's eyes on us, watching every movement like a guardian angel indulging in her own forbidden pleasures. There was no jealousy in her gaze, only an intense curiosity and satisfaction as she witnessed the fruits of her manipulation blossoming before her.

      It was then that Trey’s hands found their way beneath my skirt once more, pushing aside the flimsy fabric that served as the last barrier to my aching core. His fingers slid effortlessly over my slick heat as I gasped into his mouth. My hips arched toward him instinctively, craving the fullness and friction that only he could provide.

      Bianca moved to sit on the armrest next to us, her hand reaching down to assist Trey’s explorations. Together they brought me to heights I had not known before—their combined touch igniting sparks that threatened to burn me whole from the inside out.

      Every stroke sent waves crashing through me until I could bear no more. With a cry muffled by Trey's mouth on mine, I shattered into countless pieces that fluttered down around us like cherry blossoms caught in a gentle spring breeze.

      Collapsing back onto him, spent and quivering from the intensity of my release, I heard Bianca’s whisper close to my ear: "Such a good girl," she praised with satisfaction radiating from her voice.

      Bianca then whispered something in his ear that made him chuckle before he spun her around and pressed her against the wall.

      His hands roamed over her bare skin, tracing the curves that I knew as well as my own, but with a hunger that was new and raw. I could see the tension in his body, the way his muscles coiled in anticipation of the pleasure he was about to receive. Bianca reached back, tangling her fingers in Trey's hair, pulling him closer to her.

      Trey's lips traced a path down the nape of her neck, eliciting a soft moan from Bianca. She tilted her head to give him better access, and goosebumps erupted on her skin beneath his mouth. He kissed down her spine, each vertebra receiving its own intimate attention until he reached the small of her back.

      Lifting one of Bianca's legs, Trey positioned himself at her entrance. The sight of them like that – so connected, yet so foreign – sent a shiver down my spine. Jealousy and desire warred within me as I watched him push into her slowly. Her gasp filled the room, and it echoed in my ears like a siren song.

      Their rhythm built steadily: a testament to the lust that had been simmering between them since Bianca had first stepped into our living room. Trey gripped her hips firmly, driving into her with an intensity that left no doubt of his need. Bianca's responses were equally fervent; every thrust was met with a push back, every moan matched by a grunt from him.

      I found myself shifting on the couch, acutely aware of the heat pooling between my thighs as I witnessed my husband making love to another woman right before my eyes. A wave of arousal washed over me each time Trey thrust into Bianca, and I couldn't help but wish that it was me pinned against that wall instead.

      Watching them move together – seeing the sweat glistening on their bodies as they chased their climax – was mesmerizing. As if sensing my gaze upon them, Trey locked eyes with me over Bianca's shoulder. There was an apology there, but also a silent request for understanding – an acknowledgment of the forbidden excitement we were all sharing in this moment.

      I nodded ever-so-slightly; granting permission I wasn’t entirely sure was mine to give. It was then that I saw Bianca's body stiffen, a sign she was close to the edge. Trey increased his pace; each movement became more desperate than the last until finally, she cried out his name.

      The sound of Bianca's orgasm triggered something primal in Trey and with a final deep thrust he followed after her, releasing himself inside her with a guttural groan that seemed to pull at my very soul.

      As they both caught their breaths against the wall – still entwined – I remained frozen on the couch. This act had irrevocably altered something between us. A line had been crossed; one we could never step back over. But even as fear and uncertainty swirled within me, I knew this wouldn’t be our last night together.

      The fire that burned within us now had been stoked too fiercely to simply let it die out. It wasn't just lust that flowed between us in these charged moments; it was also a strange kind of love – twisted and unconventional but powerful nonetheless.

      In the aftermath, my heart racing and my body still trembling, Bianca's hand stroked my hair with a soothing rhythm. The room was filled with the heady scent of our mingled desires, a tangible reminder of the boundaries we had blurred between us.

      Trey's arm wrapped around me, grounding in reality even amidst the storm of emotions that whirled within me. His fingers traced lazy circles upon my back, each loop anchoring me a little more firmly to him.

      I could feel the heat from Bianca's body where she sat close by, her presence an undeniable force even in stillness.

      Finally, Bianca rose with feline grace and leaned over to plant a soft kiss on my forehead. "I'll leave you two to enjoy the rest of your night," she murmured, her voice carrying a hint of reluctance to leave.

      As she dressed silently, I couldn't help but watch her every movement. There was something captivating about her confidence and control, and I felt an unexpected kinship with her that I never thought possible.

      With a final smile that seemed to promise future adventures just as sinful as this one, Bianca slipped out of the room. The click of the door closing behind her echoed like a period at the end of an intense sentence, finalizing one chapter while subtly promising the beginning of another.

      Once alone with Trey, I felt him shift beside me, cradling my face with tender hands as he lifted it to meet his gaze. "Are you okay?" he asked earnestly, his eyes searching mine for any sign of regret or discomfort.

      I nodded slowly, still processing the emotions swirling within me. "Yes," I breathed out. "It was... more than I imagined." My voice wavered with vulnerability as I continued, "I never knew watching you with her would make me feel so... alive."

      His thumb brushed away a stray tear that had escaped down my cheek—a tear I hadn't even realized I'd shed. The complexity of what we'd done hung between us; it was daunting yet somehow liberating at the same time.

      "I love you," Trey whispered fiercely. "Only you. This doesn't change that—it can't change that."

      I believed him. Perhaps it was the truth shining in his eyes or maybe it was because despite everything—no, because of everything—I felt closer to him now than ever before.

      I loved him too; that much was undeniable. But this experience had unearthed a part of me I hadn't known existed—a part that Bianca had seen and nurtured.

      Pulling myself up into a seated position on his lap, I wrapped my arms around Trey's neck and sealed our reassurances with a kiss.

      We moved to our bedroom, where I sat on the edge of our bed, the sheets tousled, my heart pounding as though it sought to escape its ribcage prison. Trey's body glistened with a sheen of sweat, his chest rising and falling in deep, satisfied breaths. I missed Bianca already and wanted to invite her into our bedroom. Maybe next time.

      The air was thick with the remnants of their desire, a musky scent that filled my lungs and sent shivers cascading down my spine. The silence between Trey and me buzzed with unspoken words and shared secrets.

      Trey approached me cautiously, as if he trod on sacred ground, his eyes searching mine for any sign of regret. But there was none to be found. Instead, he discovered a new depth in my gaze, an unquenchable longing that had only been stirred by the scene before us.

      He knelt in front of me, taking my hands into his, pressing them to his lips with a reverence that caused tears to well in my eyes. "Hannah," he whispered, a tremble in his voice betraying his vulnerability. "Did I—?"

      I silenced him with a finger to his lips, my decision crystallizing in the space between heartbeats. "You gave me a gift," I admitted softly, entwining my fingers through his hair. "You opened a door within me that I was too afraid to acknowledge."

      Our connection felt reborn in the aftermath; we were two halves made whole by our shared complicity in the taboo. The love that had always bonded us now seemed infused with an electric charge, weaving through our intertwined fingers and sealing any cracks that life had carved into our marriage.

      Pulling him onto the bed beside me, I initiated a slow exploration of his body—a territory so familiar yet strangely new under my touch. His response was immediate and fervent; his hands roamed over me with an urgency that spoke both of apology and affirmation.

      As we made love—our bodies finding rhythm in repentance and acceptance—I allowed myself to be carried away by the flood of emotions. Guilt clashed with gratification; jealousy melded into joy until all that remained was us—Trey and Hannah—in our most raw and honest form.

      Afterward, we laid wrapped in each other's arms, our breathing synchronized as we drifted toward sleep. The boundaries we'd crossed had not just survived; they had flourished into something deeper—a testament to trust, an ode to our unorthodox intimacy.

      And as I succumbed to slumber beside him, cocooned within the sanctuary of our bedroom, I knew that whatever future desires might unravel between us, we would always return here—to this bed where love reigned supreme and every passion was permissible within the silent confessions of our beating hearts.
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      She’d come highly recommended by my circle of friends. All except one of them. But Mara was a jealous wife who often felt threatened by younger women. None of us took her seriously when she told us to ‘watch out.’ None of us thought Emma, the innocent babysitter who was just trying to pay her way through college, was anything other than that. Innocent.

      Even Mara admitted that she had no proof. That her husband never technically cheated. Only that she caught him looking at her in unsavory ways. Once, she claimed, he licked his lips while he stared at her backside. All of us asked how that was Emma’s fault? With her back turned, she couldn’t have known the affect she had on Mara’s husband, Greg. It was typical to blame the innocent woman in this situation and not the man. All of us had seen Greg looking at other women before. If anyone was to blame, it was him.

      So I disregarded Mara’s warnings concerning Emma. In fact, I felt protective of her. But most of all, she’d been a really good sitter for my friends. She was punctual, responsible, and everyone adored her.

      I called her for a short interview since I’d only met her in passing when going out for girls’ nights with my friends. I could see why Mara was jealous. Emma was gorgeous for her age, like she’d never gone through an awkward phase. Her blond hair had a hint of red and more volume than was fair. Her eyes sparkled, a unique mix of blue and green, almost turquoise. Her body was something I tried not to dwell on. Let’s just say there wasn’t a woman on earth who wouldn’t envy its perfect shape.

      So, I’d met her before. I knew what she looked like. But when she showed up at my door for the interview, I was blown away by her looks. She wore a conservative black dress that rose up to her neck. Her dress was a modest length. She wasn’t trying to be innately sexual, and I hated that I saw her that way. She couldn’t help the body she’d developed over the years. She couldn’t help that her hair was the perfect shade of strawberry blond and her eyes shimmered like expensive jewels.

      I swallowed back my envy and the feeling of something else that I didn’t want to admit. I put on my best smile and invited her in. “This is just a formality,” I said. “To make certain we’re a good fit. You come highly recommended, though, and I’m pretty much ready to hire you.”

      She beamed and nodded as we both took our seats in the living room. She chose the sofa and I chose the arm chair. “Thank you,” she said. “I hadn’t realized I’d been recommended.”

      “Oh yes, by everyone,” I assured her, trying to keep my thoughts about Mara’s concerns at bay. After all, Emma was very beautiful. It was difficult for me to keep my eyes off her, I could only imagine how my husband would feel. I tried to continue the interview with as much professionalism as possible. “So, how long have you been doing this?”

      “Ten years,” she said. “As I got older, I learned CPR so that I could be more than just a neighborhood sitter. I’m trying to pay my way through college.”

      I nodded. “I heard about that. What are you going to school for?”

      She grinned. “I want to be a teacher.”

      My heart swelled. She really cared about the youth beyond a simple paycheck. “That’s amazing. I hope that’s going well for you.”

      “I’m learning a lot,” she nodded.

      I cleared my throat as I asked my next question, which wasn’t quite as professional as the last. “Do you have a boyfriend? I only ask because we won’t be allowing boyfriends over while you’re working.”

      Her cheeks flushed a delicious shade of pink. “No,” she said. “No boyfriends.”

      I cleared my throat again. “Girlfriends?”

      Her cheeks were tomato-red now. “No. No girlfriends, either.”

      Suddenly, my mind wanted to know if she’d ever been interested in girls. Even to experiment. I mentally slapped myself. I was beginning to wonder if something was seriously wrong with me.

      I had a host of other questions I meant to ask, but I felt done with the interview already. Despite the possible threat of her good looks, I wanted to hire her. To keep her close. Part of me was curious what my husband would think of her. The other part of me was disgusted at my curiosity.

      “Well, I think it’s safe to say you’re a good fit for us.”

      “Oh, that’s great to hear,” she said. “Thank you.”

      “We’ll need you to start tomorrow. We need you to pick Rachel up after school and bring her home until my husband gets off work. I work late, so he’ll be relieving you.” That was a lie. I was the one that should be home first, but I wanted to see how my husband would respond to her, especially when they were alone. So I lied, and I planned to walk in a little later to gauge his reaction. I was disgusted with myself for this little plan, but I made it anyway.

      “I can do that,” she said, smiling. God, her smile was so beautiful. So delicious. I wanted to grip her chin and angled her face toward mine and kiss those soft, pink lips. The thought sent a tingle between my thighs that I didn’t understand. I’d never thought about kissing a girl before, but something about Emma made me want to show her how depraved I could be.

      We both stood and shook hands. “Well then, I guess we’ll see you tomorrow.”

      She nodded and thanked me as I walked her to the door. Once it was closed with her on the other side of it, I exhaled and pressed my forehead to the door. What the hell are you doing, Natasha?
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        * * *

      

      Work the next day was torture. I kept thinking about Emma and the lie I’d told. I kept wondering how Sean would react to her. I wondered what she would wear and how she would stand. Would she bend over in front of him? Would he watch? Would he fantasize about her and jerk off in the shower? The thoughts were endless, each one of them leading me into a frenzy of desire.

      By six o’clock, I was ready to rush home and catch them. Catch them doing what? I asked myself. And why do you seem so hopeful?

      I wish I could say I knew what I was doing. That I had a fetish or a kink or that I was bisexual. But I didn’t know a thing. I was following some strange path my gut laid out for me. Some road my desires wanted me to travel down.

      I parked the car outside my house on the street. Rachel was playing at a friend’s house according to Emma’s text. She was merely at our house in case she was needed until my husband came back. He’d arrived at 5:30, a whole hour earlier than me. Theoretically, she’d have been relieved of her duties and there would be nothing to walk in on. But just as I’d predicted, and possibly hoped for, her car was still parked in the driveway. Rachel was gone and Emma was alone in our house with Sean.

      I turned off the ignition and walked up to the door. Before opening it, I pressed my ear to the wood, wondering if I could hear something. All I heard was the sound of muffled voices, seemingly in a perfectly normal conversation. I unlocked the door and pushed it open.

      Sean was on the sofa while Emma was in the kitchen. She was wiping the counters – something neither of us had asked of her – and she was bent over one of them. Sean had pulled his gaze away from her the moment I walked in. I couldn’t be sure if he’d been staring at her ass or not, but a depraved part of me hoped he was.

      “Honey, you’re home late.”

      Emma stood and turned. “Didn’t she tell you she was working late?” she asked me.

      Sean’s brow lifted. “Natasha never works late.”

      I threw my keys into the entryway dish and set down my purse. “Today was an exception.”

      My gaze met Sean’s as I studied him. To Emma, I said, “You don’t need to clean up. Your job is just to watch Rachel.”

      “I don’t mind,” she said. “She’s not here and I needed something to do.”

      Like my husband? My mind asked, but I didn’t know why. Just like in Mara’s situation, she was merely the object of my husband’s gaze, and even that I couldn’t be sure of.

      Emma stepped around the counter, her hands folded in front of her. She was wearing a blue skirt with a white blouse, and I could see her nipples poking through the fabric from the cold air. Sean glanced at her then quickly glanced away, clearing his throat. He’d seen it too, and it made my body flush with heat.

      “Why don’t you pay her and walk her to her car,” I told Sean.

      Sean pinned me with a look. “She’s parked in the driveway. It’s 6:30. I think she’ll be fine.”

      “It’s okay,” Emma said, putting her hand up. “He’s right, I’ll be fine.”

      I tried to hide my frustration. Why was I pushing this so hard? Why did I want this? Did I want this? I was so confused I couldn’t think straight. I walked to my purse and pulled out some cash. When I handed it to Emma, our fingers brushed. Her touch sent a jolt of electricity through me.

      “Thank you,” she said. “Will you need me tomorrow?”

      I need you tonight, I thought. I bit my lip, fearful that my dirty thoughts might accidentally slip out. “Yes,” I said. “Same time tomorrow.”

      We said our goodbyes and she left. When I turned back to Sean, he swallowed. “She seems like a nice girl,” he said.

      “She is.”

      A heavy silence fell between us then, an unusual occurrence. I knew then that he found her attractive, and I wondered if he was worried about his own self control around her.

      “I’m going to go clean up and shower before dinner.”

      I nodded, noting how filthy Sean looked. But that was to be expected from his days in construction. His job gave him the body of a Greek god, but he came home covered in dirt and grime. Some days it turned me on. Some days I wanted to be touched by his filthy, calloused hands until I was dirty all over.

      Today, all I could think about were those hands touching her.

      I prepared dinner while Sean took a shower. Once it was ready, I decided to slip into something more comfortable. But when I got to our bedroom, I heard Sean grunting from the master bath.

      I snuck my way toward it, his grunts growing louder. “Yeah, just like that you dirty little slut.” Slapping sounds told me he was masturbating. “You think you can just prance around here with that tight little body and not get fucked?”

      My heart caught in my throat. Was he jerking it over me or over her?

      “Fuck,” he hissed. “Those pert little nipples, poking through your blouse. I just want to suck and bite them until you’re begging me for more.”

      A pool of arousal built between my thighs. He was jerking his cock to her. I’d been right. He’d found her irresistible. But I knew what he was doing. He was masturbating so that he didn’t pursue her.

      The fact that this disappointed me should’ve concerned me. But I was a lost cause, because now, all I wanted to do was push them together.
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      I came home every day that week ‘late’ hoping to catch something. Anything. But Emma was a good girl and Sean kept his hands to himself. I was dying with hope, with anticipation. I even started planting thoughts into Sean’s mind, or hoping to anyway.

      “So,” I said one evening over dinner. “Emma’s pretty, isn’t she?”

      Sean gulped down his water, keeping his eyes on his plate instead of me. “I guess so. I hadn’t noticed. She’s a little young for me.”

      Internally, I rolled my eyes. I knew he’d beaten himself off to her each night that week. In one of his ‘sessions,’ he even hissed out her name. But he didn’t know that I knew, and I wanted to keep it that way.

      “Really? All I know is I wish I’d had her body when she was younger. I’ve been thinking about asking her about her exercise routine.” My head was bowed but my eyes lifted as I searched my husband for more clues that he wanted her and would pursue her.

      “Your body is fine,” he said. My chest tightened. I knew he meant it as a compliment, but ‘fine’ wasn’t a word most women wanted to hear about their looks, myself included. It was then that the jealousy really reared its ugly head.

      “Just admit that you want to fuck her,” I said, glad that Rachel was already asleep. I didn’t want her to hear me curse.

      Sean set down his utensils and leaned back in his chair. His jaw was clenched and his gaze was terrifyingly harsh on mine. “What the fuck, Natasha? Are you fucking kidding me right now?”

      Now I was really glad Rachel was asleep.

      I leaned across the table, surprised by what I was about to do. “I know you’ve been jerking it to her, Sean. I heard you call her name.”

      The hardness of his expression softened. He’d been caught and he knew it. “Well, maybe if you put out once in a while, I wouldn’t be fantasizing about someone else.”

      “So you admit that you fantasize about her?”

      He pushed his chair back and stood up. “I’m not doing this, Natasha. Who I fantasize about is not your business. I’m not going to cheat on you, end of story. That should be all that matters.” With that, he left the table and headed into his office.

      I sat there shaking from adrenaline. I’d called him out, but worst of all, I was the one that felt humiliated for it. And as that humiliation coiled around my body, so did an intense wave of desire. My panties were soaked and I was desperate for a release. So I gripped the kitchen table and rocked my hips against my chair. Each brush of my clit against the cotton fabric of my panties and the hard wood of my seat brought me closer to the edge. My nipples were hard, but I ignored them. I wanted to feel deprived even as I was getting myself off.

      I closed my eyes and thought of Emma’s naked body underneath my husband’s. Then, with a shiver, I came.
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        * * *

      

      I’d continued coming home late, though now it was for different reasons. I didn’t want to be around Sean after humiliating myself. I wasn’t supposed to let on that I knew his attraction for Emma. I’d messed that up. Now, I didn’t want to face him. So, I came home late, and when I did, he went to his office. We stopped having dinners together.

      It was a few weeks later before I finally learned that Emma had an attraction to my husband too. “You’re so lucky,” she told me on her way out the door. “To have this house. To have your husband. I hope I can find a man that good-looking someday.”

      My heart raced. You can have mine, I thought. “You’re gorgeous,” I told her, my fingers itching to push a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’ll find someone even better looking.”

      She smiled. “That’s nice of you to say.”

      “Trust me, it’s true. I’m sure there isn’t a man on this earth who hasn’t admired your beauty.”

      Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes looked a hint less innocent than usual. “It can get me into trouble sometimes.”

      I gripped the door in my fingers, desperate to know more. “Oh? What kind of trouble?”

      She lowered her gaze and dug her tennis shoe into the concrete below. She was wearing leggings today and a fitted t-shirt. You could practically picture her body naked from its silhouette, alone. “I’m sure you know that’s why Mara fired me?”

      “No,” I lied. “She fired you?”

      She nodded. “She thought I was having an affair with her husband or something. I don’t know. But I would never do that sort of thing.”

      “Not even if the wife wanted you to?” Her gaze met mine so quickly, and I covered my mouth. Had I really let those words slip out of me?

      “Wh-what?”

      “Nothing.”

      Emma took a step toward me, her rose perfume swirling around me senses. “You said, ‘not even if the wife wanted you to?’ Why would you say that? Unless…” She took another step forward. I knew I should step back, but I couldn’t. She was so close I could feel the heat from her body radiating toward mine. I wanted to grip her hips and push her against the nearest wall and kiss her so hard it hurt.

      “Unless what?”

      A smile twitched on her lips but she tried to suppress it. Her eyes no longer held any hint of innocence. She looked like a seductress, a professional. I should’ve seen it coming, the change in her. But I was naïve. I had no idea what that look meant.

      “Nothing,” she said, shaking her head. “I should go.”

      Before I could open my mouth and beg for answers, she was at her car, sliding into the driver’s seat. With a deep unsettled feeling swirling in my belly, I watched her drive away. That was the last time I saw ‘innocent’ Emma ever again.
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      Over the next week, I saw a change in Emma. Her outfits were sexier. Her hair was styled. Instead of jeans and leggings, she wore skirts that were much shorter than the conservative dress she’d interviewed in. She wore low cut tops, showcasing her cleavage, and she wore more makeup – but not too much.

      She looked like she was going on a date, not doing a job. And it became impossible for Sean not to stare. By this point, though, I wasn’t sure he was trying to hide it anymore. I knew his attraction for her and it had pushed us apart. Now, it seemed, he was giving into it completely. So long as he wasn’t cheating.

      Each night I walked in, I found Emma in compromising positions. Bent over. Leaning back. On her hands and knees. All under the guise of ‘cleaning’ even though every position was in direct view of my husband. And he stared. He stared while I was watching. Occasionally, he’d even bring his gaze back to me in a daring kind of way. Daring me to say something. Daring me to stop him. Daring me to fire her, maybe.

      When I finally had enough, I yanked Emma by her wrist into another room. It just so happened the nearest room was the hall bathroom.

      “What do you think you’re doing?” I demanded.

      Her eyelashes fluttered innocently but a coy smile played upon her lips. “I’m doing what you want me to be doing.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      Her eyes searched mine, and I felt like she could see into my very soul. “You want me to steal your husband, don’t you?”

      “What?” A few quick breaths escaped me before I said, “No.”

      Emma stood against the wall, and when I said ‘no’ she pushed her back completely to it. “I’m sorry, I must’ve misread the situation.”

      In that moment, something horrible came over me. A desire that churned so deep it started to control me. I stepped closer, until our breasts were nearly touching. I reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

      “Natasha,” she said, her breaths slowing. “You’re confusing me.”

      My eyelids fell closed and I rested my forehead against hers. “It’s because I’m so confused myself.”

      Fingers gripped my chin and her thumb stroked my lower lip. “I can help you figure it out.”

      I was shaking when her lips crashed into mine. What was happening? Did I want her to sleep with my husband, or did I want her to sleep with me?

      Her lips parted and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I let her in. I let her taste me, and in return I tasted her. A moan slipped out and I couldn’t tell if it had come from her or from me. Her thigh slipped between my legs and her hands found my waist, sliding slowly up to my breasts over my blouse. Her thumbs brushed against my nipples, and I shamelessly rode her thigh while we kissed.

      I shuddered, so easily did I succumb to her touching. My orgasm rolled through me like a deadly poison. I’d just let the sitter make me come.

      A knock on the door jolted me backward. “What’s going on? Emma, are you okay?”

      I hated that he was asking if she was okay, but I knew why he was. He thought she was an innocent thing still, not the temptress she’d proven herself to be. He thought I was cornering her, about to make a fool of myself.

      Well, I might’ve been playing a fool, but not the one he believed me to be.

      “I’m fine,” Emma said, her hand on the doorknob. She pulled it open and Sean’s gaze met mine. I was still panting and my cheeks were likely flushed. I could feel my arousal leak down my thigh from under my skirt. I wondered if he could see it. If he could see that she’d made me come.

      Emma, however, made the decision for me. “I just made your wife come,” she said, suddenly sounding much older than she was, “and now she wants to watch me make you come, too.”

      Sean’s eyes were wide and disbelieving, but I choked on my words. What was I supposed to say in this situation? I didn’t know what to do, so I let Emma lead the way.

      She placed a hand on Sean’s test and planted her lips on my husband’s.  My worst fear and greatest desire were coming true.  He kissed her passionately in a way I hadn’t been kissed in quite some time.  Jealousy snaked through me until he broke their kiss and kissed me instead.  I met his tongue with mine and could taste Emma’s cherry lip gloss mixed with his cinnamon gum.  I clutched him to me, but he pulled away and returned to her.

      To my surprise, Emma pushed him away and smirked.  “We have a little surprise for you first,” she said. She took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

      Sean followed behind us eagerly. “Something other than you making my wife come?”

      Emma nodded as she unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it from my shoulders. My husband dipped his head between my breasts and kissed my cleavage.

      Sean pulled the cups of my bra down under my breasts and sucked on my tits.  His lips wrapped firmly around my hardened nipple and his tongue flicked over the skin.  I clutched his hair and moaned while his fingers slipped between my legs, inching up underneath my skirt. I could feel myself dripping wet for both of them already.

      Emma’s eyes were hooded as she watched my husband devour me.  She unzipped her own dress and slipped out of it.  My husband eyed her while he sucked my tits, his fingers slipping inside my panties and brushing against my clit.  I felt a spark of electricity shoot through me and I wiggled my hips to meet his touch.

      Emma led me to the bed where Sean followed and continued to devour me. Emma climbed over my face as I leaned back, straddling me with her sexy frontside facing my husband.  She tugged her panties to the side and said, “Now be a good girl and lick my pussy.”

      I stretched out my tongue just as my husband thrust three fingers straight into me at once.  I moaned against Emma’s wet slit and lapped up her dripping, wet desire.  Suddenly, my husband’s eyes were on Emma, and soon his hands were too.  But first, he pulled out his cock and dragged the tip of it along my aching pussy.  He pushed the head past my swollen lips and thrust in deep.

      My moans were muffled by Emma's swollen, wet pussy as her hips bucked wildly above me. The scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, driving me wild with desire. I could feel her thighs trembling against my head as she clenched around my tongue, her low, guttural moans echoing through the room.

                  My husband's thrusts grew more urgent as he buried himself deep inside me, his hands roaming Emma's body before finding their way to her breasts. They kissed passionately while I lay trapped beneath them, consumed with pleasure and fulfilling their every whim.

                  My own desire was building as I realized how completely under their control I was. Emma continued to rock above my face while my husband kissed her and reached down to touch me. Their lips met in a frenzy of tongues and moans, using my body for their pleasure.

                  As they moved together, I couldn't help but shift my body in response, further pleasuring them both. Soon enough, Emma's hips were shaking and her moans had turned into high-pitched cries. Her walls tightened around my tongue as she climaxed.

                  My husband groaned and thrust harder into me until he too reached his peak, filling me with his hot release. Emma climbed off of me as he pulled out, leaving me smeared with her arousal and dripping with his cum.

                  "I want to taste you," Emma purred to my husband as they crawled around me towards each other. I sat up on my elbows, dress hiked up to my hips, bra pulled down, and panties still bunched to the side.

                  On all fours, Emma made her way to my husband while he leaned back on his knees. She took him eagerly into her mouth, cleaning him of both his cum and mine with long licks and sucks. Watching her so intimately with my husband made me want to join in, so I did.

                  We took turns licking and sucking on his throbbing cock, our tongues occasionally touching as we both tried to pleasure him. The taste of his arousal mixed with Emma's was intoxicating, driving me deeper into a state of ecstasy. Our giggles filled the room as we continued to explore and play with each other's tongues around his cock and balls.

                  Eventually, Emma pulled back and angled his cock towards me, giving me a clear view of her tongue swirling along the underside of his shaft. Together, we brought him to rock-hard arousal once again before taking turns deep throating him with greedy enthusiasm. Our tongues danced and tangled around him, sending shivers down my spine and making my thighs clench. It was a level of pleasure and intimacy I had never experienced before, and I couldn't get enough.

      My husband's strong hands gripped our heads, keeping us both close to his throbbing cock. I watched in a frenzy as Emma expertly worked her lips along his length, while I eagerly sucked on his heavy balls. His groans grew louder and more urgent, signaling that he was close to climaxing. As I looked up at my husband's flushed face, I could feel the jealousy melting away and being replaced with an overwhelming sense of joy and arousal.

      My own body was flushed with heat as I watched our sitter eagerly swallow my husband's release. He pulled back, leaving a trail of cum between Emma's lips and his still-erect member. Without hesitation, I leaned in to taste the remnants of his pleasure on her tongue.

      The flavor was a mix of sweet coconut, tangy berries, and a hint of refreshing mint. Sensing the rising tension between us, I unfastened Emma's bra as our passionate kiss deepened. My hands couldn't resist cupping her bare breasts, feeling her hardened nipples against my palms.

      Our bodies tangled together, our legs intertwining as we rolled on the bed. Suddenly, my husband appeared behind me and spread my legs apart, positioning himself between them. I could hear him stroking his thick cock before plunging it deeply inside me.

      With each forceful thrust, he filled me completely and brought me closer to the edge of ecstasy. Just as I started to lose myself in the moment, he pulled out and entered Emma without missing a beat. She moaned loudly into our kiss as our hands roamed over each other's bodies.

      I couldn't resist trailing kisses down Emma's neck and over her chest until I reached her erect nipple. Taking it into my mouth, I gently bit down as my husband continued to pound into me from behind.

      He suddenly withdrew again and began vigorously fucking Emma, causing her breasts to bounce against my face. Her cries of pleasure only added to my own building arousal.

      "I want to taste you," she whispered, mirroring what she had said to my husband earlier. I eagerly nodded, giving her a kiss before climbing on top of her. Unlike Emma, I faced away from my husband, unsure if I could handle seeing him inside her.

      As Emma pulled my panties aside and began to lick and suck on my sensitive clit, I couldn't hold back my moans of pleasure. My climax built quickly, and I braced myself on the bed as waves of euphoria washed over me.

      Suddenly, I felt my husband's strong hands gripping my hips, pulling me towards his eager mouth. As Emma pleasured me with her tongue, he expertly licked and teased my tight asshole. This sensory overload was too much to handle, and I soon exploded in a mind-blowing orgasm.

      Exhausted and spent, I rolled onto my back and watched in awe as my husband continued to ravish Emma. My body was still tingling with pleasure, and I struggled to catch my breath. My husband's wild eyes were fixated on her bouncing breasts as he drove into her with reckless abandon.

      The heat of his touch seared her skin as he cupped her breasts and sucked on her nipples, causing her to arch her back against him in pleasure. I couldn't tear my eyes away as his cock disappeared inside her again and again, claiming her with each powerful thrust. It was a fiery, forbidden sight that sent shivers down my spine. To see my husband's body intertwined with another woman's like this was something I never could have imagined, yet here it was before me.

      As Sean continued to ravish Emma's breasts, he suddenly pulled out and flipped her over onto her stomach. She glanced back at me with hooded eyes, her chest pressed against the bed beneath her. My husband spit onto her ass and slid his shaft between her cheeks, aiming for her tight entrance and pushing in slowly but steadily.

      Emma's hand reached out for my ankle as she moaned with each deep penetration. I moved closer to her and she eagerly took me into her mouth once more, drinking from me as though I were the only source of sustenance in the world. As she devoured me with desperate passion, her fingers plunged inside me, curling and teasing my sensitive walls. Meanwhile, I couldn't take my eyes off of Sean as he delved deeper into Emma's flesh until they were both crying out with abandon.

      With each forceful thrust that propelled him into Emma's body, my husband also drove her mouth onto my dripping sex. The sensation was mind-numbingly intense - to feel myself reaching such heights of pleasure while watching this taboo act unfold before me. But I knew that this experience would bring Emma and I even closer together as friends, and perhaps even strengthen the bond between Sean and I.

      As our bodies twisted and writhed in ecstasy, Emma's fingers worked tirelessly inside me while Sean grasped at her waist and stimulated her clit with precision timing. Our cries mingled together in a symphony of pleasure, our bodies intertwined and connected in ways I never thought possible.

      As the waves of orgasm subsided, I joined my husband at the foot of the bed. We watched in fascination as his seed slowly dripped from Emma's tight orifice, glistening and enticing. Unable to resist, I moved closer and gripped her buttocks in my hands, leaning forward to taste my husband's essence on her skin.

      My tongue followed the trail of his release until it reached her core, and I couldn't help but continue to delve deeper inside while Emma moaned with delight. The taste of my husband mixed with her own essence was intoxicating, and I couldn't get enough. It was a moment of pure indulgence and surrender, and I reveled in every second of it.

      Sean watched while he stroked his half-hard cock.  “When you asked me about Emma,” he said, “I didn’t realize you wanted this.”

      “I didn’t realize it either,” I admitted, feeling more vulnerable than ever.

      Emma leaned back in a pose that seems older than her years. Where was the timid, innocent girl I’d hired? This Emma was a full woman. “I knew your wife was into me,” Emma teased. “From the first interview. She couldn’t keep her eyes off of me.”

      “I thought I’d hidden it well,” I said.

      Emma shook her head. “It was clear as day. But I couldn’t do anything until I knew for certain. When you let it slip that night…I knew I had your permission.”

      “That’s when you started dressing differently,” my husband said, putting it all together. “Was I just some pawn in your crazy game?”

      Emma and I exchanged glances and smiled. Together, we said, “Yeah. Basically.”

      Sean climbed between us on the bed and gave each of us a kiss. “Well, let’s keep playing.”
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      The air buzzed with curiosity, punctuated by the occasional gasp or giggle from the cluster of women perched around Lisa’s living room. I nestled deeper into the plush throw pillows, my cheeks flushing a shade that rivaled the rosy tip of what Lisa affectionately termed ‘The Tickler’, her fingers dancing over its smooth silicone surface.

      "And this one," Lisa declared, her voice dipped in honeyed enthusiasm, "has ten different settings. Ten! Imagine all the possibilities." Her eyes twinkled with a mischievous glint as she glanced around the room, ensuring she had every woman's undivided attention.

      I shifted my weight, feeling the soft cushions contour to my body, and sipped my wine, trying to compose my features into an expression of nonchalance. Yet, inside, a storm of embarrassed curiosity was brewing. I had never envisioned attending a party quite like this, let alone contemplating the variety of pulsations and gyrations designed to unlock new pleasures.

      Lisa continued with her presentation, each toy unveiled bringing with itself a new wave of oohs and ahhs from the assembly of friends. I watched her demonstrate the flexibility of one particularly intimidating specimen—surely that was not anatomically accurate—and explain how its curved shape was perfect for G-spot stimulation. My mind wandered guiltily to images of Zach, how his touch had grown familiar— tender yet predictable.

      I imagined bringing one of these contraptions home. Would Zach be appalled or intrigued? Would he take it as an affront to his abilities or see it as an exciting challenge? The mere thought sent a shiver down my spine that wasn't entirely due to the cool sip of Chardonnay lingering on my lips.

      "And for our grand finale," Lisa announced with a flourish, "the pièce de résistance!" She held up a sleek device that looked more like modern art than something meant for bedroom antics. Its design was elegant, sophisticated even—a far cry from the garish phalluses that would make anyone blush scarlet.

      "This one is for the connoisseurs," she said with a wink aimed at me, and I felt my face flame anew. Was it that obvious I was a novice in this realm?

      Lisa explained its dual motors and how it was crafted to stimulate both internally and externally simultaneously—a ballet of sensation that promised an endless wave of climaxes. My heart hammered in my chest at the implication, and I could almost feel its dual vibration against my skin.

      As Lisa wrapped up her show-and-tell, applause and laughter filled the space between us. Lisa went over the prices of each one and collected orders. Most of the women blushed, but at least they were brave enough to purchase one. I was too scared to even touch one.

      As we mingled afterward—some placing discreet orders while others chattered animatedly—I caught myself stealing glances at the display table. A myriad of shapes and hues tempted me.

      I took another sip of wine, steadying my nerves. Perhaps it was time to invite new experiences into my bedroom, and discover what pleasure should really be about.

      With a shaky breath that was part excitement, part fear, I approached the table and reached for the sleek device Lisa had touted as the masterpiece. My fingertips grazed its surface, smooth and cool to the touch, and an electric tingle shot up my arm. I glanced around, half-expecting judgmental stares or sly smirks. But all I found were encouraging smiles and nods. Even Lisa, with her keen eyes now soft with understanding, gave me a subtle thumbs-up.

      "Curious?" she inquired softly as she sidled up beside me, her voice only for my ears amid the gentle hum of ongoing conversations.

      I nodded, swallowing hard. "Terrified and intrigued," I admitted. The truth had a liberating quality to it as if saying the words aloud made them less daunting.

      Lisa's smile was warm and her hand briefly squeezed mine in solidarity. "It's normal to feel that way," she reassured me. "Everyone's first time is a step into the unknown."

      I held the toy closer, examining it as if it held secrets of an ancient world—a world where pleasure was both map and territory. It didn't have the crassness of some toys that seemed designed solely for shock value. No, this one whispered of a careful craftsmanship that honored its purpose: the pursuit of ecstasy.

      Finally, with a sense of daring that seemed to come from somewhere outside myself, I whispered back to Lisa, "I'll take it."

      Her grin widened as she pulled out an order form. "You won't regret it," she promised as she wrote down my selection. “And if you ever want to experiment further, just let me know.”

      My breath hitched even though I didn’t understand the meaning of her words. Experiment further? How much further did she mean? And in what ways? I was too timid to ask, so I simply nodded.

      As other women continued perusing Lisa's trove of treasures, discussing amongst themselves with newfound openness, I felt a kinship with them—an unspoken sisterhood bound by our shared journey into a world where our pleasure was paramount.

      Making my way back to my seat with my secret purchase confirmed, I caught myself daydreaming about Zach's reaction when I would introduce our new bedroom guest. The thought tingled through me like champagne bubbles—light, effervescent, invigorating.

      The night came to a close. As we all hugged goodbye and the women slipped away into the night armed with glossy bags, my thoughts lingered on Lisa’s words.

      I slipped into my car with a fluttering heart and drove home under a canopy of stars that seemed to wink conspiratorially at me. Tonight marked more than just an indulgent sales party; it was the prologue to a new chapter—one where Zach and I could explore not just our bodies but also our boundaries. If only I knew that this little toy was only the beginning.

      The drive felt short, almost impatient, as if even time itself was urging me toward revelation. And when finally home, I found Zach waiting up for me—his eyes sleepy but curious.

      "How was your night?" he asked as he wrapped his arms around me in welcome.

      My lips curled into a smile—the kind that promised him his own awakening was just over the horizon.

      "I bought something," I replied. "And I want to try it with you."

      With those words hanging between us like ripe fruit ready for plucking, we headed upstairs together , each step a drumbeat toward discovery. The mundane creaks of the wooden staircase under our feet sang a prelude to the symphony of the night ahead.

      We entered our bedroom, where Zach's gaze lingered on my face as if trying to decipher the secrets behind my smile. The air was thick with anticipation, a palpable energy that seemed to charge every atom between us and around us.

      I reached into my purse and pulled out the neatly wrapped box Lisa had given me, its edges crisp and promising. Zach's eyebrows rose in intrigue as I placed it on the bed, a silent invitation to join me in unwrapping the gift—not just the box's contents, but also the layers of unexplored desires within us both.

      His fingers brushed mine as we lifted the lid together. The reveal felt like an intimate ceremony, our breaths synchronizing as we laid eyes on the sleek toy nestled among folds of satin. It was more than just an object; it was a symbol of our willingness to delve into uncharted pleasures.

      Zach's eyes sparkled with curiosity and something more—a flame kindled by the prospect of a shared adventure. He looked up at me, his question unspoken but clear: "Do you want me to use this on you?"

      "Yes," I answered without hesitation, my voice steadied by conviction. "Please."

      I looked down at the sleek, curved toy in my hands, its surface emitting a subtle but promising hum. Was I ready for this? A flicker of excitement danced through me as Zach's eyes, darkened with desire, met mine. A silent question hovered in the air between us. Yes, I wanted him to use it on me. The affirmation escaped my lips in a breathless whisper.

      Zach's fingers curled around the toy, taking it from me with a tantalizing slowness that only heightened the anticipation knotting in my belly. He stood at the edge of the bed, his gaze never leaving mine as he switched on the vibration to a higher setting. The soft buzzing sound filled the room, mingling with my quickening breaths.

      The sensation was electric as he brought the toy down and trailed it over my clothed body. My nipples tightened beneath the fabric of my blouse as he circled them with the vibrating tip, causing waves of pleasure to radiate outward. I could feel myself growing wetter with each teasing touch.

      Zach's fingers worked expertly, unbuttoning my blouse and pushing it off my shoulders, revealing my heated skin beneath. He peeled away every barrier between us with deliberate hands until I was exposed before him. There was a hunger in his eyes that matched the heat coursing through my veins.

      Once I was completely bare before him, Zach gently but firmly laid me down on the bed. The sheets felt cool against my flushed skin, offering a stark contrast to the heat emanating from within me. His hand guided the toy down my body until it hovered over my throbbing pussy.

      I writhed as he pressed it against me, the vibrations intensifying the ache for release. My hands clutched at the sheets, gripping them tightly as pleasure built like a storm inside me. With each precise movement of his hand, Zach drove me closer to the edge.

      My moans filled the room as Zach maneuvered the toy expertly. It was both relentless and tender in its pursuit of my climax, so when it finally crashed over me like a wave engulfing a shore, it left me gasping and shuddering. Every muscle tensed and then melted into euphoric relaxation as I came hard around the buzzing invader.

      As I lay there tremulous and spent, Zach didn't waste any time. With practiced ease, he removed his clothes until he stood before me fully naked—a vision of masculine arousal that reignited my desire.

      His cock stood erect and proud as he mounted the bed, positioning himself between my thighs. Without hesitation, he pushed his length inside me—a perfect fit that had us both sighing in unison at the sensation.

      The warmth of his skin against mine felt grounding after the synthetic intrusion of vibrations. Zach's movements were primal as he thrust into me—the slapping sound of our bodies merging with our labored breaths.

      He held nothing back; each movement was intense and deliberate—designed to stoke the fires that had barely simmered down from moments ago. In this carnal dance we found our rhythm—one that spoke of shared history and an intimate knowledge of each other's bodies.

      He chased his release with a fervor that only served to build mine anew until we were both teetering on the precipice of another earth-shattering orgasm. His hands roamed over my body, a testament to his insatiable need to claim every inch of my skin, to brand me with his touch. With every thrust, I felt him deeper, his cock hitting just the right spot that sent sparks through my veins.

      Our eyes locked, and in that heated gaze, there was an unspoken promise—the kind that can only be forged in the fires of raw passion. His pace quickened and I met each of his thrusts with an urgency that matched his own. The bed creaked beneath us, a steady rhythm to the chorus of our moans.

      As he drove into me harder, faster, the pressure inside me swelled like a tide ready to break against the shore. He leaned down to capture my lips in a kiss, deep and possessive, as if he could taste my impending climax. And then it hit, tearing through me with the force of a tempest.

      I cried out his name, voice muffled by his mouth still pressed fervently against mine. My inner walls clenched tightly around him, coaxing him toward his own peak as spasms of pleasure wracked my body.

      Zach's movements became erratic as he neared his edge. With a guttural groan that vibrated through me, he reached his climax. I felt the hot rush of him inside me at the same moment he stilled, buried deep within my welcoming warmth.

      He collapsed onto me, our sweat-slicked bodies melding together in the aftermath. Our breathing was heavy, syncing slowly as we descended from our high. Zach rolled off to lie beside me on the bed, pulling me into his embrace. We lay there entwined, hearts still pounding in our chests.

      The air around us held the echo of our passion—a tangible reminder of the intensity we shared. The toy lay forgotten on the floor, its purpose served and surpassed by something far more profound—our love and lust intermingled and expressed in their purest form.

      In the quiet that followed, wrapped in Zach's arms and feeling the gentle rise and fall of his chest against my back, I realized that moments like these were what I craved most—the connection and release we found within each other. It wasn't just about pleasure; it was about belonging—to him and with him—in every possible way.

      Our legs tangled beneath the sheets as we drifted toward sleep, contented smiles on our faces and a silent vow hanging in the air—we would keep exploring this endless journey of desire together, wherever it might lead us next.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I shared a cup of coffee with Lisa.

      “So?” she asked. “Have you used it yet?”

      I knew she was referring to the toy and I blushed. “That’s a yes,” she teased.

      “Zach and I used it together,” I admitted.

      “And? How was it?”

      “Incredible. Mind-blowing.”

      Lisa smiled and it warmed every fiber of my being. “I can show you something even better, if you’re open to it.”

      I leaned in with curiosity. “Like what?”

      Lisa smirked and said, “Have you ever thought about sharing your husband with another woman?”

      The question took me aback but also aroused me. “You mean, like cheating?”

      Lisa smiles and says, “It’s not cheating if he has your permission. It’s not cheating if you enjoy watching.”

      I blushed again and stumbled over my words. Lisa took my hand which sent an electric jolt through me. “I’m going to come over tonight and fuck Zach in front of you. You’ll like it, trust me.”

      I said nothing. All I could do was nod.

      Lisa leaned in closer across the small café table, her eyes dark with promise. "Trust me, Kristen," she whispered, "it's going to be an experience you'll never forget."

      I swallowed hard, trying to calm the fluttering in my stomach. I could feel the other patrons around us, lost in their own worlds, unaware of the conversation that was turning my world upside down. And yet amidst my turmoil, there was a growing excitement - a flame fanned by Lisa's audacious proposition.

      When I finally found my voice again, it came out as a hushed murmur. "Are you sure Zach would even be into something like that?"

      Her smirk grew into a confident smile. "Zach is an adventurous man. He married you, didn't he?" Her wink was playful but knowing. "Besides, I've seen the way he looks at me when we're all together. There's interest there. A spark waiting to catch fire."

      My thoughts raced with images of Zach and Lisa together - images both scandalizing and undeniably arousing. The realization that part of me wanted this to happen sent another wave of heat through my core.

      "But what if..." My voice trailed off as I struggled to articulate the fears mingling with the desire.

      "If it doesn't work out," Lisa cut in smoothly, "we stop. No harm done. But if it does, imagine how amazing it could be. Think about watching him with me, witnessing his pleasure... and yours by extension."

      The idea of seeing Zach lost in ecstasy because of another woman twisted in my gut—the jealousy clashing with an unexpected rush of voyeuristic pleasure.

      "Just think about it," Lisa said as she stood up to leave. Her fingers lingered on mine for a brief moment longer before she let go.

      I watched her leave the café, admiring her confidence and poise. She didn’t look back but I was certain she knew I'd be thinking about her offer all day long.

      For hours after Lisa had gone, her words echoed in my. By the time evening approached, my decision had been made; a thrilling mix of nervousness and anticipation bubbled through me as I prepared for what was to come.

      As I stood nervously adjusting my dress in front of the mirror later that night, staring at my reflection as if seeking approval from some unknown judge within its depths, the doorbell rang. The sound seemed louder than usual, resonating like a gong announcing the start of an unforeseen ceremony.

      Zach looked up from his book with eyebrows raised questioningly, but I merely nodded toward the door without a word – my silence heavy with implication.

      Taking a shaky breath and smoothing down my dress one last time, I walked towards our shared destiny with trembling legs but a resolute heart. Tonight would either be the ignition of something extraordinary or the test of limits we never knew we had.

      Zach, ever the hospitable husband, strode toward the door to welcome our 'surprise guest.' Lisa entered with predatory grace, her eyes locked on mine as she stepped confidently into our home.

      There was an initial awkwardness; pleasantries exchanged, glasses of wine poured to smooth out the edges of this unusual social gathering. Lisa's demeanor was electric, her suggestive smiles laced with an intimacy that Zach couldn't decode but I understood all too well.

      As night unfolded outside our windows, Lisa turned the conversation towards more risqué topics. Her stories were laced with experiences and desires that made Zach chuckle nervously while sending shivers down my spine. Then she turned towards me, her gaze steady and expectant.

      “Kristen,” she purred, placing her glass on the coffee table with calculated casualness. “Do you remember what we talked about this morning?”

      My face flushed hot; all pretense drained away as I met her daring stare. “Yes,” I whispered, feeling Zach's bewildered gaze between us.

      Lisa stood up and sauntered over to where he sat, perched on the edge of our couch like a sculpted deity about to descend from Olympus. With a practiced finesse, she straddled his lap, looking back at me over her shoulder to gauge my reaction.

      “This isn’t cheating,” she reassured us both as much as herself. “It’s sharing.”

      Zach's hands hovered uncertainly before they settled tentatively on Lisa's hips at her encouraging nod. My pulse hammered in my ears; this was real, undeniably happening right before my eyes in our living room where we had shared so many serene evenings.

      As they kissed – hesitant at first – something inside me ignited. It wasn't jealousy or anger but a primal fascination mixed with uncharted arousal. I became both spectator and accomplice to this intimate betrayal-turned-gift.

      As Lisa's lips traveled along my husband's neck, her hands deftly unbuttoned his shirt, exposing the musculature I had traced so many times before. I watched, transfixed, as her fingers danced across his skin, electrifying every nerve ending in his body if his shivers were any indication. With each layer she removed, my own breath hitched, as though the thin fabric of my modesty was being stripped away along with his attire.

      The tie – his favorite sapphire blue – lay discarded and forgotten, a casualty of this sensual siege. My husband's chest heaved, and when Lisa's mouth found his nipple, teasing it into a taut peak with the flick of her tongue, a guttural moan escaped from him. It echoed in the room and vibrated within me, awakening a raw need that I had been trying to suppress.

      Finally bare to the waist, he reciprocated her undressing. His large hands swept over Lisa’s slender frame, nimble in their task of peeling off her blouse and revealing the sheer lace bra that could barely contain the swell of her breasts. The sight of her flushed skin against his rough hands seared into my mind – an image that would replay itself in my most secret fantasies.

      With every thread shed between them, the air grew thicker with desire – a tangible thing that fluttered like butterflies in the hollow of my stomach. Outwardly still, inwardly writhing with emotion and sensation, I pressed my thighs together in a feeble attempt to quell the pulsing ache between them.

      Lisa knelt before him then, her gaze locked on mine for a heartbeat too long. Did she see the conflict there? The hunger? She must have because her lips curled into a sly smirk before she turned back to my husband.

      And then she was unfastening his belt with nimble fingers – how had mine never seemed so graceful? The clink of its buckle sounded like thunder in my ears as she pulled it free and tossed it aside. His pants followed shortly after, pooling at his feet until he stepped out of them just as boldly naked as any Greek god that prompted forbidden worship.

      It was then that Lisa took him into her mouth; slowly at first – teasingly – as though savoring the taste of what was mine. Her lips slid over him effortlessly while her eyes closed in apparent bliss. Watching her take him deeper with each tender movement sent shocks of sensation straight to my core.

      I couldn’t help but mirror her motions unconsciously with my hand inching beneath the fabric of my own skirt. The warmth that greeted my fingertips sent shivers up my spine as I circled the bundle of nerves hidden there. A mix of shame and thrill ran through me; I was self-serving amid their pleasure yet compelled by an invisible force.

      My husband threw his head back with a low groan that mingled with Lisa's muffled sounds of satisfaction as she worshipped him with her mouth. The sight was so intensely erotic that all semblance of reluctance shattered within me. I moved my hand more boldly now, lost to the taboo symphony playing before me - their bodies entwined in an illicit ballet for which I was the lone audience.

      Their moans became my rhythm; each gasp, each whispered name, a note that guided my fingers in their erotic dance. The room swelled with the heat of their union, an filthy haze that blurred the lines of fidelity and fed the flames of my hidden desires.

      Lisa's hand crept up, caressing his thigh with reverence as she took him deeper still. Her other hand reached behind, unclasping her bra with a practiced flick. It fell away, revealing her pert breasts to the cool air of the room — and to my widening eyes. My breath caught at the sight of her nipples, hard and begging for attention.

      I watched as my husband reached down, his hands hungry to touch. He rolled one peak between his thumb and forefinger, eliciting a soft moan from Lisa that resonated with the throbbing inside me. My own hand moved in tandem, pinching at my flesh with a delicious pressure that mirrored theirs.

      The room was filled with the symphony of carnal delight – the wet sounds of Lisa's mouth enveloping him, the rhythmic creak of our marriage bed as it rocked gently in time with her bobbing head, and the uncontrollable whimpers escaping from my own lips as I teetered on the edge of self-induced ecstasy.

      My eyes flitted across every detail of their entwined bodies — his hands tangled in her hair guiding her movements, her eyes fluttering open occasionally to lock with mine in unspoken acknowledgment of our shared transgression.

      The tension built within me; I felt the threads of restraint unravel as pleasure spiraled outwards from my core. A voyeur in my own bedroom yet an intrinsic part in their act of infidelity, I was caught in the riptide of forbidden desire.

      And then it happened – the shattering climax as Lisa drew back slightly, taking him only by the tip, her hand working its magic where her mouth had left off. His body tensed, his hips bucked and he released into her waiting embrace with a primal groan that seemed to echo my own release.

      Tremors racked me as I watched them fall into each other – spent and glowing. My own breath came in ragged gasps as I slowly withdrew my hand from beneath my skirt, sticky and glistening – proof of my unspoken participation.

      The silence that followed was thick with the aftermath of our filthy deeds. Lisa's eyes met mine once more, a glint of triumph and complicity dancing within their depths as she wiped her lips coyly and rose to her feet. She was the embodiment of sensuous power, and in that moment, I envied her – for her unabashed abandon, for the way she claimed what she wanted with such confidence.

      I pulled my skirt down, feeling both exposed and oddly empowered. My husband lay back on the sofa, his chest heaving, eyes clouded with the recent haze of passion. His gaze drifted to me, laced with a complexity of emotions – surprise, satisfaction, perhaps a sliver of guilt. He extended a hand towards me, an invitation or perhaps a plea for absolution.

      "Kristen," he murmured, the sound of my name on his lips weaving a spell that tugged at my core.

      I approached hesitantly, each step fueled by an intoxicating blend of curiosity and burgeoning desire. The remnants of my climax still whispered through my body as I reached for his hand. His fingers entwined with mine, a current of connection jolting us both.

      "Come here," he coaxed, voice husky and low.

      I complied, allowing him to pull me onto the sofa beside him. Lisa watched with an enigmatic smile, her presence a silent sentinel over the unfolding scene. As I settled next to my husband, his touch grew bolder - trailing fire along my thigh, venturing beneath the fabric once more to discover the damp evidence of my arousal.

      His lips found mine in a kiss that was both an apology and an affirmation. It was tender yet desperate, communicating a hunger that resonated within my own flesh. I kissed him back with equal fervor – lost once again in the torrent of sensation that had no name but desire.

      Lisa's hand brushed against mine as she joined us, her touch electrifying and forbidden. I drew back from the kiss just enough to see her – this woman who had breached our sanctity yet somehow made it expand with possibilities I hadn't dared imagine.

      "Is this what you want?" Her question was directed at both of us but hung in the air like a challenge – to break away from conventional boundaries and explore this new realm laid bare before us.

      My husband's eyes searched mine for an answer – a permission or perhaps a denial – but all he found was my raw need reflecting back at him. Without words, I nodded; not fully understanding this journey we were embarking upon but unable to resist.

      Lisa's gaze flickered with a mix of lust and power as she registered our silent exchange. She lowered herself slowly onto my husband's lap, her bare thighs spreading to accommodate his width. My breath caught in my throat as I watched the tip of his cock nudge at her entrance, a bead of her excitement glistening at the brink.

      "Watch closely, Kristen," she breathed out, her voice thick with desire.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away as she took him in, inch by deliberate inch. The moment he filled her completely, she paused, rolling her hips in a slow circle that drew a deep groan from him. His hands gripped her waist, urging her to move faster, but she maintained her tantalizing pace, savoring every sensation.

      My own fingers danced over the sensitive nub of flesh between my legs, mimicking Lisa's torturously slow rhythm. A moan spilled from my lips as I felt the heat building within me. I was entranced by the sight; Lisa's body rising and falling with a grace that belied the raw hunger etched onto my husband's face.

      She leaned forward to kiss him – fierce and possessive – and their moans intermingled. My own body echoed each movement, craving the depths and peaks they shared.

      As Lisa picked up speed, riding him with abandon now, I matched her thrust for thrust with my own hand. Waves of pleasure crashed over me at the sight of them entwined.

      I watched intently as Lisa's muscles tensed, her back arching in pure ecstasy. "Kristen," she gasped out, locking eyes with mine as if to pull me into their union even more. Her movements became erratic, signaling the approach of her climax.

      My husband followed soon after, his hips bucking up into her one final time as he surrendered to the intensity of their shared release. I felt a surge of satisfaction seeing him come undone underneath her.

      Their cries spurred me on, hastening my own climax. With a few more fervent rubs against myself, I tumbled into oblivion. The waves of my orgasm rolled through me, leaving me breathless and spent.

      As they collapsed together in a heap of satisfaction and exhaustion, I realized we'd crossed a threshold tonight — one where desire reigned supreme over conventionality. And in that realization lay the thrill of infinite possibilities stretching out before us like uncharted territories waiting to be explored.

      Lisa had sold me a new toy, but now we’d become her new toy. And something told me she wasn’t done playing with us yet.
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      The moment Adam mentioned Hawaii, I could almost taste the salty air and feel the warm sand under my feet. We were nestled into our worn-out beige couch that hugged us a little closer every year, the one with the indentations from our lazy Sunday afternoons etched deep within its cushions. The glow of the evening sun trickled in through the half-open blinds, casting stripes of gold across his cheek as he laid out the plan.

      "So, what do you say, Michelle? Two weeks of absolute paradise. Just you, me, and the endless blue sea," he said, his eyes gleaming with childlike excitement. It was impossible not to catch the infectious joy in his voice.

      I let out a soft sigh, leaned against his shoulder, and smiled at the thought. "Adam, it sounds dreamy. I can finally wear that sundress I bought last summer – you know, the one with the flowers that swirl around when I twirl?" I paused for effect and then burst into a giggle when I saw him roll his eyes playfully.

      He wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me in closer. "I think it's high time we did something spontaneous. No more schedules or deadlines; just us and whatever adventure comes our way."

      Thinking of Hawaii made me feel like a schoolgirl all over again; it was reckless, thrilling, and utterly romantic. It had been years since we did something like this — since we threw caution to the wind and chased after what made us happy without worrying about the consequences.

      "Let's do it," I whispered, leaning up to kiss his cheek softly. "Let's chase sunsets, dance under the stars, and forget about everything except how much we love each soon-to-be-sunburned inch of each other."

      Adam chuckled and pressed his lips to my forehead. "That's my girl," he murmured.

      I watched as he pulled out his laptop and began clicking away with purpose. Room bookings, flight tickets, excursions — each click was a promise of memories waiting to be made. And there I sat beside him on our trusty couch, lost in thoughts of luaus and moonlit walks along the beach.

      A Hawaiian vacation was exactly what we needed to rekindle that fire that had mellowed to a cozy warmth over the years. Who knew? Maybe these islands would work their magic on us, reminding us that even after all these years together, our story was far from.
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        * * *

      

      The anticipation of our Hawaiian vacation had been building for weeks, and when the day finally arrived, I was a cocktail of excitement and nervousness. We shuffled through the gate, Adam trailing just behind me with a carry-on in one hand, his free arm occasionally brushing against mine as if to reassure me of his presence. I was used to this dance of casual intimacy; it was one of the countless little threads that interwove the fabric of our marriage.

      As we boarded the plane, the hum of idle chatter and the staccato clack of overhead compartments closing provided a familiar soundtrack to any seasoned traveler. The flight attendants stood by their stations, offering smiles and direction with practiced ease. It was then that I caught sight of her.

      Her nametag read “Sasha”, and there was an effortless grace to how she moved through the narrow aisle. She had the kind of figure that drew eyes—a fact I begrudgingly acknowledged as I noticed Adam’s gaze lingering on her just a beat too long. Sasha's uniform hugged her curves in all the right places, and when she turned her back to assist a passenger with their luggage, I saw Adam's eyes drop to admire the roundness of her behind.

      A twinge of jealousy flickered inside me, its sharp bite contrasting against the slower, warmer spread of heat that followed. It wasn't new, this complicated blend of emotions. I’d felt it before, the strange sense of jealousy and desire that seemed to mix together whenever we were around other women.

      Swallowing my mixed feelings, I nudged Adam forward down the aisle with a playful jab to his ribs. "Eyes up, mister," I whispered, my voice laced with mock sternness but undercut with a hint of complicity. He shot me a sheepish grin—one that said he knew he'd been caught but also conveyed an apology.

      We found our seats near the middle of the plane, settling in and buckling up as we prepared for takeoff. The drone of the engines escalated to a roar as we taxied down the runway—a physical reminder that we were leaving everyday life behind and heading into an adventure meant for two—or perhaps three.

      Sasha's pre-flight announcements were a performance in poise and professionalism; she demonstrated emergency procedures with elegant hands as passengers half-listened. All except Adam; he was all attention when Sasha spoke or passed by.

      The plane lifted into the sky, banking gently over the city as we climbed higher into clouds tinged pink and gold by the early morning sun. With each mile that separated us from home, I could feel my inhibitions softening like wax in heat.

      Halfway into our flight, as passengers around us began dozing off or retreating into their screens and books, Sasha walked by our row again—this time offering refreshments. Her smile seemed more personal when she stopped at our seats, perhaps sensing an energy between Adam and myself that defied simple categorization.

      "Can I get you two anything?" she asked with an amiable tilt to her head.

      "Just water for me," I said, meeting her eyes—eyes which held knowledge beyond passenger service—before glancing at Adam.

      He hesitated a moment, as if contemplating his options beyond the drink cart. "I'll have the same, thank you," he finally replied, but not before giving Sasha another appreciative once-over that wasn't lost on either of us.

      Our exchange was brief, but it was charged with an undercurrent of something deeper. As Sasha handed us our drinks, her fingertip brushed against mine, sending a jolt of electricity through me. Was it accidental? Intentional? I couldn't tell, but I found myself watching her as she continued down the aisle, her hips swaying ever-so-slightly with each step.

      The cabin lights dimmed for the passengers wanting to sleep; the blue glow from the overhead lights painted eerie shadows across the aisle. Adam shifted in his seat, seemingly restless. He leaned over to whisper in my ear. "She's beautiful, isn't she?"

      I nodded silently, caught in my own internal struggle between jealousy and the thrill of sharing him in fantasy. "Do you like watching her?" I asked, my voice barely above a murmur.

      Adam's reply was a warm breath against my neck. "Only if you enjoy it too." His hand found mine, squeezing gently.

      For a moment, we were silent, each lost in our own thoughts as the hum of the engines played a steady soundtrack to our shared fantasy. The idea that we were both drawn to Sasha was exciting yet unsettling. It wasn't just about the physical attraction; it was about the intangible connection that seemed to hang in the air around us—a tantalizing possibility that hovered just out of reach.

      As time slipped by and more passengers slipped into slumber, Sasha reappeared beside us to collect empty cups and trash. Our eyes locked again, and this time there was no mistaking it: recognition flashed in her gaze—a silent acknowledgment of the electric undercurrent the three of us were feeling.

      "Let me know if you need anything else," she said softly before moving away.

      Adam and I exchanged looks—a silent conversation passing between us—and I knew we were both considering the same deliciously wicked question: what would this trip hold for us if we dared to explore this unexpected detour?

      The remainder of the flight passed in a blur while possibilities kept my mind racing faster than the miles scrolling beneath us. When the captain announced our final descent into Hawaii, reality began to nudge its way back into focus. We were nearly at our destination—the tropical paradise where fantasies could either bloom wildly or be washed away by the relentless tide.

      The wheels of the plane kissed the tarmac with a gentle shudder, and we were funneled through the narrow walkway into the bright light of the Hawaiian afternoon. The air was thick with the scent of plumeria and sea salt, an aphrodisiac that seemed to coax my desires out from the shadows they usually hid within.

      As we waited for our luggage at baggage claim, I felt Adam’s hand brush against the small of my back in a soft caress. It was a small gesture that told me he was tuned in to my hesitations as well as my desire. When Sasha appeared in her street clothes to bid farewell to some passengers, her uniform replaced by a sundress that clung to her curves like morning dew on petals, my breath caught in my throat.

      "Enjoy your stay," she said warmly, making her way towards the exit. But before she could slip away into her own version of paradise, Adam called out to her.

      "Sasha, do you have any local recommendations?" His voice was casual, but his eyes were alight with something more—a mix of curiosity and bold invitation.

      She turned, a smile playing on her lips as she walked back toward us. "Well, that depends on what you're looking for," she said coyly.

      “Something... unforgettable,” I found myself saying before I could second guess the words spilling from my lips.

      Sasha's eyes darted between us, decoding the subtext with an ease that made my heart race. “I might know a place,” she replied. “It's not your typical tourist spot, but it’s breathtaking at sunset. It’s a little hike up the coast.”

      She scribbled directions on a scrap of paper and handed it to me, our fingers grazing once more—an electric charge passing between us.

      "Thank you," I murmured, feeling a mix of gratitude and anticipation swirling within me.

      After collecting our bags, we headed to the car rental and soon found ourselves driving along the coast with its stunning views that distracted us in their beauty almost as much as Sasha had. We unpacked silently at our hotel room—each of us lost in thoughts about what might unfold this evening.

      As sunset approached, we found ourselves on the trail Sasha had described. The sun was dipping low into the sea, setting the sky aflame with hues of crimson and amber. It felt as though nature itself was conspiring to create a perfect backdrop for whatever might happen next.

      As we trekked through the winding trails and rocky terrain, Sasha assured us that our destination was worth the challenging journey. I could feel my excitement growing with each step, eager to see what awaited us at this secluded overlook.

      Finally, we emerged from the tree line and were met with a breathtaking panorama of ocean vastness. My breath caught in my throat as I took in the stunning view before me. It was everything Sasha had promised and more. The crashing waves, the endless expanse of blue water, and the golden sun dipping towards the horizon created a mesmerizing scene.

      And there she was, standing near the edge as though she had been waiting for just this moment. Sasha greeted us with an enigmatic smile, her presence adding an electric charge to the already charged atmosphere around us.

      Adam stepped forward first, his gaze transfixed on the view but not-so-subtly taking in the sight of Sasha against such a magnificent canvas. I couldn't blame him; she looked like a goddess bathed in golden light.

      "It's incredible," he exclaimed genuinely, his voice filled with awe and admiration.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away from Sasha either, finding myself standing closer than necessary to both of them. The cool ocean breeze carried their warmth to me, enveloping me in a cocoon of comfort.

      As the sun dipped below the horizon, painting streaks of gold on Sasha's skin, I felt like the boundaries between us were blurring. Sasha turned to face us, her eyes reflecting the afterglow of the sunset.

      "There's something magical about this place," she murmured, her voice blending with the whisper of the waves below.

      Adam's hand found mine, his fingers entwining with mine in a silent show of support and shared excitement. Sasha watched our gesture with interest, her lips parting slightly as if she was about to speak a secret into existence.

      "Very magical," I said, my voice bolder than I felt. The look in Adam's eyes told me he agreed, but our magic was about far more than the setting sun.

      Sasha stepped closer, closing the gap between us until I could smell her exotic perfume—the scent of tropical flowers mixed with the salt of the sea. She reached out, lightly touching Adam's arm and then mine, as if testing the waters before diving in.

      "Would you like me to show you more?" Her question hung in the air, an invitation that tugged at every nerve in my body.

      Adam looked at me for confirmation, his gaze probing. I nodded, barely trusting my voice. The connection between us was tangible—a current that bound us together and to this woman who had entered our orbit so unexpectedly.

      We followed Sasha off the beaten path to a hidden cove nestled between towering cliffs. The sound of waves grew louder as we descended towards the shore. The moon began its ascent, casting a silvery glow on our surroundings and lending an ethereal quality to the night.

      The cove was a hidden paradise, a secret oasis tucked away from the hustle and bustle of everyday life. Surrounded by nature's own walls, it felt like an intimate refuge where we could escape from all the noise and distractions of the world.

      Sasha led us through a narrow path, her bare feet sinking into the soft sand as she guided us to the water's edge. She turned to look at us, her expression daring and vulnerable at the same time. The moonlight danced on the water behind her, turning her into a siren calling us to unknown pleasures.

      "We can make our own rules here," she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. And in that moment, it felt like anything was possible - like we were entering a shared fantasy, ready to explore and experience new things together.

      Without a word, Adam drew me close for a kiss that was both familiar and charged with new energy. Our embrace was a silent agreement, a promise to each other that we were ready for whatever Sasha had in store for us.

      We turned to Sasha, who had been watching us with an intensity that stirred something primal within me. Her dress, now seemingly a part of the moonlit scene, appeared even more alluring as it hugged her form. I couldn't help but stare at her, feeling a mixture of desire and curiosity coursing through my veins.

      Sasha stepped forward and pressed her soft lips to mine, sending an electric current through my body. My hands instinctively found their way to her waist - the first time I had ever touched another woman like this - and traveled upward, exploring every curve and dip of her body. As if sensing my needs, Sasha slowly slid out of her dress, revealing white lingerie that glistened in the moonlight like pearls adorning her skin.

      Feeling emboldened by Sasha's boldness, I moved to my husband and unzipped his pants while he removed his shirt. Our eyes locked, a silent question hanging between us. But before I could even answer, Sasha had already dropped to her knees on the sand below.

      I watched with bated breath as my husband's scent filled the air - a mixture of the salty sea breeze and his own masculine essence that never failed to make my heart race. As Sasha's lips enveloped his cock, I felt a surge of desire wash over me. My fingers slid down to the hem of my skirt; there was no need for more than a subtle hike before I had access to my already wet pussy.

      The sound of Sasha's soft moans and wet kisses mingling with my husband's deep groans echoed in the cove, creating an intoxicating symphony that fueled our passion even further. I touched myself through the thin fabric of my panties, feeling my body heat up with every passing second.

      The moon hung low in the sky, its voyeuristic light casting an ethereal glow over the secluded cove. The sound of waves crashing against the jagged cliffs provided a steady, soothing soundtrack to the forbidden scene unfolding below.

      Sasha moved with effortless grace, her lithe body swaying to some unseen rhythm as she knelt before my husband, Adam. Her hands gripped his hips, drawing him deeper into her mouth as he let out a guttural moan. I watched from my hidden vantage point, my own fingers mimicking Sasha's movements as I felt the dampness between my thighs growing with each passing second.

      Adam's hands threaded through Sasha's hair, guiding her with gentle precision as he looked down at her with a mix of awe and hunger. I could see the pleasure etched on his handsome face as Sasha worked him expertly, her lips and tongue moving in perfect harmony.

      As they both approached the edge of ecstasy, I matched Sasha's pace with my own fingers. Waves of pleasure crashed over me in tandem with theirs, the adrenaline pumping through my veins making me feel alive and free.

      With a strangled cry that echoed off the cliffs, Adam reached his climax and collapsed onto the sandy shore. In that moment, as if connected by some unseen force, I too reached my peak and rode it out as Sasha continued to suckle gently, savoring every drop of Adam's release.

      As they both slowed their movements, their breaths intertwining with the retreating tide, I felt a surge of affection towards Sasha for sharing this intimate moment with us. Her presence only added to the thrill and intensity of our encounter.

      Adam stood up and pulled Sasha up to standing with him. They shared a long and passionate kiss, sending waves of jealousy through me even though I knew this was all part of our arrangement. But seeing my husband's hands roaming freely over another woman's body still stung.

      The moonlight caressed Sasha's skin, illuminating every curve and valley of her body as if she were a goddess born from the frothy waves themselves. With Adam's hands exploring the softness of her flesh, I could see goosebumps rising on her skin in response to his touch.

      He traced the outline of her breasts with the tips of his fingers, causing her to shiver and arch into him. Sasha's eyes fluttered closed, lost in the intense sensations running through her body. Her hands found their way to his hair, holding him to her like she never wanted to let go.

      Adam lowered his head and took one of Sasha's nipples into his mouth, sending a jolt of excitement through me as I watched. Sasha's moans grew louder and more urgent as she gave herself over completely to the pleasure coursing through her.

      Their bodies moved together in perfect unison, their connection palpable even from where I stood. And in that moment, watching my husband and this beautiful stranger come together in an act of pure desire and passion, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement but most importantly, I felt alive and free, caught up in the intensity of the moment and the thrill of our sharing my husband with another woman.

      I watched, entranced by Sasha's undeniable beauty and by Adam's fervent adoration of her body. It stirred a heady mix of arousal and complexity within me.

      The combination of their moans harmonized with the rhythmical lapping of the waves. Then, as if unable to contain himself any longer, Adam gently guided Sasha down onto the sand. The fine grains clung to her damp skin as she laid back with an inviting smile that beckoned him closer.

      Adam slid Sasha's panties down her long, toned legs with a reverence reserved for precious objects, revealing the rest of her to both him and me. Her pubic hair was trimmed short, just enough to tease and entice as it framed her swollen lips that glistened with desire in the moonlight.

      He positioned himself between her legs with a hungry intensity in his eyes that told me he was completely enraptured by the woman below him. With slow deliberation, he parted her thighs and lowered his head. Sasha's hands immediately went to his hair again, guiding him towards where she needed him most.

      The first touch of his tongue elicited a gasp from those rose-colored lips, and I felt a corresponding surge within myself. He licked and suckled at her clit with a singular focus that had Sasha writhing beneath him, her moans building into cries for more.

      As if drawn by an invisible string, my hand moved once more between my thighs as I matched my movements to Adam's rhythm. Waves of pleasure radiated from my core outward as I watched him feast on Sasha—the woman who had been merely a flight attendant hours ago.

      Sasha's body tensed and quivered; she was close now. Adam doubled his efforts, driven by her sounds of near-delirium until finally—abruptly—she came. Her back arched off the sand in an elegant curve as she cried out into the night, surrendering completely to the ecstasy that claimed her.

      I too found myself teetering on the brink once more—carried away by their passionate display—and tumbled into my own release just seconds after Sasha’s cries began to fade into soft whimpers.

      Adam pulled himself upward, his cock hard against Sasha’s stomach as he leaned down for another kiss. He teased her, sliding the head of his length along her slickness, and she bucked against him, desperate for more. With each movement, a new whimper slipped from her throat, and Adam seemed to relish in the sounds of her pleasure. Sasha's fingers dug into the sand as if trying to ground herself against the dizzying heights they were scaling together.

      Finally, he entered her with a firm thrust that stole the breath from both of them. They gasped in unison, their connection deepening beyond the physical as they moved together under the silver gaze of the moon. Adam set a pace that was both relentless and tender, each stroke sending ripples through Sasha that I could feel just by watching.

      The world around us seemed to narrow down to this singular point of passion. The cries of distant night creatures became part of their rhythm, and the wind itself seemed to murmur along with Sasha's moans. They were creating their own universe right there on the beach.

      I watched, transfixed, as Adam's muscles tensed with effort and Sasha's legs wrapped around him, pulling him even closer. With every thrust, I could see him getting closer to surrendering once again. Sasha met him move for move, her eyes locked onto his with a fierce intensity.

      He leaned down to capture her lips in a desperate kiss that muffled their cries just as the waves crashed alongside them. They broke apart only when breathing became a necessity and then only barely. Their sounds filled the air around us, mingling with the ocean's song until it was impossible to tell where one ended and another began.

      Their movements grew more frantic as they chased after another shared climax. With a groan that sounded like victory, Adam gave one last deep thrust, pushing them both over the edge into blissful oblivion.

      Afterward, they lay tangled together on the sand—two bodies spent from their exertions but still radiating an intense heat that not even the cool night air could quench. They exchanged soft kisses and lazy caresses as they came back down to earth slowly, reluctantly.

      Sasha’s eyes met mine with a mischievous glint. She patted the sand above her head and said, “Come here for your reward.” I moved to the spot and lay back, hoping to feel her tongue press against me.

      Sasha rolled over and spread my legs, teasing my thighs with her fingers. Her ass was poked up high in the air and my husband ran his hands over its roundness like he was appreciating a great work of art.

      His cock was as hard as a rock, glistening with the remnants of their frenzied coupling.

      Sasha lowered her face into my pussy, tickling me with her nose then gently biting my inner thighs. It sent shivers down my spine, making my toes curl in the sand. I moaned softly, feeling her tongue parting my lips like petals. licks started slow and delicate, lapping at my sensitive spots. My body arched off the sand in pleasure, pushing more of myself onto her seeking tongue.

      As I lost myself in the sweet sensations coursing through me, I couldn’t help but steal glances at Adam and his dangerous grin. He had positioned himself behind Sasha, pressing the tip of his engorged cock against her puckered hole. I held my breath, anticipating the contact that would be burned into my mind forever. I knew I’d never be able to fuck Adam again without thinking of Sasha.

      The moment he entered her, I gasped along with her, our eyes meeting in shared ecstasy. I ran my fingers through Sasha’s hair, encouraging her to lick me harder as we both got off to our filthy desires.

      Sasha’s tongue flicked across my clit in time with each of Adam’s thrusts, driving me higher and higher until I felt myself teetering on the edge of an orgasm unlike any other. Our moans mingled together, intertwining with the crashing waves and cries of seagulls overhead. The sight of my husband taking another woman’s ass while I submitted beneath them was too much for me to bear any longer.

      “Oh God,” escaped my lips on a whisper as the pleasure swirled and peaked. My grip on Sasha’s hair tightened involuntarily, my hips jutting upward to meet her insistent mouth. Her tongue was relentless, sending jolts of ecstasy that mirrored the rhythm of Adam’s thrusts.

      He was moving with a possessive intensity, gripping Sasha’s hips as he drove himself into her, each motion deliberate and powerful. His eyes were locked on mine, dark with desire, silently asserting his dominance over both of us. I could see from the strain on his face that he was close too, the primal act of claiming Sasha in such a way adding to the heated atmosphere between us.

      The combination of visual and physical stimulation overwhelmed me; the heat of our bodies merging with the warmth of the sand below me, the salty breeze adding an edge to each sensation. With a cry that melded into the sounds of nature and passion around us, I shattered into a million pieces. The climax rocked through me like a tidal wave, crashing over me again and again as Sasha's expert movements prolonged my bliss.

      Barely coherent with pleasure, I registered the change in tempo behind Sasha. I heard Adam's low groan, felt the subtle shift in air as he reached his limit. His movements became jerky, uncontrolled as he found his release in powerful spurts that seemed to last forever. His eyes never left mine throughout, and I knew this experience would change us forever.

      As the waves of my orgasm ebbed away, I lay there panting and spent, entangled in a mess of limbs and satisfaction. Sasha slowly eased up from her task, her face flushed with exertion and lust. She moved to lie beside me on the sand while Adam collapsed next to her, all three of us breathless and basking in afterglow.

      A serene silence enveloped us for a moment—only broken by our ragged breathing and the distant call of birds flying across the clear night sky.

      I curled against Sasha's side, feeling Adam's arm wrap around both of us protectively. Jealousy still lingered faintly in my veins but it was overshadowed by an intoxicating sense of power; an erotic charge that fueled my deepest desires.

      I knew this was far from over. I wanted to see my husband please Sasha again and again, but mostly, I wanted to see him please other women too.

      I lay there, the gentle lap of waves whispering against the shore, the taste of salt on my lips. The full moon bathed us in its silver glow, casting a celestial sheen over the three of us as we lay entwined on the sands of this secluded Hawaiian beach. My breaths slowly evened out, mingling with Adam's and Sasha's in a rhythm that seemed to mimic the tidal ebb and flow.

      Adam’s hand found mine in the cool sand, his grip tender yet affirming. Sasha nestled against him on his other side, her breath warm on his chest. Our hearts beat together in this intricate dance of passion and affection. There was no jealousy, no secrets—only pure connection magnified under the island’s enchanting spell.

      I had never imagined I could share Adam like this, but seeing him through Sasha's eyes, witnessing the joy that unfolded between them, it only deepened my love for him. It was as if Sasha had not taken him from me, but instead amplified the bond between us instead. We were different points on a star, our light more brilliant together than apart.

      The night air wrapped around us like a protective cloak as we spoke softly of our dreams and fears, getting to know Sasha more fully. With every story shared, every laugh that bubbled up from our chests and dissolved into the night, I realized how much we had changed since Sasha first graced our lives with her vibrant spirit.

      When dawn began to paint the horizon with strokes of pink and orange, it felt like a curtain gently closing on an act of our lives we would always cherish. We gathered ourselves slowly, reluctant to let go of the magic that had enveloped us. Hand in hand, we left footprints behind us, temporary marks soon erased by the ocean's caress.

      As we returned to our hotel, there was an unspoken understanding that this was a beginning rather than an end—an opening of doors once closed by fear and doubt. I looked at Adam and then at Sasha; their eyes glowed not just with untamed desire but with something infinitely stronger.

      Love—in its most complex, beautiful form—had wrapped us up in its embrace, daring us to explore depths we had never known. By sharing Adam with Sasha under the full moon’s luminous gaze, I had discovered new layers within myself and within our love.

      We stepped inside our temporary sanctuary, knowing that life would soon carry us back to our routines and responsibilities. But for now, in this quiet moment before reality pressed upon us again, we existed within a world where only love mattered—a world we promised to nurture no matter where our journey took us next.

      And so there on that island, I saw my future reflected in two pairs of eyes so different yet both so dear to me.

      As Adam poured us each a glass of wine and Sasha hummed a tune as sweet as birdsong at dawn's first light, I knew I was exactly where I belonged—forever part of this unconventional but unbreakable union shaped by trust, respect, and boundless affection.
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      I sank deeper into the familiar comfort of Jackie's worn but cozy sofa, my fingers tracing the delicate floral patterns woven into the fabric. The room was awash in the soft, golden light of the late afternoon sun, filtering through the sheer curtains and casting intricate shadows on the walls. It was our usual spot for our monthly catch-up sessions, but this time there was an air of something more urgent hanging between us.

      Jackie perched on the edge of her armchair, her usually confident demeanor tinged with an uncharacteristic nervousness. She ran a hand through her silky auburn hair, her eyes darting towards mine and then away again as if seeking reassurance. I could tell she had something important to tell me, and my curiosity began to bubble up.

      "Amber," she started, her voice low and almost conspiratorial. "There’s something I need to tell you."

      My heart fluttered with anticipation mixed with dread. Jackie was known for her dramatic flair, but this felt different - heavier. Despite trying to keep my composure, I couldn't help but lean forward slightly, trying to hide my trepidation behind a casual smile. "What is it?"

      She took a deep breath before speaking, her words tumbling out in a rush. "I slept with Nick."

      The room seemed to spin for a moment, my mind struggling to grasp what she had just said. Nick? As in Brittany's husband? My first instinct was disbelief, but I could see the truth in Jackie’s eyes - a glint of guilt mixed with something else...something burning beneath the surface.

      "But that's not all," she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper as if afraid that uttering the words louder would make them too real. "Brittany was there. She watched."

      My breath caught in my throat, every muscle in my body tensing as her revelation settled over me like a heavy shroud. I couldn’t bring myself to speak; I was paralyzed by a maelstrom of emotions - shock, confusion, and something darker that twisted in the pit of my stomach. Reluctant arousal flickered at the edges of my consciousness, unwelcome and undeniable.

      "Amber?" Jackie's voice broke through my turbulent thoughts. She looked at me with an almost pleading expression, searching for some kind of reaction.

      I swallowed hard, trying to process what she had just told me. My mind conjured images of their forbidden tryst: tangled limbs and hushed whispers under Brittany’s watchful gaze. It was wrong - so wrong - and yet...the vividness of it all left me breathless.

      "How did this even happen?" I managed to ask, though I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know every sordid detail or desperately avoid them.

      Jackie shifted uncomfortably in her seat before answering. "It just...escalated from a conversation we were having one night after too many glasses of drinks." Her eyes met mine again, filled with an inexplicable mixture of defiance and vulnerability. "I didn't plan for it to go that far."

      An uneasy silence settled over us, punctuated only by the distant hum of traffic outside. Despite my best efforts to suppress it, curiosity gnawed at me, mingling with jealousy and temptation in a heady cocktail that left me reeling.

      “So, like, how did it start?” I asked.

      Jackie's eyes flickered with a hint of hesitancy before she dove into her recollection. "Brittany had always been...open with me about her fantasies," she began, her voice softening as if casting a verbal veil over the illicit scene. "We were sitting in their living room, sipping drinks. Nick was out back grilling steaks. It started innocently enough - just girl talk, you know? But then Brittany brought up the idea of watching him with another woman."

      My mind raced as I tried to process everything Jackie was telling me. A part of me was repulsed by their actions and couldn't understand how they could betray a friendship in such a way. But another part of me was intrigued, my own desires and curiosities bubbling to the surface.

      Jackie continued to recount the details of that fateful night, her words painting a vivid picture in my mind. My heart rate quickened and my cheeks flushed with a mix of emotions - anger, confusion, and yes, even a hint of longing.

      As she finished her story, Jackie looked at me with an almost pleading expression. "I don't know what came over me," she said softly. "But I needed to tell you because...well, you're my best friend."

      I sat there for what felt like hours, the weight of her confession heavy on my shoulders. A million thoughts ran through my head, each one more tumultuous than the last. I couldn't believe what I had just heard - but at the same time, a small part of me couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to indulge in forbidden desires and live out our wildest fantasies.

      In that moment, sitting in Jackie's cozy living room bathed in golden light and secrets, I realized that things would never be the same between us. And as much as I wanted to deny it, a small part of me was tempted to dive deeper into this new world of desire and temptation that Jackie had opened up to me.

      As Jackie's words wove a tantalizing web around me, my heart thudded in my chest. I could almost taste the headiness of that drinks she spoke of, feel the velvety texture of its richness settling on my tongue. It was as if I was there with her and Brittany, watching the scene unfold before me.

      "At first, I laughed it off," Jackie continued, a small smile playing at her lips as if recalling a fond memory. "But Brittany was serious. She said she’d always wondered what it would be like to see him with someone else, to share that part of him. The more we talked about it, the more...intrigued I became."

      I could picture them there—Brittany’s earnest eyes sparkling with mischief, Jackie’s hesitant curiosity growing bolder by the moment. It was as if a door had been opened to a forbidden realm, and neither could resist stepping through.

      "When Nick came back inside," Jackie said, her voice dropping to an intimate whisper, "Brittany casually brought it up. He looked surprised at first but not altogether opposed." She paused, her gaze locking onto mine with an intensity that sent shivers down my spine. "They asked me if I’d be interested...and I didn’t say no."

      My pulse quickened at the thought of Nick's reaction, his surprise morphing into something darker and more primal. I could almost feel his gaze lingering on Jackie's body, his desire becoming palpable in the charged air between them.

      "The tension was electric," Jackie continued, her breath hitching slightly as she delved deeper into the memory. "Brittany led us upstairs to their bedroom. She poured us more drinks, encouraging us to relax." Her eyes grew distant as she relived those moments in vivid detail. "Then she took a seat in the corner armchair, like some kind of voyeuristic queen overseeing her subjects."

      A flush spread across my cheeks as I imagined Brittany sitting there, her eyes fixed on Jackie and Nick with an intensity that bordered on possessive obsession. The notion of being watched—and watching—stirred something dark and restless within me.

      "Nick kissed me first," Jackie murmured, her fingers absently tracing the edge of her armrest as if feeling his touch anew. "He was gentle at first, testing boundaries, but then...it became more urgent. I remember feeling Brittany's eyes on us the whole time—it only made things hotter."

      I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat, trying to reconcile the swirl of emotions tightening around my chest: shame for finding arousal in their sinfulness and a yearning for something so brazenly untamed.

      "We ended up tangled together on their bed," Jackie continued, her voice trembling ever so slightly. "Nick was...so intense, so focused on me while Brittany watched every move we made." Her eyes met mine again—pleading for understanding, or perhaps some form of absolution. But all I could manage was a tight nod, my mind an inferno of conflicting desires and judgments.

      The room felt stifling, the very air teeming with the weight of Jackie's confession. I could almost see the ghostly outlines of their shadow play in the dim light. Nick, with his hungry eyes and commanding presence, and Brittany, her composure both fragile and fierce, her longing to witness what she dared not touch herself.

      "So that's how it started," Jackie said softly, as if by lowering her voice she might lessen the blow of her revelation. "But it didn't end there. Brittany wanted more—needed more—and it became...a regular thing." My mind reeled at this admission. How did it become a regular thing? Did they plan for these encounters? Did they invite others into their arrangement?

      The jealousy was almost unbearable now, a green-eyed monster gnawing at my insides. And yet, beneath that seething envy lay a flicker of perverse fascination. What would it be like to be part of something so raw and unfiltered? To give in to base desires without any regard for societal norms or expectations?

      As Jackie's words continued to unravel her secret, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of emotions: shock, curiosity, arousal, and disgust. But above all else, there was a nagging feeling that this was just the beginning. That there were more secrets waiting to be revealed, more boundaries to be pushed. And I couldn't deny the small voice in my head that whispered, "Do you want to experience it for yourself?"

      I couldn't believe what I was hearing as Jackie's words spilled out, her voice laced with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. It was hard to wrap my head around the idea that my best friend, who I had known for years, had been involved in a complicated web of relationships and desires that were far beyond anything I could have imagined.

      "Was it always the three of you?" I found myself blurting out before I could stop my curiosity from taking over. "Or did it... evolve?"

      Jackie nodded slowly, her gaze fixed on the floor. "It evolved," she admitted, chewing on her bottom lip - a nervous habit I had come to recognize over the years. "Eventually, Brittany wanted Nick and me to... meet without her sometimes. She said it was another kind of thrill for her, knowing we were together when she wasn't there."

      My mind raced with questions and confusion. How long had this been going on? How had I never noticed? And most importantly, how did they all make this work?

      "And you just went along with it?" My voice sounded harsher than intended, edged with disbelief.

      "I tried to resist at first - tried to tell myself it was wrong - but every time Nick touched me... every time we were alone together..." Her voice broke off into a shuddering breath. "He made me feel things I'd never felt before."

      I couldn't help but shiver as Jackie's words sank in, a heady mix of shock and curiosity swirling inside me. "I can't even imagine what it would be like to share Christian with another woman," I confessed, my voice trembling with the weight of my admission.

      Jackie's eyes sparkled with a strange intensity. "Have you ever been curious? Ever wondered what it might be like?" Her tone was soft but laced with a challenge I wasn't prepared to face.

      "Curious?" The word tumbled out of my mouth like a dirty secret. I didn't want to acknowledge the hidden layers that question exposed within me. My heart pounded erratically, each beat sending a rush of heat through my veins. "No... I mean, yes, once or twice maybe, but those thoughts - I pushed them away."

      Jackie leaned in closer, her breath warm against my cheek. "What if you didn't push them away? What if you let yourself feel... everything?" Her words danced over my skin like a forbidden caress.

      My mind raced in protest, but deep down, something else stirred - a primal yearning that both frightened and thrilled me in equal measure. My lips parted involuntarily as if to reply, but no sound escaped.

      Just then, the door creaked open, and Christian walked in, his presence abruptly shattering the intimate bubble Jackie and I had been ensnared in. His eyes flicked between us, reading the charged atmosphere with an unsettling precision.

      "What's going on here?" he asked, his voice a mixture of curiosity and concern.

      For a moment, Jackie remained silent, her gaze locked onto mine as though contemplating whether to reveal our conversation. Then she slowly turned to Christian, her expression shifting into something more composed yet still undeniably provocative.

      "We were just talking about... sharing things," she said cryptically.

      Christian raised an eyebrow and looked at me, searching for clarification. The room seemed to shrink around us as I struggled to steady my breathing and quell the vivid images now rampaging through my mind.

      "Amber," Jackie continued, her eyes never leaving mine even as she addressed Christian, "was just telling me she can't imagine sharing you with another woman."

      Christian's face softened into an understanding smile. "And is that all you were discussing?"

      I swallowed hard and nodded. "Yes, just... discussing." But inside, the tangled knot of desire tightened further - a treacherous allure that wasn't so easily dismissed.

      Jackie reached out and lightly placed her hand over mine. The touch sent a jolt through me like electricity sparking across frayed wires. "Maybe some things are worth imagining," she murmured softly before withdrawing her hand.

      Christian chuckled lightly, oblivious to the storm brewing within me. "Well, if you ever change your mind..." He was teasing, but my eyes widened. He noticed and quickly added, "Sorry. I was just joking, obviously."

      But deep down, I couldn't shake the thoughts that had been awakened by Jackie's words. What if I did let myself feel everything? What if I gave in to those forbidden desires? Would it be worth it? And most importantly, what would Christian think?

      I cleared my throat, trying to steady my racing heart and the whirlwind of thoughts swirling through my mind. “What if…well, what if I was interested?” I finally managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

      Christian's eyes widened in surprise, his gaze darting between me and Jackie as he tried to discern if I was serious or not. I could see the wheels turning in his head as he processed my words, his nerves bubbling to the surface.

      Meanwhile, Jackie's smile widened into a predatory grin, her eyes gleaming with a mix of triumph and anticipation. She had been waiting for this moment, carefully orchestrating our encounter in the hopes of drawing out our repressed desires.

      "Is that so?" she purred, her gaze shifting from me to Christian. Her tone held an underlying challenge, daring us to give in to our hidden cravings.

      Christian looked uncertain, his hesitation palpable as he struggled to untangle the web of emotions that threatened to overwhelm him. He opened his mouth to speak but seemed to falter, lost in the conflicting desires that warred within him.

      Without another word, Jackie stood and moved closer to Christian, her lithe figure swaying with a sensuality that was impossible to ignore. Her fingers trailed up his arm in a slow and deliberate motion, leaving a trail of heat in their wake.

      Christian shivered under her touch, his eyes darting back and forth between us as if searching for any sign of hesitation or regret. But I remained silent, my breath shallow and my heart thundering as I tried to reconcile my warring emotions.

      And then it happened—Jackie pressed her lips against Christian's in a lingering kiss that left no room for ambiguity. He stiffened at first, caught off guard by the boldness of her move. His eyes fluttered shut hesitantly as he began to respond. Slowly, almost reluctantly, he kissed her back.

      I could see the tension in his muscles, the battle between resistance and surrender playing out in vivid detail. But as Jackie deepened the kiss, threading her fingers through his hair with practiced ease, Christian's resolve began to crumble.

      He let out a shaky breath and pulled Jackie closer, his hands roaming freely over her body with growing urgency. They clung to each other like two desperate souls seeking solace in each other's touch—a sight that both intrigued and tormented me.

      Their movements became fluid and frenzied, their desire for each other building with every passing moment. Jackie reached for the hem of Christian's shirt and tugged it upwards, breaking their kiss only long enough to whisk it over his head before discarding it onto the floor.

      Christian mirrored her actions, peeling away her blouse with trembling fingers while she worked on the buckle of his belt. The sound of metal clinking filled the room as Jackie slid down to her knees, a seductive smile playing on her lips.

      My breath caught in my throat as I watched her unbutton Christian’s pants and pull them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free—hard and pulsing with need—and Jackie wasted no time wrapping her lips around him.

      A strangled moan escaped from Christian's throat as she took him deeper into her mouth, her eyes flicking up to meet mine briefly before closing in concentration. I sat there silently, unable to tear my gaze away from the tantalizing sight before me.

      Jealousy twisted inside me like a knife while arousal surged hotly through my veins—a dangerous cocktail that left me dizzied and swaying on my feet. My body betrayed me then—I felt a heat pooling low in my belly and an unmistakable wetness between my thighs. The sight of them together stirred something raw and elemental within me, igniting desires I had long buried.

      Jackie's expert tongue moved with tantalizing precision—licking, sucking—driving Christian closer to the edge with every exquisite motion. His hands found their way into her hair, gripping tightly as he gave himself over completely to the pleasure she was administering.

      I watched, entranced and conflicted, as they lost themselves in the moment. It was a scene straight out of my deepest fantasies, but seeing it play out before me only stirred up a storm of conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, regret, and an overwhelming desire to join them.

      "Ah, fuck," Christian groaned, his hips bucking in time with the strokes of Jackie's skilled mouth. My pussy throbbed in response, soaking my panties as I watched my husband on the verge of release. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the erotic sight before me—Jackie's plump lips wrapped around Christian's thick shaft, his cock disappearing and reappearing as she bobbed her head greedily.

      I couldn't take it anymore. I needed to be a part of this forbidden pleasure. As Jackie brought Christian to the brink of ecstasy, I could feel my control slipping away. The primal need building inside me was too strong to resist any longer. In one swift movement, I crossed the room and joined them. Kneeling down beside Jackie, I leaned in and licked a path up my husband's saliva-coated shaft. Jackie looked up at me through hooded eyes, a silent invitation in those sultry depths that sent shivers down my spine.

      "I want to taste you both," I breathed, and then without waiting for a response, I dove in, licking and sucking alongside Jackie. Together, we worked him expertly—one hand on his thick shaft, the other fondling his heavy balls—alternating between our talented tongues and hot, wet mouths.

      "I'm going to...Oh God!" Christian moaned, his entire body tensing up as his climax approached. I felt the familiar pulsing sensation against my tongue just seconds before he erupted onto Jackie's waiting face. White-hot cum splattered across her cheek and upper lip as she moaned with delight, only fueling my arousal further.

      As Christian's orgasm subsided, I couldn't help but lean in closer, my breath mingling with Jackie's as I began the slow, deliberate process of licking Christian's cum from her face. Each swipe of my tongue was a tantalizing tease, drawing out little gasps from her lips as I cleaned every drop.

      I took my time, savoring the taste of our shared desire. When all traces of Christian's release were gone, I moved to unhook Jackie's bra. The silky fabric slipped away, revealing her beautifully full breasts. My hands roamed over the newly exposed skin, fingers tweaking her hardened nipples before my mouth descended to feast on them.

      Jackie arched into me, her breathless moans filling the air as I sucked and nipped at her sensitive flesh. I couldn't get enough of the way she wriggled beneath my touch, her skin flushed with arousal. Sliding lower, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her skirt and panties, tugging them down her legs in one swift motion.

      Now she was completely bare before me. I laid her back gently, my hands exploring every inch of her curvaceous body. My mouth followed the path my fingers had blazed—over the soft rise of her belly and down to the warm apex between her thighs.

      Kissing along the insides of Jackie’s thighs, I inhaled deeply, intoxicated by her scent. She whimpered as my tongue finally found its way to her glistening slit. I lapped at her folds, savoring the taste of her arousal, each flick of my tongue eliciting a sweet symphony of moans from above.

      Christian watched us intensely from nearby, his eyes dark with renewed lust. His presence only heightened the thrill of what we were doing—the forbidden nature of it making every caress more electric.

      Jackie's hips bucked against my mouth as I focused on her clit, sucking and flicking it in a rhythm that drove her wild. Her hands tangled in my hair, urging me on as she rode the waves of pleasure that crashed through her.

      "Amber...oh God...I'm so close," she panted.

      I didn't let up, doubling down on my efforts until her cries built into an exquisite scream. Jackie’s body tensed and quivered as she came hard against my eager mouth. Her release flooded over me—a testament to the ecstasy we had shared.

      As she lay there panting and spent, I glanced up to see Christian stroking himself once more, his eyes fixed on us with a look that promised this was just the beginning.

      With a wicked smile, I rose to my feet, leaving Jackie trembling in the throes of her orgasm. I sauntered over to Christian, my eyes never leaving his as I slowly peeled away my own clothes, letting each piece fall to the floor with deliberate slowness. The anticipation was building in the air, thick and palpable.

      "Amber," Christian growled, his voice husky with desire. He reached out, pulling me close, the heat of his body searing into mine. Our lips met in a feverish kiss, tongues tangling as we devoured each other’s mouths. His hands roamed my bare skin, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

      Jackie moved behind me, her soft hands joining Christian’s as they explored my curves together. Her lips traced a path along my neck and shoulders, making me shiver with delight. The sensation of being touched by both of them at once was overwhelming in the most exquisite way.

      Christian guided me onto the sofa, positioning me on all fours. His hand pressed against the small of my back, arching me towards him while Jackie knelt before me, her mouth seeking out mine once more. Our kisses were slow and deep, tongues dancing as Christian’s fingers slipped between my legs from behind.

      A gasp escaped my lips as he teased my entrance, circling it with agonizing patience before finally sliding two fingers inside. He pumped them slowly in and out, driving me wild with need. Jackie's skilled mouth moved down to my breasts again, sucking and teasing my nipples until they were hard and aching.

      "Please," I begged breathlessly, looking over my shoulder at Christian. "I need you inside me."

      His answering grin was feral as he withdrew his fingers and replaced them with the head of his cock. The sensation of him pushing into me—thick and hard—drew a moan from deep within. He filled me completely with one slow thrust that left us both gasping.

      Jackie shifted beneath me, her tongue working magic between my legs even as Christian began to move—harder and faster with each stroke. It was an intoxicating blend of sensations: Christian's cock driving into me from behind while Jackie's tongue lavished attention on my clit.

      The pressure built quickly within me, tightening like a coil ready to spring loose. My breaths came in ragged gasps as I teetered on the edge of release. Christian’s grunts grew louder and more urgent with every thrust; his grip on my hips tightened as he pounded into me with relentless fervor.

      "I’m going to come," I cried out desperately.

      "Do it," Christian panted. "Come for us."

      His words were all it took to send me spiraling over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me—intense and all-consuming—leaving stars dancing behind my eyes as I pulsed around Christian’s cock. Jackie licked hungrily at the evidence of our shared ecstasy while I rode out wave after wave of bliss.

      Christian wasn’t far behind; his thrusts became erratic before he slammed into me one final time, groaning loudly as he emptied himself deep inside.

      I leaned back against him, wrapping my arms around his neck and bringing my lips to his ear.

      Christian's breath hitched as I whispered the forbidden request into his ear, my lips nearly grazing the sensitive lobe. I could feel the heat radiate from his skin, a wildfire of desire sparked by the audacity of my words. "I want to watch you," I breathed out, "I want to watch you take Jackie."

      Jackie lay back against the softness of our sofa, her head finding sanctuary in the warmth of my lap. Her eyes, half-lidded and brimming with a mix of anticipation and mischief, locked onto mine. There was a silent thank you in their depths that sent shivers down my spine.

      As Christian positioned himself between Jackie's welcoming thighs, I could hardly believe this moment was unfolding. The air was thick with lust, and every one of my senses was heightened to an almost unbearable sharpness. The sight of his strong body, a silhouette of raw masculinity now poised at the entrance of my best friend's pussy, was intoxicating.

      He penetrated her with a measured thrust that drew a gasp from Jackie's parted lips—a sound that vibrated against my core. Her hands reached out for me, seeking stability in this storm of sensation. My fingers began their own exploration, dancing lightly over the tender peaks of her nipples. Rolling them between thumb and forefinger, I elicited a sweet moan that mingled perfectly with the rhythmic creaking of sofa beneath us.

      My gaze remained locked on Christian as he moved within her. Each thrust was purposeful, deliberate—as if he were painting an erotic masterpiece only we would ever know. With every push and pull, Jackie's body responded in kind; wild movements that left me breathless and yearning.

      I couldn't believe this was happening. For so long, I had fantasized about being with both Jackie and Christian at the same time, and now it was actually coming true. As we lay intertwined on the velvet sofa, our bodies flushed with desire and slick with sweat, my mind raced with a million thoughts.

      I leaned down to capture Jackie's lips with my own, tasting the faint hint of our shared excitement on her mouth. Our tongues met in an intimate dance while Christian continued to drive into her with an increasing urgency that signaled the approach of her climax.

      My own body hummed with pleasure as I watched the two of them together. The sight of their bodies moving together in perfect harmony, each moan and whimper fueling my desire even more.

      Jackie's whimpers were muffled by our kiss as she reached her climax—her body tensing and then shattering into a thousand brilliant pieces.

      Through it all, I remained achingly present—savoring each stolen glance of Christian's face contorted in raw pleasure, each shudder that rippled through Jackie's body, each moment where the three of us were tangled in a moment too potent to ever forget.

      And then, as the last tremors of Jackie's release ebbed away beneath us, Christian pulled back, a sheen of satiation painting his features. He was still hard, still hungry for more, his cock glistening with the evidence of Jackie's pleasure. I slid out from underneath her, my skin tingling with every movement, every breath that bore witness to our tangled web of arousal.

      I moved towards him, my eyes never leaving his as I sank to my knees. There was an unspoken command in his gaze—a silent plea masked by the heated glint in his eye. My mouth watered in anticipation, and without hesitation, I drew him into me. The taste of Jackie was distinct—a cocktail of intimacy and forbidden fruit that made my head spin with delight.

      As my tongue swept over him, cleaning every trace of her arousal, Christian groaned deeply. His hands found purchase in my hair, guiding me with a gentle insistence and trust that had been twisted and reshaped into something beautifully perverse tonight.

      Christian's fingers loosened in my hair as I released him from my mouth with a soft pop.

      Breathing heavily, I looked up at them both. "So," I ventured, a mischievous smirk finding its way onto my lips, "where do we go from here? Because I must admit...watching you two was more thrilling than I could have ever imagined."

      There was a pause, filled with heavy breathing and the rustling of bodies on the sofa. Then, Christian spoke up. "I think," he said slowly, "that we've just scratched the surface."

      Jackie nodded in agreement, her fingers tracing idle patterns over my bare shoulder. "We've been denying ourselves for too long," she added. "It's time to finally explore our desires without holding back."

      I felt a surge of excitement course through me. The idea of indulging in all of our carnal fantasies with these two beautiful people was almost too much to handle.

      "With Amber's blessing," Christian started, his voice thick with lust and possibility, "I say we explore every guilty pleasure we've been denying ourselves."

      My heart raced with exhilaration; every pore on my skin seemed alive with anticipation. "Then it's settled," I declared boldly as I stood up and took each of their hands in mine. "Let's take this to the bedroom and see where it leads us."

      With a shared look that sealed our filthy pact, we moved together—all hesitation abandoned—toward the bedroom for more. And as we reveled in the endless possibilities and pleasures that awaited us, I knew that this was just the beginning of a wild and unforgettable journey.
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      They say ‘best friends share everything,’ but I never thought about sharing him.  Even though I knew my best friend, Michelle, always had eyes for my boyfriend—and now fiancé—I’ve never thought about going that far.

      Why would I?

      After all, I don’t think that saying was ever supposed to apply to things like that, right? I mean boyfriends, fiancés and husbands; they’re completely off-limits, aren’t they? And I have always assumed that Michelle would never share her boyfriend with me because that would just be ridiculous; it would be crossing a very unthinkable line. And, if I’m being completely honest, I’ve always been a little jealous of Michelle being around Craig to begin with.

      After all, Craig is the most handsome guy I’ve ever seen. It’s not every day you find that tall, blue-eyed and blonde-haired stud of your dreams that is not only charming and intellectually accomplished but athletic, too.

      And Michelle? Well, she’s one of the prettiest girls I’ve ever seen, with an enviable slender yet curvy figure, boobs that greatly outrank my own, and a million-dollar beauty-queen smile of green eyes and big, thick and luscious blonde hair.

      So, it’s always seemed natural to keep Michelle and Craig away from each another. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know that whenever two very attractive people like the two of them are around one another that spark could certainly fly!

      And even though I’m not usually the jealous type, when it comes to my man, I guess I’ve always been a little possessive and territorial. But then, I think most girls are. After all, what sort of girl gets pleasure out of sharing her man with another woman? That’s almost the exact opposite of what most girls are trying to do in keeping their man off the market for good!

      Well, I used to think this very same thing. And I used to be incredibly jealous of Michelle ever being around Craig, so much so that, save for a few very brief run-ins, I’d somehow managed to keep my fiancé away from my best girlfriend for the three years I had been dating him.

      Michelle, of course, had always been pestering me and asking about Craig. “Why do I never get to hang out with the two of you? Is there something wrong with him? What are you hiding?” She would ask.

      And I would invariable return with a series of flimsy excuses that were always a way of getting around the truth that I was simply far too jealous to have Michelle nearby.

      But then it happened; our paths crossed in a way I simply could not avoid. Michelle and I have a mutual friend named Becky. Well, Becky was engaged to be married in December—a “Christmas” wedding at a swanky hotel downtown. Everybody we knew had been invited, and so I was already expecting to see old friends from High School—some that I had actively avoided since graduation.

      But, included in that litany of guests was Michelle. She and I were not just guests, either, we were both chosen as Beck’s maids of honor. That meant that we were particularly involved in the ceremonies and rehearsals. And when the big day arrived, Michelle and I donned our carefully selected dresses (shiny pink cocktail dresses that were admittedly stylish but not my style) and headed down to the lobby that afternoon. I remember that the sky was a pale shade of blue, with icy winter clouds chugging happily above the bustling city streets.

      “So, where’s Craig?” Michelle asked as met one another inside the lobby, both happy to have some respite from the chilly winds outside. The smell of ‘fancy hotel’ filled my nose and I looked around the premise. The amount of beige marble and golden brass being used in the design of the hotel seemed like overkill to me, but then I wasn’t an interior designer by any stretch of the imagination. Truth be told, I simply didn’t feel ‘fancy’ enough to be in a hotel like this one.

      Michelle, on the other hand, had been working as an assistant for a very powerful female CEO. She was the woman’s right-hand assistant and as such, had confessed to spending lot of time at swanky events that would ‘put Becky’s wedding to shame, I hate to say it.’

      I froze when Michelle asked me this, despite knowing well that the question as inevitably going to be asked.

      “Um, Craig? He’s um… well,” I said, clearing my throat and stalling. “He’s supposed to meet me here after his conference call.”

      “That’s right; he works downtown, doesn’t he? Isn’t he some big executive at that food company on Market Street?” Michelle asked as we walked briskly toward the hallway that led toward the reception hall. The plan, as Becky’s two top maids of honor, had been to meet with the wedding planners and confirm everything for the reception at the hotel later that evening. We had an hour to do this and then get two blocks over at one of the oldest chapels in the city for Becky’s wedding. At the time, this seemed as though it would allow for plenty of time to kill.

      How wrong as I!

      “You sure have been keeping tabs on Craig,” I could not help but quip as we headed down the long hallway.

      “Well, no more than any other BFF,” Michelle countered. I could tell she had a defensive attitude in her, undoubtedly brought out by my own little attitude.

      “I’m looking forward to finally meeting him for more than a second,” Michelle said.

      The two of us headed through the big double-doors and into the reception hallway. “I’ll bet you are,” I said beneath my breath, as we approached the catering director and the wedding planner.

      Michelle and I spent a good five minutes going over everything. The task was very simple and easy because Becky had found very competent people to run her wedding. All Michelle and I really were supposed to do was make sure that the director had shown up; anything beyond this seemed like child’s play.

      It was around this time that Craig was waltzing through the double-doors and into the conference room. He looked stunning. I saw him every day but even for me he left my jaw on the floor. I could tell by a light, elated moan slipping from Michelle’s mouth that she was soaking through her panties at the sight of my hubby-to-be in his dapper tuxedo.

      “Ladies,” he said with a playful grin.

      “Hi,” Michelle said. “I don’t know if you remember me but—“she started, before Craig quickly interrupted, “Oh, I remember you—don’t worry. Michelle, right?”

      “Um,” Michelle said with a nervous laugh, “That’s exactly right.”

      “You look nice,” Craig said, eyeing us both in our slender pink dresses.

      “So do you,” Michelle said to my husband before I had a chance to say this to him, myself.

      The pair shared glances and grins before I slipped in-between them. I couldn’t help but notice that Michelle’s eyes had been glued to my fiancés pants. I looked down and that was when I saw it.

      “Um, babe,” I said with a whisper and a nervous laugh.

      “Yeah?” Craig asked.

      “Babe your bulge is really, um… wow,” I stuttered. Michelle giggled at this and shook her head.

      “I’m glad I’m not the only one who noticed,” she said with a wicked grin on her glossy pink lips.

      “Michelle,” I snapped with a reprimanding tone.

      “Well I’m sorry, babe, but he’s walking around with what looks to be the biggest penis in the city—how am I supposed to not notice that?” Michelle laughed. “You didn’t tell me you were a size queen, too.”

      Craig huffed and blushed, slightly. He leaned down to me and into my ear whispered, “The fucking tailor must’ve given me pants that were too small in the front. Me and Brady went over there last week and got measured—I don’t know how they messed up. There’s no room up front.”

      “Okay, okay,” I said, eyeing down at Craig’s bulge once-more. It was painfully obvious, and it was far too late to try and find another pair of clothes.

      “Come on,” I said, pulling Craig by the arm until we were down in the front corner of the reception hall, down beside a large stage that occupied the front and center of the hall. Michelle followed us, giggling all the way. This was already turning into a nightmare and proving why I never wanted the girl near my boyfriend in the first place!

      By the stage was a pair of double doors. We went through them and I was able to lock them behind me, Craig and Michelle. We were inside a dimly lit dressing area. I sighed with relief that we now had a bit of privacy. I turned and looked to Michelle. “Um, maybe you should wait outside, babe,” I said to her.

      “What?” Michelle said, indignant. “I’m not going anywhere.”

      “Well, I just… Michelle, Craig is going to have to change. I don’t know if I want you around for that,” I confessed.

      “Yeah, to be fair, you girls probably aren’t helping things looking so good in those dresses,” Craig said with a shrug and a laugh.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Well,” Craig said, rubbing the back of his neck. “These pants are tight up front but I think they’re okay so long as I don’t get turned on at all. I was just saying that you girls look so good that it made me half-hard. That’s why my bulge is so damn big right now,” he added with a laugh.

      “Hmm,” Michelle hummed. “Well, maybe you just need some release? Surely your girlfriend could do that for you,” she said with a mischievous grin. Craig gave a laugh of approval.

      I was too busy looking around to notice anything. It wasn’t until I saw a pair of constume slacks in the corner that seemed almost as if they might match Craig’s tuxedo that I realized I might’ve come across a complete miracle.

      “Hold on,” I said, rushing off to the pile of clothes. I started through them and realized it was completely hopeless; they were all completely wrinkled and far too used to even consider. I knew Becky would kill me if Craig showed up wearing completely mismatching clothes to his tuxedo.

      I turned around and saw Michelle flirting with Craig. I eyed his bulge and saw that it had only grown. I rushed over and yanked my girlfriend by her arm and pulled her aside. “Can you stop eye-fucking Craig, please? You’re not helping things,” I said.

      “Well, like I said, he just needs to cum and then his dick will stop getting hard,” she smiled. “Aren’t you going to help him with that? He probably just needs a quick blowjob or something,” she continued.

      My eyes widened. “What has gotten into you? You don’t ever talk about sex this much.”

      Michelle rolled her eyes and shrugged. “Weddings make me horny,” she confessed. She stomped her heel onto the floor and said, “I can’t take it. Everybody is getting married and in love. I just want to wrap my arms around the first hot guy I see and let him put a baby in me,” she said with a wild laugh. We both knew just who the candidate for this was, and he was standing right behind me.

      “No way,” I said.

      Michelle looked at me as though she was positively shocked. “You don’t honestly think I was… oh my… babe, what’s the matter with you? You’re picturing me and your boyfriend fucking? You’ve got quite the dirty mind, don’t you?” Michelle said.

      “Don’t try and turn this back on me,” I said to her.

      “Well, all I know is that your boyfriend is going to have everybody looking at his big bulge unless you do something about it. And seeing as how you don’t have anywhere to go that is private besides right here, you’d better get to it, huh?” Michelle said.

      “Babe, maybe you should go to the bathroom real quick and… masturbate?” I said to Craig, feeling guilty.

      Craig immediately groaned. “Babe, somebody would catch me in those stalls. And then what are they going to think? That I’m some pervert who goes to hotel bathrooms just to jack off? I’m not doing that,” he protested.

      “Well, I don’t know what else to do, babe,” I said to him.

      “Oh yes you do,” Michelle said.

      I shot daggers at Michelle and said, “Quiet.”

      “Why?” Michelle said, with a dramatized pout. “Why don’t you ever want to have any fun?”

      It was in that very moment that I decided I was going to have more fun than Michelle and I could ever handle. She had always accused me of being the ‘wet towel’ in our friendship. And I was determined to put a stop to that right then and there. I don’t know what came over me, but in one impulsive decision I looked at Michelle and said, “Why don’t you suck Craig off if you’re so worried about that bulge?”

      Michelle looked at me as though I’d just suggested murder. But a smile came to her lips despite the shock in her eyes.

      “Wh—what?” Michelle asked.

      “Craig, get those pants off. Michelle is going to make sure your dick is nice and soft for the wedding,” I said, completely serious and unflinching—all while I locked my gaze with Michelle.

      “Are you serious, girl? Because I’ll do it. I’m just warning you right now,” Michelle said, eyeing my boyfriend and grinning excitedly. “Mm… I would definitely do it.”

      “Oh yeah?” I said. “Then put up or shut up,” I said to her and crossed my arms. “Come on. You’re always saying I don’t ever want to have any fun. Well, I can’t think of anything more exciting right now than sharing my boyfriend with my best friend right before a wedding,” I said.

      “Craig, honey, get those slacks down,” I said to him. “Michelle is going to suck your dick—if that’s all right with you, anyway.”

      “Oh yeah… yeah, that’s definitely cool with me,” Craig said, with that dopy, excited grin that only exists on the face of a guy who has just realized he is about to get laid.

      Craig worked his way out of his slacks and I watched as Michelle giggled nervously and took to her knees right before Craig. He stood over her and let his slacks sag, at which point Michelle’s greedy fingers grabbed his pants and yanked them down, like she was desperately hungry to get at what he had hiding inside them.

      I was incredibly aroused by this desire I saw in her. I don’t know why. I’d decided to let her suck Craig’s dick mostly out of spite or some sort of revenge, I suppose. But maybe it wasn’t like that, at all. Maybe it was more because I knew deep down I wanted to see her do it all along. Michelle was incredibly gorgeous, and I already knew Craig was beautiful from head to toe. I suppose I liked the idea of having my own personal porno movie played out right before me. Both Craig and Michelle were certainly attractive enough to star in one.

      So, I watched and bit my lip as Craig dropped his pants and Michelle and I both caught sight of the massive bulge inside his white, tight briefs.

      “Oh… fuck,” Michelle said with a goofy giggle. “Wow.” She looked back at me and gasped, mouthing the words, ‘Oh my god!”

      “Go on,” I said to her, nodding and grinning.

      Michelle licked her lips and I eyed Craig, who was shrugging and laughing. “You sure about this, babe?”

      “Are you?” I said to him.

      “What does it look like?” Craig said, motioning down to his bulge and laughing.

      “Then it’s fine with me. We need those balls emptied before the wedding, after all, and I’m not about to ruin my makeup and lipstick,” I said.

      Michelle then tugged my boyfriend’s briefs down. Craig’s massive, hard cock swung out and nearly spanked Michelle on her face. She recoiled and laughed as she grabbed the unruly dick in her hand and gasped. “Fuck,” she smiled. “You’ve got to be kidding me. How big is it?”

      “I think it’s a little over eight inches?” Craig said, modest and somewhat embarrassed. But this quickly faded into moans and sighs of delight as Michelle bit her lip and jerked Craig’s cock a few times. Her wet, sneaky tongue slid from her lips and brushed against the tip of Craig’s cock. She pulled it back into her mouth and worked it over, as if she was detecting the taste of his pre-cum. “Tasty,” she said to me with a smile.

      With that, she quickly devoured Craig’s dick-head in her mouth and moaned. Craig, too, growled with ecstasy. I watched and breathed heavy and hard as Michelle began to suck the head of my fiancé’s dick. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Even more, I couldn’t believe just how fucking wet it was making me in my panties. I was huffy and heated, just as if I was beneath Craig and awaiting his mouth on my pussy. I simply couldn’t believe in one swift and wild moment I’d actually invited Michelle to suck Craig’s dick. I’d done it and there was no going back. I knew Michelle well enough to know that now that she had my boyfriend’s big dick to herself, she wasn’t going to give it back.

      And I knew Craig was dazed and addicted to her sweet, warm mouth. I could tell her small, curious tongue was already reeling him in like a fish. She’d had a reputation in our sorority for being the sluttiest girl on sorority row. Of course, I knew better. I knew Michelle was no slut. But she was certainly regarded as the most coveted girl on campus. Why? Well, guys at the frat house apparently told stories about just how amazing her blowjobs were and just how nice and tight her pussy was. We sorority sisters were always repulsed by these stories. What a way to reduce Michelle to her mouth and pussy! But then, Michelle always seemed to like knowing she could hold all the boys on campus around her little finger.

      I didn’t know just how true any of these stories had been. But I believed them enough to keep her away from my man until that fateful afternoon. Suddenly, I found myself too egotistical and determined to prove a point to resist. And now I was glad I’d done it. Because I was watching my BFF bring my fiancé to his knees with her dirty mouth.

      “Fuck… babe… oh, fuck,” Craig groaned over and over. He ran his hand through Michelle’s hair as she gave little moans of delight and satisfaction, all while Craig’s big, long dick stuffed her mouth.

      She pulled back and stroked his cock, wet with her spit, as she continued to gush about his size.

      “Girl how do you take this?” She laughed. “I love big dicks but wow.”

      “She says it feels even better in other places,” Craig said to Michelle. She looked back to me with a mischievous grin and said, “Yeah?”

      I wanted to glare at Craig for suggesting sex with Michelle. But I couldn’t blame him. His dick had just been in one of her nice, warm ‘holes’ so it was just like a guy to want to put it in all of them. I bit my lip and took a deep breath. I was going to start with just a blowjob, but then, the idea of letting Craig shoot his cum right down Michelle’s throat was almost too dirty—too sultry—for me to stand. So, in a way, I almost wanted them to have sex so as to avoid this finish. I figured that he could have sex with Michelle for a bit and then cum on her belly or something. Still, in our clingy pink dresses, I wasn’t sure how possible any of this was going to be.

      “You’d better find out for yourself,” I said to Michelle. I wanted her small, tight figure to take Craig’s massive dick. I wanted to hear her exasperated and overwhelmed moans as she was stretched open around the dick I rode with ease. Again, it was my ego pushing me. I wanted to see Michelle suffer a bit for the annoying attitude she’d taken that afternoon.

      “Come on,” Craig said. He grabbed Michelle’s hand and pulled her up. She giggled and led him by his hand over to a platform that was part of a set—maybe from a play or something that was put on in the performance hall, recently. It was a sort of rocky plateau. I realized that behind it was the dimly lit presence of a painted mural backdrop—trees and grass and hillsides, as if to give the illusion that the play had been set outdoors.

      Michelle wasted no time getting out of her dress. I looked at her, then, in nothing but white, lacey lingered. She wore a tiny, g-string thong that was see-through and white. I’d worn a thong, too, since our dresses had been so skin-tight. But I certainly had not worn anything as provocative as that. I knew then that Michelle had not been putting me on; weddings really did make her horny! And I was taking advantage of it, I suppose.

      By that point, I couldn’t stop myself, though. I wanted to see Craig dominate Michelle. I wanted to see him treat her like the dirty girl she was behaving as.

      When she was down to her bra and panties, Craig gave her a little push onto her back, until she was across the platform. She giggled as Craig pulled her legs up and spread them out. He yanked her white thong to the side and I caught a glimpse of her pussy, which I’d never seen before. Of course it was rosy and tight and bald—how else would she have looked since everything about her exuded ‘perfection.’

      I thought about my own pussy and my unkempt pubic bush, as well as my larger, looser lips. I did not have that ‘pornstar-ready’ pussy that Michelle had. Lucky her, I thought, as I watched Craig grab his cock at the base and begin to shove it into her.

      “Oh… oh… fuck,” she gasped. Her mouth was wide and o-shaped as she cried out and I watched my fiancé plunge his big, wide dick-head into her tight pussy. Her lips spread out around it and Craig moaned loudly as his cock slid into her.

      I walked over and decided to catch a front seat. I smiled and bit my lip as I reached forward and caressed Michelle’s thigh—just on the inside—just to see what she would do. She did nothing but continue to moan. With that, I decided to move my fingers more inward until I gave her clit a few taps.

      “Oh… ugh,” she moaned. “That’s nice, babe. Keep doing that.”

      So I did. But at the same time I was rubbing myself just inside my dress, too. I couldn’t resist. And I’d already made a big mess of my panties, getting them wet while I watched Michelle suck Craig’s dick. And now, I was watching up close as my fiancé and his big dick brought Michelle to submission.

      I loved every second of it—watching as Michelle was on her back, with her legs stretched wide and her thong yanked to the side. I reached over and slid my fingers over her nipples. Even inside her bra they were so stiff that I could easily locate them. As I ran my palms over them Michelle whimpered with delight.

      I then grabbed Craig by his tie and pulled him down to me. I planted a kiss on his lips, which hung open with pleasure and oblivious bliss from having his dick surrounded by Michelle’s nice, warm and tight slit. “Do you like her pussy?”

      “Yeah, I do,” Craig whispered.

      “It’s tighter than mine, isn’t it? It’s nicer, too, isn’t it? You can tell me; it’s okay,” I said to him.

      “It is,” Craig confessed.

      “Good boy,” I said to him. “Then keep fucking it like it’s nicer than mine, too. I want her to keep screaming, okay? Pound her for me.”

      And so Craig did. He started to thrust his cock as deep as it would go and Michelle growled out with pain and pleasure. “Fuck!” She gasped and cried through her tight expressions as Craig leaned down and grabbed her slender body on each side and held it in place as he began to jackhammer fuck her.

      I was somehow able to reach my hand inside and continue to grind it against Michelle’s clit until I heard her begging, “Keep going… yes… yes… don’t stop.”

      Craig continued pounding Michelle as I massaged her clit as best as I could. It seemed we were both, as a couple, determined to bring the sultry little slut to climax. And it only took a another minute or two before Michelle was trembling and crying out as she orgasmed on Craig’s big dick.

      “It’s nice, isn’t it?” I said to her, smooth and cool. “He always makes me climax, too.”

      I laughed because Michelle was far too in her own bliss to probably even hear me. She was still huffing and moaning with pleasure as I rubbed her clit until she was unable to stand anymore and grabbed my wrist and yanked it away.

      I giggled and began to rub myself more intently as I watched Craig continued fucking her, though a bit slower, now as Michelle caught her breath.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. “You feel so fucking good,” he said, rolling his eyes and grinning.

      Michelle grinned and pulled Craig back down to her. She kissed him deep and long on his lips before saying, “I want you to cum inside me, okay? I want you to fill me with your sperm.”

      “Are you sure?” Craig said, with a hint of unease.

      Michelle did not miss a beat, though. She said it again. “Fill me, okay? Do it, now. I want to feel you pulsing in me.”

      Craig did not look back at me to see if I minded. And neither did Michelle. Instead, Craig began to fuck Michelle harder than ever. And Michelle looked over at me with a delighted and satisfied grin as Craig began to bellow louder than I’d ever heard.

      She rolled her eyes and smiled wide and prideful. “I can feel you contracting… that’s it,” she said to him, while she continued to lock eyes with me.

      She then said to me, “Oh… he’s putting every drop deep inside me. I hope he doesn’t get me pregnant!”

      “What?!” I cried. “You’re on the pill, though, aren’t you?” I asked.

      Michelle shook her head and laughed. “Oops!” she said.

      Craig could not have cared less. I watched as he emptied his balls inside my best friend. He moaned for what seemed forever as I could only picture every last sperm of his shooting straight up into Michelle’s fertile belly.

      I was furious as much as I was turned on. In fact, despite being angrier than I could ever remember being, before, I was slipping into my own climax. I rubbed my clit through my panties and cried out. I tried to remain as composed as possible. I didn’t want Michelle to know that the sight of my boyfriend cumming inside her had made me climax. But there was no point in hiding it—that’s exactly what had happened!

      I wanted to tell Craig to pull out of her so maybe not every last drop of his sperm would be inside Michelle. But I couldn’t get the words out. All I could do was moan was my fiancé injected my BFF with his virile load.

      By the time I’d finally finished my orgasm, Craig and Michelle were making out. Craig was still deep inside of Michelle and catching his breath. They seemed to treat me as though I was invisible. I was just the girl who’d masturbated while watching their passionate sex. I felt like a loser at best, and a pervert, at worst. I felt ashamed and angry and defeated. And yet I could tell that Michelle felt better than ever, before. And why shouldn’t she?

      I’d never let Craig cum inside me without a condom. And yet, she’d just given him the ultimate experience for a man. And now, he was probably impregnating her as I watched them embrace. There was nothing I could do about it—it was too late. And this fact made me angrier and hornier than ever before in my life.

      In fact, the very fact that it made me horny made me even angrier!

      I was so furious that I said to Craig, “I’m going to the wedding now—let’s go.”

      “Go on, babe,” Michelle then said to me. “We’ll catch up with you in a minute,” she continued and looked at Craig. “Or maybe we won’t.”

      “You’re a bride’s maid, Michelle,” I said to her. “You have to be there!”

      “Becky will understand,” Michelle said to me. Her eyes were filled with that blissful passivity that only a nice pounding can give you. I knew Craig had made her feel just like he had always made me feel, after sex, like he’s pounded everything out of me and I was a puddle in his hands. I loved the feeling.

      But now, I could only watch as Michelle enjoyed it. I started off out of the hall and heard Craig and Michelle giggling. I looked back from one of the shadows and saw Craig begin to pump back and forth into Michelle, again.

      “Yeah, you’re still hard, huh?” I heard Michelle say to him.

      “Want to go again, then?” she added.

      I saw Craig nod.

      I was so angry. And yet, I wasn’t angry enough to resist hiding in the shadows so I could watch the second round!

      I suddenly realized that Michelle and I might both miss the wedding!
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      “Well, what do you think?” I asked my husband, David.

      “Not bad,” he said with a smile. We eyed the ocean from our hotel room and held one another. I nodded and smiled back, “I can’t complain, either.”

      It had been a rough year for us both. We’d had a few different crises throughout the previous months that had left David and me desperate for some sort of getaway. Of course, I don’t think either of us expected to be able to afford a getaway to the Virgin Islands for Thanksgiving. I was expecting another year of shoveling an early snowfall off the driveway while David and I tried to balance the year-end budget.

      Instead, thanks to my hubby’s promotion, we were destined to sip champagne on sandy beaches and bask in the gentle, warm breeze of the mid-eighties. I could hardly contain my excitement.

      I looked through my suitcase and found the bikini I’d been brave enough to pack. “What do you think?” I asked David, holding it up against my body.

      “I love it,” he smiled. His chiseled jawline faded and the appearance of dimples on either side of his cheek softened his otherwise rugged image.

      I’d be lying if I said that I expected to end up with a guy like David. I’ve always been, after all, the more bookish type. David, on the other hand, is an ex-football player. We met when I was working as an accountant for his agent’s office. I guess you could say it was ‘love at first sight;’ for him, anyway.

      I was a bit foolish in that I was much harder to win-over. I simply never pictured myself with the big, brawny type. I had fantasies of myself with the skinny, hipster-type guys that frequented my Brooklyn borough. But David put all of them to shame with his ripped abs, his broad shoulders and his gorgeous smile. He had the most disarming smile that made me melt when I felt I should be afraid of his sheer size and strength.

      It didn’t take long for him to sweep my off my feet. We dated for a few years and by the time we had married, he was retired due to an injury that ended his career earlier than he’d have liked. It was a devastating blow, but David was undeterred. He shrugged this off and immediately opened up a personal training business which quickly blossomed into a multiple-location gym business that had kept him busy—too busy—until our much-needed getaway to the beach.

      I felt good about our vacation, just as I’d felt good about our marriage. But, being twenty-eight, I knew we each had been wondering in the last few months what life had in store for us as we neared thirty. We were doing well in so many aspects of our lives, but it still felt as though something had been missing. But, what? I had no idea.

      I had no idea until she entered the picture.

      She was a cocky, beautiful bartender at our hotel that upon first sight, I wished I had never seen. She looked us both in the eyes as we approached that evening and pulled up for a seat at her tiki-themed bar.

      “Hi, there,” she said, with an accent I could not quite detect.

      “I’m Remy,” she said. She turned and I saw a few piercings in her ears and even one in her nose. She had a bronzed complexion with long, thick black hair.

      “I like your piercings,” I said straight-away to break the ice. Remy thanked me and smiled. She looked at David and smiled even wider.

      “Hi,” she said to him. “Welcome to the islands.”

      “Are you from here?” I asked her.

      “No,” Remy said. “I am from Amsterdam, but I work here during the winter months,” she explained.

      “Amsterdam,” David smiled. “I wouldn’t have guessed, to be totally honest.”

      “Most people do not,” Remy laughed.

      “My parents… they are from Bali. I was born there, but we moved to Amsterdam when I was very young,” Remy explained.

      Her tongue slid at the corner of her mouth and she smiled as she looked over David, once more.

      “Are you from here?” She asked us.

      David and I both laughed and I shook my head. “We’re from Chicago,” I explained. “Have you ever been there?”

      “Once,” she said. “I used to be a flight attendant, years ago,” she said.

      “Years ago?” David asked, laughing. “How many years? You don’t even look like you’re twenty.”

      Remy laughed so much that she ended up covering her mouth with her hand. “I am twenty-five,” she said. “I have been working here for a few years. I was a flight attendant from the time I was eighteen until twenty-three, though.”

      This struck me because I had been a flight attendant, once, too. I knew exactly what kind of girls excelled as flight attendants, too. I had plenty of very wild memories of my girlfriends and me partying in the cities we spent the night in. We would end up waking up with guys we’d met the night before, wondering if we’d gotten pregnant or an STD. It was a fast and exhausting lifestyle, and by the time I went to school to become an accountant, I was happy for the slowdown.

      Not all girls were like that, of course. Most of the flight attendants I worked with were quite the opposite. Perhaps it was just us young girls. I couldn’t look at Remy the same after she revealed this, however. And the way she looked at me, well, it was as if she knew my history, too, even without a single word from my lips. It was almost like a quiet understanding we shared between us both.

      I had very little time before David laughed and looked at me. “My girl, here, was a flight attendant back in the day, too.”

      “Oh?” Remy said, with a cool smile. “Something told me as much. You have a look about you,” she laughed.

      “A look? What kind of look?” I asked, in as least-confrontational of a way as possible.

      “I don’t know,” she said with a cryptic smile. “Just a look, I guess.”

      “I’ve got to take a piss,” David said to me beneath his breath. He eyed Remy, gave her a smile and a nod and asked her, “Which way to the bathroom?”

      “Right around that corner—you’ll see a sign,” Remy said.

      I couldn’t help but wonder if Remy was picturing what David’s dick looked like, then. Her mouth certainly suggested as much. It didn’t matter what she imagined, I knew that my husband’s cock was ten-times nicer than she could have ever dreamt.

      “So, you were a fly girl, too, hm?” Remy asked, with a crooked smile to match her decent but broken English.

      “Yeah, in a different life,” I said with a laugh.

      “Well, then you know all about the life,” she said. “You know how much fun it can be, hm?”

      I knew what she was getting at. Of course I did. I nodded and gave a half-laugh. “Yep,” I said, and shrugged.

      “I thought so. You gave it away,” she said.

      “I did?” I asked. “How?”

      “The way you looked at me when you walked into the bar with your boyfriend,” Remy said.

      “He’s my husband,” I said, feeling the importance in making this distinction.

      “Lucky girl,” she said.

      “What do you mean? I looked at you?” I asked.

      “You are so worried about this, hm?” Remy laughed.

      “No, not worried,” I said. “I’m just surprised, is all.”

      “I could tell you had done something with a girl before because you looked at me in a certain way,” Remy smiled.

      I couldn’t help but turn a slight shade of red upon hearing this accusation, because it was true. I bit my lip and recalled the time I’d slept with one of my female co-workers during a stop-over in New York. And then with a different girl in Cincinnati… and Los Angeles. It was a particularly wild time in my life, when I experimented with things that I often looked back on with both incredulity and longing.

      Sometimes I wanted to abandon my quiet suburban life, jump back into my uniform and have more fun times with the girls I used to work with. But I knew it was never that easy. I had a new life. And my old life? Well, David knew very little about it. I’d heard a few of his stories of sleeping around with easy girls during his road-trips when he was a football player. I felt that this had left us pretty much even, but I didn’t want to explain to my husband just how even we were—just how alike our past lives had been.

      I knew he longed for much the same, sometimes, too. I knew David was happy with me, but he was still a strong, young man. I knew he must’ve missed fucking a different girl every night. I didn’t exactly miss fucking a different guy every week, but I certainly missed the attention and the possibility that the evening would turn out wilder than I could have ever dreamt when the plane hit the tarmac.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” is what I decided to say to Remy, instead of admitting the truth.

      Remy laughed and shrugged as she went to service another customer. When she returned, David was coming back to his seat. He sighed and smiled as he planted a kiss on my cheek.

      “Not a bad place they’ve got here. The bathrooms are cleaner than I’d have expected,” David said.

      “Yeah, they keep it all very nice and clean. Even the urinals,” Remy said.

      David smiled and nodded.

      “So, what will you two party-animals have, tonight?” Remy asked.

      “Just a glass of chianti for me,” I said. “If you have it.”

      “I’ll take a beer; just give me whatever you have that’s local, if any,” David said with a smile.

      “Sure thing,” Remy said. She dipped back out of view for a moment and I said to my husband, “Why did you have to tell her I was a flight attendant?” I asked.

      “I thought you’d like that. I was just making conversation,” David said. “Why?”

      “Nothing,” I dismissed. “I just… I don’t know. Don’t you get a weird vibe from her? Maybe we should go somewhere else.”

      David laughed and shook his head. “What? She’s nice and I don’t get any vibes from her.”

      “I’ll bet you don’t,” I said beneath my breath.

      “What? What’s that supposed to mean?” He asked.

      “I know you think she’s hot,” I said, with no basis of this whatsoever.

      David laughed and looked at me as though I was crazy. “What? Where did that come from?”

      “She is hot, so just admit it,” I said.

      “Okay, she’s hot,” David said. “So what? So are you,” he added.

      I rolled my eyes and sighed.

      “Hey, you think she’s hot, too. You’re being a hypocrite if you’re trying to get on my ass about it,” David grinned.

      I relented and shrugged. “Okay, fine. She is,” I said. Eventually, David pulled a smile from me and I conceded defeat.

      “So what’s wrong?” David asked.

      I shrugged. “I don’t know. She just… she reminds me of the girls I used to work for on the airline. I don’t know why but it’s making me feel weird.”

      “Weird good, or weird bad?” David asked.

      “I don’t know,” I answered. “Both?”

      The truth was that I was feeling only good about Remy. Very good. There was something about the way she eyed my husband that left me very aroused, in fact. I didn’t dare admit this to David or to her, of course. I couldn’t even admit to myself!

      When Remy returned, she set our drinks down and took David’s credit card. “Just these two for now,” he said. “We’re probably heading back to the room after this.”

      “Do you stay here at the hotel?” David then asked Remy.

      Remy smiled and nodded. “We get pretty cheap rooms on the top floor,” she said.

      “Hey, we’re on the top floor, too,” David said with a smile. “We booked this kind of last minute and, well, you wouldn’t believe how little there was available right now.”

      “Funny,” Remy said with a smile.

      “Well, I get off in ten minutes. I wonder if I will bump into you two, again?” she continued.

      “Maybe so,” I said. We paid and had our drinks and during this time, Remy said a small little ‘goodbye’ to us and took off. I thought that perhaps it would be the last we would see of her.

      I was wrong.

      We were gently buzzed, if that, even, when we had made it up the four flights of stairs to our hotel floor. The carpet was pistachio-green with crème-white walls that were yellowed from their age and the partially out-door nature of the corridors. As we started down the hallway, warm and happy, we saw Remy standing outside of her room.

      She smiled at us.

      “Hey,” she said.

      “Hi!” I said, maybe a little too enthusiastic. David laughed.

      “What are you doing?” I asked her.

      “I’m locked out,” she said with a laugh. “I’m waiting for the hotel maintenance to let me in.”

      “Oh, no!” I said. “You want to wait in our room?” I asked.

      David eyed me with surprise.

      “Um, sure, if that’s okay with you,” she said. “I’ll call the front desk and let them know I’ll be in room… what room are you in?”

      “Two-fourteen,” David answered after eyeing the plate on our door.

      Remy pulled a phone out of her small denim shorts and called the front desk. I had not seen her clothes downstairs. I had only seen the white, sleeveless shirt she had worn, which revealed a bit of her white bralette. But now I could see that she was wearing the tiniest pair of denim shorts I think I had ever seen, showcasing her impossibly long, slender caramel legs.

      I couldn’t help but be jealous of her.

      David and I made our way into our room and kept the door cracked. A few minutes later Remy opened the door and said, “Knock, knock.”

      “In here,” I said.

      David was in the bathroom. He was standing at the toilet peeing and had not closed the door all the way. He’d let his jeans and boxers sag down a bit beneath his rear. When we both realized that Remy had come into the room and could easily see his backside, I gave a laugh and quickly closed the bathroom door.

      “Sorry,” I said.

      “Why?” Remy said. “I’m not sorry to have seen a beautiful man’s butt,” she laughed.

      So it was out. She thought David was hot. It wasn’t that this was surprising, of course. But for Remy to so brazenly admit it was a bit surprising.

      She bit her lip and eyed the cracked bathroom door, as though she was hungry to see more of my husband.

      Again, this aroused me. I liked how interested she was in David. It made me feel empowered as much as it left me more jealous than I’d ever been. I couldn’t help but picture in my mind, images of David taking Remy right there atop our queen-sized bed—the exotic and teasing girl bent over and getting pounded into submission by my husband’s big, hard cock.

      The thought was pleasing, if for no other reason to exact some sort of odd revenge on the fact that Remy was into my husband and had the audacity to be so much more attractive than me! Ok, so she couldn’t help it.

      But what’s a girl to do when a hotter girl is into her man? Well, most women would be furious. And I was. But for some strange reason, I was very much turned on, too. I suppose it was the fact that I’d wanted to relive a bit of my wild years as a flight attendant. I’d never had a threesome with another girl and a guy, before. But there was surely a first time for everything!

      “So,” I said, as David came out of the bathroom and took a seat on a sofa nearby.

      “So,” Remy repeated, looked at me and smiled.

      “What do you do for fun around here when you live here?” I asked.

      “Well,” Remy said, with a cool grin. “There isn’t so much to do and once you’ve been here long enough the tourist stuff isn’t very fun. So, we mostly have to make our own fun.”

      “Oh? How do you do that?” David asked.

      “Well,” Remy said, laughing, as though she was embarrassed to say any more.

      “What?” David asked. “Come on. Let us in on the secret.”

      “Well, we mostly just do this,” she said. “We hang out, we drink a little wine, and maybe we have some sex, stuff like that.”

      My mind was ignited by the word ‘sex’ leaving Remy’s lips.

      “Sex, huh?” David said, smiling. “So you do know how to have fun.”

      “Well, to be honest, it’s been a little while since I’ve had sex,” Remy said. “I’m wondering if I still know how.”

      “Yeah, right,” I blurted. When Remy looked at me, I quickly clarified. “Have you seen you? You’re so gorgeous; there is no way you’ve gone very long without sex.”

      Remy laughed and again, covered her mouth. “Thanks,” she said. “I am not as pretty as you, though.”

      I laughed at this and shook my head. “Thank you, but that’s so not true.”

      “So you’re both hot,” David said. “Just admit it and move on,” he laughed.

      Both of us eyed my husband with surprise.

      “I mean… well, you are,” David said.

      “Just for that, you’re going to get punished, now,” I said. I didn’t know what I was doing, but I rushed over and leapt atop my husband’s lap. I wrapped my hands around his shoulders and planted a kiss on his cheek. I then reached down, grabbed his hand and pulled him from his seat on the sofa.

      Remy came near us but stood by and watched. “Help me, Remy. Help me pin him down. He’s been very bad.”

      Remy and I giggled as we each grabbed one of David’s hands and tried to hold him down onto the bed.

      “Hurry,” I laughed. “We have to get on top of him. He’s too strong,” I said. As both Remy and I giggled and climbed atop my husband.

      I was straddling over David’s chest. Remy climbed atop his lap. I looked back over my shoulder and saw her biting her lip. I looked down and saw her denim jeans—right where her pussy was—grinding down against the massive bulge in David’s jeans. She eyed me with a look of lust and hungry—quiet and seductive—that transcended the giggling and playfulness of the moment.

      “I think he needs more punishing than this,” I said to Remy.

      “I think you’re right,” she laughed. “But what?” the girl asked.

      “I think he needs to be humiliated,” I said. “We should pull his pants off,” I said.

      Remy’s dark eyes lit up and we laughed as we agreed. David protested through his laughter, but I knew he was hardly against the idea. So, I unzipped my husband’s jeans and we each pulled on his pants legs until he was in only his briefs.

      I looked up and saw the massive bulge in his blue trunks. I knew Remy could see it, too. She’d already felt how big he was. And now, she had a better idea of the fact that David was hung like a horse. I knew she would hardly be able to resist going further now that she knew this. None of the girls I worked with when I was a flight attendant could resist the temptation of a big dick. They would often joke and laugh about the guys they’d slept with who ended up having small penises. But the guys with big dicks? Well, even if it wasn’t the most enjoyable sex they’d ever had, it was a badge of honor; a necessary undertaking.

      And I knew Remy was thinking the very same thing. But something told me Remy was thinking much more than ‘necessity.’ I could tell she was hungry for David’s dick.

      So, without much warning, I reached up and grabbed my hubby’s briefs. I yanked them down until his giant cock and ballsack spilled out. David’s dick was already half-hard, but swelled and expanded before our eyes, like a massive pink snake growing and throbbing. His crested penis-head bloomed like the cap of a mushroom—chiseled and smooth even as it looked cut from marble.

      “Oh, wow!” Remy said with a surprised giggle.

      “He’s big, isn’t he?” I said.

      “Shit,” she said again. “It’s… massive,” she laughed.

      “Do you want to touch it? You can if you want.”

      “Really?” Remy asked.

      “Mmhm,” I nodded.

      Remy wasted little time coming forward, climbing atop the bed and grabbing her fingers around my husband’s shaft. She eyed me and purred like a cat when she had a fistful of dick. She smiled with shock as she barely managed to clasp her fingers around my husband’s big dick.

      David only sighed with blissful delight. “You guys are crazy,” he laughed. He put his hands behind his head and enjoyed the show of two girls admiring and grabbing at his cock.

      “Big balls, too,” she laughed, and patted the bottoms of his low-hanging testicles. “So full.”

      “Ready to be emptied, hm?” I said with a mischievous tone.

      “I think so,” Remy smiled.

      “So go ahead,” I urged.

      “Me? I thought I was going to watch,” Remy said.

      “No, no,” I pressed. “You need to have sex, again. Like you said, it’s been far too long.”

      “Oh, but he’s so big. He might break me,” she laughed. “You know that’s not true. You know it would feel good.”

      Remy bit her lip and giggled. “Maybe I would try with my mouth, first?”

      “Yeah,” I said. “I’ll hold your hair back,” I said. So, I grabbed Remy’s hair and held it as she lowered her mouth and swallowed my husband’s cockhead.

      I felt so wet in my panties as I watched her slide her pouty lips around my husband’s thick cock. David moaned louder than I had heard in a long time. Remy’s mouth was undoubtedly skilled and soft.

      “Fuck,” David moaned.

      “Is her mouth nice for you, babe?” I asked him.

      “Yeah,” David said. “So fucking soft and… fuck, her tongue is so dirty,” he laughed.

      I watched as Remy’s mouth slid nearly all the way down David’s long shaft. I was both enraged and delighted to watch the foreign girl deep throat my husband so effortlessly. I couldn’t take more than half of David’s dick, and even that was a feat for me. And yet Remy had swallowed enough of his cock that her tongue, for a moment, rested against the front of his ballsack before she finally pulled back and gasped.

      “Fuck,” she exhaled. “That was a lot.”

      “Are you kidding me?” David laughed. “Fuck,” he said.

      “That was amazing,” I said, through a grimace. “I think my husband likes your mouth better than mine,” I said.

      “Come on, babe,” David said, starting to reassure me. But he was interrupted by moans as Remy did not allow him to speak any more. She slid her mouth back over his cock and sucked expertly—indulgent and hungry to extract every drop of pre-cum from his balls.

      And when David could hold on no longer, he reached down and grabbed Remy’s shoulders. “Fuck… I can’t stand it any longer. You’re going to make me explode.”

      “Oh? Well, not so fast,” she said

      She immediately stood up and worked her way out of her shirt and shorts, until she was in only her bra and panties. She followed by removing these until she stood before us entirely naked with her slender hourglass figure. She had a small flower tattoo on the side of her hip, and a bald-shaved pussy.

      She wasted little time climbing atop David. She straddled him and I could only watch from behind as she grabbed my husband’s cock and lowered herself onto it. David’s dick-head disappeared inside her tight, wet slit.

      “Oh… fuck,” Remy moaned. She rolled her eyes and smiled in a way that only a girl who has been stretched nice and wide by a big dick could understand; only a girl who has been filled by a nice, big warm dick could relate to.

      She was so wet that it was quite easy for her to slide down David’s shaft. I could only watch from behind as the tanned girl began to ride and grind my husband’s thick cock.

      “Fuck,” David groaned along with Remy. The pair fucked before my eyes and treated me more and more like an invisible ghost in the room. For a moment it felt as though I didn’t even exist! This both infuriated and aroused me in ways I still to this day cannot quite understand.

      All I knew was that I loved watching my husband’s cock disappear into another girl. I loved watching her moan and knowing exactly how it felt. I loved watching my husband grab her butt and slam her down on his cock, dominating her.

      As I started to rub myself from a nearby chair, Remy grinded hard against David’s pubic bone and began to tremble and gasp.

      “Just like that… fuck… fuck… I’m… yes! Yes!” She cried out.

      She did this over and over and I knew all too well that the naughty girl had already climaxed atop my husband’s cock. I was surprised but I knew I should not be. David’s cock was not only thick, but it had just the right curve in its shaft that seemed to make it very easy to climax atop it. Though, to be completely honest, I figured this was only something I benefitted from.

      How wrong I was!

      I could only rub myself inside my panties as I watched and tried to grapple with the reality of a completely random girl riding and orgasming on my very own husband’s cock. I was beside myself with fear, angst, jealousy and arousal. I simply did not know how to feel. So, I continued to touch myself and moan as I indulged in the sight.

      And when David grabbed Remy and flipped her onto her belly and entered into her from behind, I nearly lost it. Remy was facing me. I looked at her as David’s cock pushed its way into her, again. Her eyes were weak and satisfied. I felt a touch embarrassed that she was seeing my touch myself to all of this. But I didn’t care. Just like her, I was far too addicted to the pleasure to stop.

      I moaned loudly as Remy did the same. David grabbed her sides and fucked her as he pleased until I heard him begin to moan louder and deeper.

      “I’m going to cum so fucking hard,” David groaned.

      “Where? Where are you going to cum? Tell me,” I begged.

      “Inside,” Remy grinned.

      “Inside you?” I asked.

      “Do it,” Remy said to David, as if ignoring me, altogether.

      David wasted little time waiting for Remy to change her mind. He pounded her and she cried out over and over from the intensity. I could only rub myself to climax as I watched my husband’s eyes fill with abandon and overwhelming intensity.

      “Oh… fuck,” David growled at the top of his lungs.

      My hubby and I both came at the very same time, all while he pounded the foreign girl from behind. Remy cried out with her eyes tight and brow knitted as David filled her with his sperm. I was enraged and blissful at the very same time. How? I suppose I’ll never know.

      I was watching my husband inject his seed into another girl’s fertile belly. He and I had never had unprotected sex, before. I was so jealous that Remy—this complete stranger—was getting his sperm inside her before I ever had.

      I couldn’t help but picture my own husband’s sperm swimming right up into her belly and impregnating her. He might just impregnate this foreign bartender girl before his own wife!

      The thought drove me mad with lust and frustration.

      The three off us caught our breath and when we were done, we continued to hang out in the scent of sex and sweat. It took no time at all for Remy to tease David’s cock back to life, though. And soon enough, she and my husband were fucking even wilder than the first time.

      And again, all I could do was watch.

      If I was lucky, Remy’s room would never get unlocked by the front desk.

      All I knew was that it was going to be a weekend we would never forget.
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      The video was short—maybe all of three minutes in duration. And yet, those three minutes changed my life. It was bad enough finding a sex video on my husband’s work laptop. But then to find not just a porn video, but a porn video of my very own husband, co-starring his slutty ex-girlfriend, Kaylee?

      Ugh.

      The thing is, I met Darrell only three years earlier. He was still with Kaylee, in fact. And when we first met, I fell hard for him. It was all from afar, of course. But I fell for him, nonetheless. I wanted everything that Darrell and Kaylee had. But I was just the friend-on-the-side. The third wheel.

      The three of us had been in an art class. We were all seniors in college by that time. Kaylee and Darrell were taking the class as more of a blow-off class. Darrell had been lacking enough core credits to graduate, so a guidance counselor suggested he take art history as a sort-of no-effort class that he could ‘sleep through and still get an A’ according to the counselor.

      I, on the other hand, had been an art student. I was in a similar situation, though. I’d been so preoccupied with gobbling up all the advanced studies for those first three years that I only realized in my last year at University that I needed to take the introductory course. My counselor was more fixated on the glitch that had allowed me to skip art history for all those years, than he had been on the fact that it should be an easy enough class.

      Whatever the case, I didn’t care. I knew it would be easy for me. I knew most of the history by that point. I knew that I could have slept through the class and gained a passing grade, too. But unlike Darrell and Kaylee, I was interested in that.

      I met them when I took a seat in the lecture hall beside Kaylee. She seemed innocent and welcoming enough, albeit strikingly beautiful and intimidatingly so. She was that typical blonde bombshell with the hips that are present but somehow don’t stick out too wide. She had the long, slender legs, the curves that dipped into her skinny torso. And of course she had the biggest boobs, too, which were advertised in cleavage so obvious the professor probably saw it from his podium. Part of her cleavage had been covered by her vanilla-blonde hair, which was a bit reddened with strawberry undertones. She had a smooth, peachy complexion and two big, emerald eyes that sparkled like jewels from the aisle of seats.

      She saw me and actually gave a small wave to me. “This seat isn’t taken,” she whispered through pouty pink lips that seemed recently glossed.

      “Thanks,” I mouthed, and slipped into my chair just as the lecture started and the room fell silent.

      “I’m Rebecca,” I whispered.

      “Kaylee,” she smiled, and then commented on my tattoo, which was a small rose on my wrist. I nodded at the tattoo and said, “Thanks.”

      The lecture began and I didn’t think too much else other than the surprise that a girl like Kaylee would bother to say anything to a girl like me, who had dark, somewhat messy hair, an oversized flannel and a pale complexion. I was almost the exact opposite of Kaylee. The only hiccup in this contrast was the fact that I was probably as skinny as she was, and even had decent enough C cup boobs. But I hid it all under my flannel over shirts at the time.

      About thirty minutes into the lecture I felt somebody in the aisle beside my seat. I looked up and saw the most handsome man of my life looking down at me and smiling modestly. He had a straw jaw that was peppered with dirty-blonde stubble, and matching blonde hair which was short but styled in that way that was messy yet intentional. He looked almost like a cowboy in his faded blue jeans and old t-shirt, which had been stretched over his big muscles.

      I think I bit my lip when I first saw him. And then, when I realized he was looking right past me and at Kaylee, I turned bright red.

      “Mind if I get in?” he said to me.

      “Um, no,” I said, and pulled my legs up. He leaned forward and gave Kaylee a kiss on her lips. “Sorry, babe,” I heard him say to her.

      “You’re always late,” she whispered back, handing him her notes.

      He gave an apologetic smile and shrug and as he adjusted himself in the seat and moved forward a bit, he eyed me.

      At the time I didn’t think much of it because he, like Kaylee, seemed to be the very sort of person who would never cross paths with a girl like me. But as the class went on and we grew more friendly and talkative, we eventually formed a small study group that met in Kaylee’s off-campus apartment.

      After those first couple of months, I found myself falling hard for Darrell. And at the same time, he and Kaylee were on the outs. They’d only dated for a few months by the time I met them at the start of the art history course, so it wasn’t as though their relationship was something that had been chugging along for years and years. It was a fling, more than anything, the way Darrell had described it.

      And when they broke up, they each seemed to confide in me for wisdom. I didn’t have much of that to impart on them. All I knew was that I wanted to be with Darrell. I didn’t try to get too close, though. The last thing I wanted to do was move in on him while he was still getting over Kaylee.

      But I didn’t have to worry much about any of that because before too long I received a text from Kaylee that read: ‘Darrell really likes you. I think you should go for it.’

      I was stunned and somewhat uncomfortable with the revelation. ‘What do you mean?’ I asked right back.

      ‘He’s into you. And we’re done, so maybe you should date him if you want. I wouldn’t be upset,’ she returned, seemingly giving me her approval. ‘I’m going to miss his giant dick, though,’ she’d added. This was a detail that I tried to overlook and not drown myself in superficiality. But how could I ignore it?

      “His big dick?” I whispered to myself. Yes, I’d already had plenty of thoughts about whether Darrell had a big penis. Most girls wondered such things about their crush at least once. I wondered if it was big or small, thick or thin, long or short, pretty or ugly, hairy or hairless… Ok, so I wondered about it a lot. So this particular text message sent me into a state of arousal.

      When I came down from my excited high, though, I still wasn’t so sure it was a good idea. Not only would it have been a bit awkward between the three of us in our study group, but how did I know that whatever happened to Darrell and Kaylee would not happen to us?

      Well, I found out soon enough from Darrell that Kaylee had slept with another guy. “She’s a slut,” he’d said, without much anger. I was a bit offended for my friend, and I called Darrell on this. He cocked his dark brow and shrugged, “Hey, that’s what she calls herself,” he laughed.

      “She said that when we met—that I didn’t want to get involved with her because she was a slut. I just didn’t listen, I guess,” he explained.

      I couldn’t believe it, but then, I also knew Kaylee could have any guy she wanted. I didn’t know why she would want anybody else but Darrell. But then, Kaylee had ambitions. She was intent on sleeping her way through the football team until she was engaged to the star quarterback, the way she explained it to me later on.

      Kaylee and I didn’t talk as much after the art class ended. The summer after college started and when I learned that Darrell was from the next town over from me, well, that sort of sealed the deal on our relationship potential. We started dating shortly after.

      I knew that what happened between Kaylee and Darrell would not happened to us because I had exactly zero interest in any other guy. I had eyes for my man and I couldn’t get enough of him, so much so, in fact, that we were married two years later.

      The two of us started our life together and Kaylee was no longer a part of it. She’d gone off to intern at some place in New York when we had gone back to our home state. And Darrell and I chatted about her sometimes as you tend to do with old and somewhat forgotten friends.

      Sure, I was jealous of Kaylee, even after those two and a half years since I’d last seen her. I was jealous that she had gotten to my man—my husband, now—first. Darrell hadn’t lost his virginity to her or anything, but still, it was the fact that Kaylee had gotten to him first. And I didn’t think about it often, but when I did? Well, I got in a bit of a rut whenever I thought about them. Sometimes it was all I could think about.

      I don’t know why. As my mother had said, “You’ve already won, honey. You’ve got him. Kaylee is a ghost.” And it was true. Why was I still thinking of her and Darrell together?

      I wasn’t quite sure until I found the video on his laptop. Was he hiding it from me? I don’t think he was necessarily hiding it. I think what had happened was that he took it off his phone and it ended up on his work laptop, as it was the most convenient place to stash it. Darrell knew that I knew the passcode to his phone. I was sure that he didn’t want me coming across it on his phone, at least, so he transferred it to his computer.

      He only really used a computer for his job. He’d wanted to play pro football after college. He was one of the best defensive players on the University team, after all. But he’d injured himself right after being drafted by a professional team. It was a bit heartbreaking and though I was there to support him, I knew it would crush him.

      I don’t know how he did it, but he bounced back fast enough. A buddy from the University team had gained some cushy executive job at a fortune five-hundred company, thanks to his father’s circle of friends. Once his buddy was in at the top, he recruited Darrell to join him. It was an exceedingly generous favor that turned out to support us financially right out of college. I knew enough about my peers to know that this was pretty uncommon.

      I felt proud and I felt a little special, if I’m being painfully honest. But when I found that video, I knew it was all a façade—a hollow feeling.

      I came across it because I needed to use the internet and my phone had died. Simple and innocent enough reason, right? I felt bad for using Darrell’s work laptop. For all I knew, one wrong keystroke and I would destroy everything on it. How did I know? I barely knew about computers to begin with, after all.

      But curiosity got the best of me when I saw it on his desktop. I clicked on the video and the laptop screen filled with a video of Darrell, my husband, fucking Kaylee doggy-style. The video was angled so that it was somewhat positioned behind them. That meant that I had to watch my husband’s big dick push deep into Kaylee’s pussy.

      I saw more of her than I ever thought I would, that’s for sure. I was shaken by the video and closed it immediately.

      It was through a series of baby-steps that I grew more and more brave—or maybe just intent and curious—to watch more of the video. Ultimately, it didn’t feature much more than this scene. It was three minutes long and should have been innocuous as far as sex-tapes go.

      But it was more than that because of the way it ended. I had to watch my husband cum inside Kaylee. That’s right. The video only ended because Darrell came. And as much as I looked, I saw no condom.

      I felt my skin crawl. After all, I’d never before let Darrell fuck me without a condom. I was on the pill in college, but I didn’t care for the side effects, so by the time Darrell and I had met, I only had sex with condoms.

      I’d thought about getting back on the pill. There was also the possibility of Darrell and I having a baby together sooner or later. I knew that trying for one would be plenty of fun for us both. But now, seeing that Darrell had fucked Kaylee without a condom, I was… I was speechless. I didn’t know what to say or think.

      I took the video and snuck it onto my phone. After I did, I watched it all the time—anytime I was alone, anyway.

      I was nearly obsessed with that stupid three-minute video with grainy footage and dim lighting. It wasn’t exactly a big-budget porn video. But it didn’t matter. It was what the video represented and documented that had affected me so deeply.

      It was the undeniable truth that Darrell had fucked Kaylee harder and more primal than he’d ever fucked me. And he had cum inside her. I told myself that she must’ve been on the pill. But what if she wasn’t?

      “That slut,” I remember whispering to myself whenever I’d watch the video. “She thinks she’s so hot, moaning like that… crying out his name.”

      And the truth is, it was a hot video. And the more I watched it, the more I realized why I was watching it all the time. It turned me on. Once after watching it, I went to use the bathroom and realized that my panties were very wet. It didn’t take long to start touching myself to the video.

      I had to! I couldn’t stop myself. Watching my husband dominate that dirty little slut? Fuck… it made me so wet and so desperate for release. It made me more attracted to Darrell than ever, even as I felt this unspeakable frustration and jealousy toward him for the video.

      And then it happened. It was almost as if Kaylee knew what I had been up to, because only a few days after I’d started masturbating to the video, I received a text message from her. She’d let me know that she had moved to some upscale apartment building downtown, only a half-hour from where Darrell and I lived.

      ‘Want to hang out soon and catch up?’ She’d texted me.

      I wasn’t sure what to say. I did and I didn’t. I wanted to confront her about the video. And yet, I wanted it to continue to be my naughty little secret—my secret that I knew about her and Darrell and they didn’t know that I knew.

      I didn’t know what to do. So, I decided I would feel it out as I went.

      I told Darrell about the text. He was somewhat indifferent. I took this as a good sign that he didn’t have that video on his desktop because he was fantasizing endlessly about fucking a hotter, more exciting girl than his wife.

      I agreed to meet Kaylee; only, I wasn’t interested in going to her apartment. I wanted her to come to my home. I wanted her to see the house that Darrell and I had bought together. I wanted to show off our life and rub it in her face as revenge for the dirty video she’d made with my man.

      The week that passed until Kaylee came over moved slower than tar. It was agonizing, but it did give me time to hit the gym a few extra hours that week, get a manicure, a pedicure and even a Brazilian wax. That’s right. I wanted to look my absolute best.

      And the wax? Well, let’s just say that I wasn’t sure what I was planning for when Kaylee came over. I had no intentions whatsoever for anybody but Darrell to see my wax. But the closer we came to the fated night; I knew that I couldn’t trust myself, either. My impulses would undoubtedly be off the Richter scale, leaving me to do who-knows-what?

      After all, I couldn’t tell if, because of that damn video, I hated Kaylee or if I was actually becoming aroused by her, too. She was beautiful, of course. There had been no denying it. And of course she had to have the most perfect pussy I had ever seen, too. I mean, everything else about her was perfect, so why wouldn’t she have one of those porn-ready pussies that was more or less a rosy little slit tucked between two puffy lips? Okay, so I’m being incredibly sarcastic. Can you tell that I was salty as all get-out, though? Kaylee already had everything I had and more. And now she had that video, too?

      I wanted revenge. And I knew that when she came over, I would get it. I simply had no idea just what form it would take.
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        * * *

      

      The doorbell rang and I was just finishing teasing my hair. I’d been to the salon the day before. I was a bit petrified that they would botch something and although I wasn’t as thrilled about my hair as I’d wanted to be, it was still miles better than before. I was guilty of changing a few things about myself before that night arrived, and Darrell was no fool—he noticed.

      But, he also liked the changes, too. We’d been having more sex ever since I’d seen that video of him and Kaylee. And the sex had been hotter and harder, too. Once, I even finished him by swallowing his load. It was something I’d never done with Darrell. I had done it once or twice with guys before him, but never him because, well, I didn’t much like swallowing cum.

      But I did it anyway. I wanted to claim my territory over my man before Kaylee arrived. But all that week as Darrell and I fucked, all I could think about was emulating that video. I even cried out his name just as Kaylee had done. In fact, I even let Darrell fuck me doggy style while I did it. All the while, I felt myself in Kaylee’s skin. I wanted to know exactly what it had felt like for her in that video.

      Again, I was a teensy bit obsessed.

      I wondered if Darrell knew about the video, too, the way I was mimicking it. I felt like I was an actress tasked with playing the role of Kaylee, and I’d nailed it. I was proud of myself for that, too. But I still wasn’t Kaylee. No matter what I did, I would never be the tall, super-model blonde bombshell who oozed charisma, had big boobs and a perfect pussy.

      And it drove me crazy. It was driving me crazy by the time I descended the stairs and pulled open the front door, in fact. It was driving me crazy as we all had polite and tidy introductions with one another, too. And, it drove me crazy especially to see just how good Kaylee looked. Granted, it had only been two and a half years, but she looked almost as if she had aged in reverse.

      Lucky her.

      She looked so much like she had in that video. I wondered if Darrell had been thinking of that video when he saw her. How could he not be? I know I was. In fact, I felt my thong growing wet as we sat out on the back patio and the two of them made conversation. I could only sit and listen through many parts of it, as the pair reminisced about things they’d done before I’d met them.

      Talk about how you made that dirty video when you came deep in her fertile belly, I thought to myself, glaring at them both. I must’ve been staring daggers at Kaylee. But I kept up my false charm, anyway. Because even though I was furious, I was so fucking turned on.

      Kaylee was dressed in a pair of skimpy jean shorts and a sleeveless pink t-shirt. She looked as though she’d just come from the beach, despite being a good two hours from the coast, and not to mention it was getting quite cool in the evenings. She teased her hair with her fingers, playing with her bangs flirtatiously as she spoke to Darrell. I could tell she was wondering—if not hoping—that there might be a bit of unfinished business between the two of them.

      “So, no boyfriend?” I’d asked her.

      “No, not right now,” she said. I wondered if she was trying to hide the shame of having failed at her plan to marry the quarterback of the school football team. We were all approaching our mid-twenties, now. And yet, somehow because of that fateful day in which Kaylee had invited me to sit beside her, my life was more successful than I had ever expected—more successful than Kaylee’s, even.

      And it did not go over my head, either. I knew I had it well, and was ready to jealousy defend my possessions—hubby, included.

      “I was engaged to a guy last year but, well,” Kaylee chuckled, “My eyes wander too much.”

      She said it as if it was a perk and not a drawback. I couldn’t have been more threatened by this, especially when she smiled and said to my husband, “Remember when we both made out with that girl from the sorority… Charity? The dark-haired girl?” She said.

      I shifted in my seat and turned away with awkward energy as my husband eyed me and shrugged. “Yeah… that was a long time ago, huh?” he said, with a nervous laugh.

      “I can remember it like it was yesterday,” she said.

      “What about that time when…” Kaylee started, but eyed me and quickly trailed off. Her green eyes were filled suddenly with humility—something that did not flash in her gaze too often.

      “What time?” I asked.

      “Um, it’s nothing,” she said, tossing her hair and smiling aloof, as though she knew that what she was about to say might have been a mistake.

      “Well, whatever it was, it can’t be any juicier than making out with another girl together,” I said, pressing her. “I don’t think Darrell has ever told me about that one.”

      “I’m sure there is plenty he hasn’t told you about,” Kaylee said. There was a bit of acid on her tongue in the way she spoke with such sass. I ignored it, though. I knew I had the upper hand—I knew something that they didn’t want me to know about, already.

      “It’s nothing, really,” Kaylee said.

      “Come on,” I urged. “It can’t be any more salacious than making out with another girl or, I don’t know—this is off the top of my head—making a sex tape together.”

      Darrell’s dark eyes then whipped toward me so quickly that if it had been a cartoon there would have been the sound of a rope-whip echoing throughout the living room! He then eyed Kaylee, all while seemingly trying to hide his true feelings.

      “Oh, so you know about that, huh?” Kaylee said. She was not embarrassed or ashamed. Instead, she was proud. A wide grin came over her lips.

      “Um, she doesn’t… don’t…” Darrell whispered to Kaylee, as if trying to play sneaky and coy in keeping her quiet.

      “She obviously knows,” Kaylee said. Her grin was wider and wider with every moment. It was as if she knew I’d seen her naked—seen that perfect pussy of hers—and she loved it.

      “There’s no point in trying to hide it, babe,” I said to my husband.

      Darrell looked frustrated and let out a heavy sigh. “Babe, it was a long time ago. I just… forgot to get rid of it.”

      “Sure you did,” Kaylee said, giggling. “I kept my copies, too.”

      “Copies? As in more than one?” I asked.

      “That’s right,” Kaylee said.

      “How many are there?” I asked, trying my best to appear disaffected, but undoubtedly failing.

      “Well, let’s see… there was the one we made in the football field of the college in the end zone,” she said, smiling. “There’s that one where I tried to deep-throat,” she laughed.

      “Come on, Kay. There’s no need to go through them all,” Darrell said.

      “Sorry, babe,” he said to me.

      “What for?” I asked. “I’m not upset at all,” I said.

      “You aren’t?” Darrell asked.

      “No,” I said, shaking my head.

      “In fact, the only thing that bothers me about the one I saw is that, well… I never got to see the start of it. I only got to see the end,” I said. My voice crooned with indulgence as I licked my lips and turned to Kaylee. “I never got to see any videos of you sucking Darrell’s dick.”

      Kaylee eyed me, unsure of what I was getting at.

      “Would it be too forward to ask for a live performance right now?” I asked.

      Darrell looked at me as though I’d said the most unbelievable thing in the world. Kaylee, too, seemed to break from her typically confidence and cool self. I could tell I had shocked both of them. I was happy to do it. But what I really wanted was a show. It was why I’d invited Kaylee over in the first place.

      “What?” Kaylee asked.

      “You want to… babe, are you okay?” Darrell said.

      “Trust me, babe, I’m fine. The truth is, I’ve been watching that video of you and her and, well, it’s hot. It’s so hot that I can’t stop thinking about it,” I said. “And since you’ve been so naughty in keeping that video and hiding it from me when what you should have done was deleted it once you got married, I think it’s only fair for you to do me a favor in return.”

      “Anything,” Darrell said.

      “Well, good,” I said. “My favor is for you to sit back and let Kaylee suck you’re dick.”

      Darrell eyed me and said, with a tone that suggested he wanted desperately to go along with this, but knew he couldn’t seem as excited as he truly was, “Come on, babe. You don’t want to see that.”

      “Oh, I think she does,” Kaylee said, licking her lips.

      “And I’ve certainly missed your dick. It’s still the biggest one I’ve ever had,” she said. “Why don’t we call Rebecca’s bluff?”

      “This is ridiculous,” Darrell said. But even as he was shaking his head and laughing, Kaylee was dropping to her knees between his legs as he sat back on the sofa. I watched, perched on the arm of the sofa, looking down at the show that was about to begin.

      “You sure about this?” Darrell said. “Because you know Kaylee isn’t going to stop once she starts.”

      “Speaking of starting,” Kaylee giggled, and quickly unzipped my husband’s jeans. She yanked them down, following with his boxers, until his giant cock came out. Darrell’s guilt was on full-display now as his cock was fully-hard—the head meaty and flared with its sharp crest dewed with a crystal river of pre-cum sliding down the underside.

      Kaylee wrapped her fingers around my husband’s cock and gave the most indulgent sound that existed somewhere between a moan and a giggle. She gripped Darrell’s cock and stroked it a few times. My husband sighed with delight.

      I couldn’t believe it. It had started. I was sitting there watching Kaylee jerk off my husband. Her fingers were actually around his cock and jerking him. I was watching another woman jerk off my husband. Do I sound shocked? Because I was—beyond anything I’d ever experienced before. It was surreal. It was infuriating.

      It made me so fucking wet. Kaylee’s hands were small—so small that they made Darrell’s dick look even bigger than it was. His eight-inch had Kaylee using both her hands to stroke him, before she committed one hand to his big ballsack.

      “Fuck,” she exhaled and licked her lips.

      “Go on. Suck him. I know he’s waiting for it. I know you suck dick better than me. I know he’s missed your mouth ever since you broke up,” I said.

      “Come on, babe. That’s not… fuck,” Darrell said, interrupted by Kaylee’s mouth diving down around the head of his cock. I watched as her mouth consumed Darrell’s dick-head, devouring it handily before sliding another inch or so down the shaft.

      Kaylee moaned long and loud while my husband’s cock stuffed her mouth. I knew she was doing it to vex me. And she was succeeding. Because even though I was already rubbing myself and watching every moment, I was jealous as fuck. I was worried that Darrell was going to remember how good Kaylee was and leave me for her.

      And the moans were like declarations of impending infidelity written on his face.

      “Fuck,” he said, reaching down and moving his fingers through Kaylee’s hair. “Suck it,” he said with a gruff tone. “Get deeper on it, like you used to.”

      He pushed Kaylee’s head down and more of his shaft disappeared into her mouth. She moaned in a garble as his thickness stretched her lips. I took deep, long breaths and touched myself as my husband dominated her. Watching Darrell control Kaylee left me wanting to see more. I was not jealous when Darrell was in control. When he was in control it was more that I was watching my husband take some cheap slut, and not that I was watching some calculating vixen steal my man. I liked it that way—liked the fact that Kaylee was being treated like the dirty slut she was.

      “That’s it…” I said, before reaching down and pressing on Kaylee’s mouth, too. “Fuck,” Darrell moaned.

      Kaylee pulled back off his cock and gasped. Her mouth was flush and pink and she laughed and wiped her lips as saliva stringed from them and connected to Darrell’s dick head—a nice mixture of spit and pre-cum, no doubt.

      She looked up and eyed Darrell. “It’s your turn,” she said to him.

      She rose and, before I even knew what was going on, Darrell grabbed her and lifted her into the air with ease. He slung her over his shoulder and carried her down the hallway and into our bedroom. That’s right, the bedroom that he and I shared.

      He carried her into it without even checking for my permission. Kaylee giggled all the while. She eyed me as he carried her off with a sort of ‘I win’ expression on her face.

      I rushed into the bedroom to see Darrell yanking her shorts and thong off her body until I saw that perfect little mound of hers. She seemed to have waxed it bald. It was rosy and I could even tell from a few feet away just how wet and slick it was.

      Darrell licked his lips and shook his head. “Fuck… does it still taste like candy?” he asked her.

      “Come on and find out,” she giggled. Her laughs were transmuted into charged moans as she grabbed the bed-sheets and I watched my husband slide his tongue in-between her puffy lips. “Oh… fuck,” she cried and gasped.

      All I could do was watch—watch like a fool as my husband ate another girl’s pussy. His tongue was so delicate and passionate—more so than it ever was with mine. He ate her slit like he’d missed it for years. And she moaned as though her pussy had missed him, too.

      “Come on… oh… oh…. Ugh,” she moaned with short, baited breath.

      Darrell only kept her legs pinned open as her pussy bloomed like a pink rose unfolding—her inner folds ruddy and ripe to consume his big cock.

      And only a few moments later, Kaylee was begging for just that. “Fuck me… fuck me,” she begged. “Let’s give Rebecca a show like she wanted,” she said, winking at me.

      “You’re going to fuck?” I asked. My heart raced with adrenaline.

      “Come on,” Kaylee said.

      Darrell stepped out of his jeans and boxers and grabbed Kaylee’s legs. He held them open in their spread-eagle position and drove his cock-head into the rosy, wet pussy. As it slid into her, Kaylee groaned out at the top of her lungs.

      I watched it go in. It felt like a dagger pushed inside me. The jealous, the pain and the anger were all incredibly real—incredibly potent.

      But nothing was as potent as the arousal. I bit my lip and rubbed my excited clit. It was stiff and ready to bring me to orgasm as I watched my husband’s cock disappear halfway into Kaylee’s pussy. He pried it open around its girth and I could only think about just how good it felt to be filled with his thick cock.

      She grabbed around his back and pulled him in for a kiss. The pair began to make out as he pumped his hips forward and plunged into it. It took only moments before the pair began to fuck like pornstars—fucking in a way Darrell and I had never fucked.

      “Fuck me,” Kaylee screamed at the top of her lungs. “Pound me with that big dick and make me scream.”

      “You like this big dick deep inside you?” Darrell growled back. He spanked her butt cheek on its side, over and over, until Kaylee was giggling and screaming with delight.

      They fucked wildly for several minutes, before Darrell pulled out, grabbed Kaylee and flipped her onto her belly. She gave a playful little gasp as he did this—tossing her body with ease. Her butt poked into the air and it took only seconds for him to plunge his cock to the hilt. I watched each time it pulled out—wet with her sex on it—and sank back inside.

      I watched because it was all I could do. I could only watch as my husband fucked his ex-girlfriend rough and passionate. He pounded her to the point that his ballsack began to spank against her clit. Kaylee moaned and asked for more.

      More… more… more!

      Until the sounds of their moans bounced off the walls, mixing with the scent of their sweat and sex.

      “You want a show? Here you go, babe,” Kaylee said to me, looking back over her shoulder. “Are you enjoying it? You look like you are,” she taunted, catching me as I rubbed my clit inside my panties. I turned slightly blush with embarrassment as Kaylee continued to tease.

      “You want to see your husband cum inside me?” She asked. “Do you ever do that with her, babe?” She asked Darrell.

      “No way—she doesn’t let me,” Darrell said.

      “Well, then you’ll have to make up for lost time, huh?” She said. “But you’re going to make me cum first, right?” She asked.

      “Damn right I am,” Darrell said, and began to push all the way into Kaylee. He grinded against her butt, like I saw him do in the video, and Kaylee began to moan and breath short and fast. “Keep going… I’m going to… just like that… just like…. Oh, fuck!” she cried out.

      She grabbed the bed-sheets in her fists and her body shook. I knew she was cumming. I knew she wasn’t faking. That would have been far beneath her. She didn’t need to resort to that because she knew that my husband’s cock fit her like a key and lock. I was furious. But the moment she came, I knew I was just peaking toward climax to the point where I almost asked for Darrell to keep going, too!

      “Fuck,” Darrell groaned. He began to pound Kaylee over and over. She looked back, huffing and whispering, “Fill me up. Give me all your cum,” she said. “I want all those sperm,” she said, before eyeing me and grinning with pride.

      And the moment I started to climax, so did my husband. Darrell growled from the depths of his body, rattling the walls with his visceral bellow. I saw through my weak eyes as his cock contracted and throbbed, and I knew he was pumping a massive load of sperm right into Kaylee’s fertile womb.

      I’d never felt so turned on and so disgusted at the very same time. That dirty slut and her pussy were draining my husband’s balls of every last sperm, all so they could suck them up and she could get pregnant with what was supposed to be my child!

      And I could do nothing but watch the very situation I had created.

      By the time Darrell was finished, he pulled out and I saw the pearly river of seed slide out. He’d filled her so much that she was overflowing with his sperm.

      “Come over here and clean my pussy,” Kaylee then said with a sneer.

      “Me?” I asked.

      “Who else?” she said with an authoritative tone.

      “Go on,” Darrell said. “You wanted this, so you’ve got to clean up.”

      I hesitated at first, but I then stepped over and knelt down. I saw Kaylee’s pink, swollen pussy up close, now. Before I knew it, Kaylee had reached back and grabbed the back of my hair, pulling my mouth right onto her pussy.

      I felt her gummy, warm folds and my husband’s warm cum caking on my lips, nose and chin. I slid my tongue out and began to slide it into her until Kaylee was moaning with delight. I continued over and over, licking up every visible drop of my husband’s salty cum until her pussy was spotless. I wanted nothing more than to get as much cum off her as possible, to lessen the odds she would have the luxury of carrying my husband’s child!

      When we were all done, Kaylee and Darrell sat beside one another. “You were filming, right?” Kaylee asked me.

      “Filming?” I said, confused. “No… why would I?”

      Kaylee groaned with annoyance. “You should have filmed us so you’d have a souvenir.”

      “Guess we’re going to have to do it again,” Darrell said with a grin.

      “Again?” I asked, knowing that another round of cum might guarantee that Kaylee was impregnated. Fear struck me, and yet, so did arousal.

      “Maybe her ass this time?” I asked.

      Darrell looked positively excited by this. Kaylee? Well, she looked a bit terrified.

      “We’ve never done that before,” Kaylee said. “I’ve never done that with anybody,” she said.

      “Well, I guess you’re going to have to suck it up, huh?” I said with a smile.

      Now it was my turn to be in control. And I had quite a few plans. Kaylee was going to get many new sex-tapes made of herself and my husband. I would see to that!
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      “He is so hot.”  Vanessa leaned into my shoulder to whisper all the things she’d like to do to Professor Fletcher.  I giggled and squeezed my thighs together to keep from getting over excited.  “I’d make sure he gave me an A in History for sure.”

      “You’re so bad,” I told her, nudging my elbow at her.  She smiled in that way that made my stomach flip.  It was mischievous and dirty and sinful under a curtain of jet black hair.  She was exactly the type of girl my mother would’ve told me to avoid if I still lived at home.

      Fortunately, I didn’t.  I lived on campus and I’d started making my own friends.  I finally had my independence and I wasn’t going to waste a moment of my newfound freedom worrying about what my mother would have to say about all of it.

      “Some of us are actually trying to learn, you know.”  I pretended to be more interested in class than the teacher, but Vanessa knew better.  It was written all over my face.

      She leaned in closer, her lips an inch from my ears.  “So you haven’t ever pictured him naked?  You haven’t ever pictured his long, thick cock?  You haven’t ever wondered what it would feel like to have it sliding inside you, pushing deeper and deeper?”

      My thighs were so tightly pressed together I thought they would break.  When Vanessa’s hand touched my lap, I nearly jumped out of my seat.  She smiled and pulled away.  “That’s what I thought,” she said.  She was proud.  She had won.  But there was still something she didn’t know about me – a little secret I kept all to myself.  It was a secret I’d wanted to tell her.  In fact, it nearly killed me every day not to tell her, but I couldn’t.  I couldn’t jeopardize things.

      Professor Fletcher stood at the bottom of the lecture hall looking up at us.  His green eyes met mine and a shiver ran down my spine.  I could’ve sworn I saw the hint of a smile dancing on his lips.  “So remember, class.  Your midterm is in two weeks.  Study hard, and if you need any help, I’m here.”  His eyes were fixed on mine as he said those last words.

      Vanessa groaned.  “Now I have to go to biology.  The professor there is a woman.”

      “Is she hot at least?” I asked her.

      She swayed a level hand as if to say ‘so-so.’  I walked with her to the bottom of the lecture hall and said, “I need to ask Mr. Fletcher about something.  It’s midterm related.  Catch you later?”

      Vanessa smiled and winked.  “Fill me in.  I want all the juicy details.”

      I laughed.  “It’s just schoolwork, I swear.”

      Professor Fletcher walked up to us and smiled.  “Can I help you ladies with anything?”  Vanessa looked him up and down and licked her lips.

      “It would be so wrong for me to answer that,” she said.  Professor Fletcher smirked, but otherwise ignored her.  I wondered how Vanessa made him feel.  I wondered if it was the same way she made me feel.  Vanessa touched my arm and said, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”  She winked.  “See you later, Jenny.”

      I waited until Vanessa had disappeared and the lecture hall had emptied to turn to Professor Fletcher, or as I liked to call him, Michael.  I met his gaze and nearly lost my breath.  His brown hair had flecks of gold and his clothes fit snug to his athletic frame.  I watched him as he walked to the lecture hall door, locking it from the inside.  He turned to face me, his back pressed to the door.

      I dropped my bag on the floor and strode toward him.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and his lips crashed into mine.  “I missed you,” I said.  “It’s torture watching you from a distance in class.”

      He groaned, his hands on my waist.  “Tell me about it,” he said.  “It takes everything in me to not get hard just looking at you.”

      I chuckled as his lips moved to my neck.  “That would be something, wouldn’t it?  Professor Fletcher getting a hard-on in the middle of teaching?”

      He pulled my hips into his and I could feel his hard cock inside his slacks.  “I can’t help it,” he said.  “This is what you do to me.”

      My hands found his slacks and unfastened them.  “Maybe you need a little help with that,” I said, reaching in and wrapping my fingers around his long, thick cock.  Vanessa had it right, despite never having seen it herself.  “Maybe you need a little relief.”

      Michael’s hands roamed over my frame, tugging down the sleeves of my wide-necked shirt.  He tugged down until the fabric bunched just under my breasts.  He pulled the cups of my bra down next and then sucked my nipple into his mouth.  “I think I do need your help,” he said before switching to suck the other nipple in.

      The fingers of my right hand gripped his cock harder while the fingers of my left wove through his soft, brown locks.  My head fell back, a moan escaping me as he sucked on my sensitive skin.  My panties were soaked underneath my skirt, and I was eager for much more than just teasing.  I pushed against his shoulders, pinning him back to the door, and then I slowly dropped to my knees.

      He exhaled as he watched me sink lower.  I gripped his cock and angled it for my mouth.  I licked my lips before wrapping them around his bulbous head.  His hands found my hair and gripped my ponytail, with no regard for how it would mess up my perfected up-do.  It had taken me an hour to fix it just the right way, to look my best for him.  It would take five seconds for that perfection to be undone in a fit of passion.

      I sucked in my cheeks and drew him in deeper, eager to feel him against the back of my throat.  I stretched my tongue out further until the tip of my tongue touched the base of his cock.  I thought about what Vanessa had whispered in class.  I thought about all the things she’d said she wanted to do to Michael.  My throat opened from the excitement and swallowed him down further than it ever had before.

      “Oh, fuck,” he groaned, gripping my ponytail and thrusting his hips.  But he didn’t let himself come.  He never came in my mouth or on my face.  He didn’t ever want to risk a mess.  So he pulled out, and it looked like it pained him to do it.

      He gripped me by the shoulders and pulled me up to standing.  He led me to the desk at the front of the lecture hall and bent me over it.  His hands pawed at my thighs, spreading them wide.  His fingers lifted my skirt up over my ass and pulled my panties down.  He pressed the tip of his cock to my soaking wet puss and paused.  “Are you still on the pill?” he asked.

      I nodded and smiled.  I would take the pill as long as I had to if it meant Michael would keep fucking me bare.  I loved feeling his skin against mine, sliding in deep.

      He pushed his cock inside me, burying it in one quick motion.  My body was thrust forward and I gasped at the splitting sensation of his thick member.  I gripped the edge of the desk, my naked tits pressed to the cold wood.  Michael’s hands gripped my ass and he pounded me again and again from behind until I was about to scream.  He sensed it.  He could feel every muscle tightening in my body, so he reached around and covered my mouth while pulling my body up against his.  One hand continued to cup my mouth while his other found my tits.  His fingers pulled and twisted each nipple.

      His teeth sank into my bare shoulder as he pushed deeper inside me.  That’s when I heard it.  The whimpering groan of a man about to come.  I brought a finger between my legs and played with my clit, feeling the spark ignite a fire throughout my entire body.

      His hot load shot deep into my belly and my orgasm felt as if it spread between us.  We came together – like we always had – and held each other close as we tried to muffle each other’s groans.

      Michael pulled out and turned me to face him.  His hands cupped my cheeks and his green eyes swept over my face.  “I love you, Jennifer,” he said.  I never let anyone call me by my full name except for him.  I loved the way it spilled from his full lips.

      My fingers found his hair and gripped the strands.  “I love you too, Michael.  I mean, Professor.”

      He groaned and pushed my hips onto the desk.  “Be careful,” he said.  “Or you’re going to get taken twice this afternoon.”

      There was a knock on the door and our eyes went wide.  “Shit, shit, shit,” I said as I straightened my clothes.  Michael did the same.  Once we were as put together as we were going to get, he pulled the door open and my jaw dropped.

      “Vanessa,” he said.  “What are you doing here?”

      She looked from him to me and then smiled.  “I forgot my notecards,” she said, pointing to the seat she’d used for class.  “Am I interrupting something?”

      Michael seemed flustered and afraid.  “No,” I assured her.  “I was just leaving.”

      Vanessa stepped into the room and then closed the door behind her.  “I don’t think so you little liar.”

      Michael’s cheeks were flushed and his eyes were wide on mine.  He could lose his job if anyone found out about us, and that was the last thing either of us wanted.  “I’m not lying,” I told Vanessa.  “I really was just leaving.”

      She marched up to me and tugged at my ponytail.  “Your hair looks messier than the last time I saw it.”

      “I readjusted it without a mirror.  Clearly, I failed.”

      “That’s bullshit and you know it.”  She turned to Michael and pressed her hands against his chest.  “What about you?  What’s your story?”

      He gripped her hands and pulled them away from him.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      Vanessa shrugged and walked back toward the door.  “Fine.  I guess I’ll just have to go tell the Dean what I saw.”

      “You didn’t see anything!” I cried.

      “He doesn’t know that,” she said.  “And by the looks of Michael, he’s not going to make a very good liar.”

      I met her at the door and pressed my hand on the thick wood.  “What do you want?”

      Her dark eyes fixed me in her gaze and she smiled that sinful smile.  “I think you know exactly what I want.”

      I swallowed and turned my gaze toward Michael.  I’d been thinking about Vanessa with Michael since before I’d started sleeping with him.  Vanessa always had such dirty things to say about our professor and they excited me.  But that didn’t mean I actually wanted to go through with sharing him with her.  There was too much to risk.  Too much at stake.

      “No,” I said.  “I’ll give you anything but that.”

      Michael walked toward us.  “What is it that she wants?” he asked.  “Please, just give her whatever it is.”

      My eyes met his and I frowned.  “She wants you,” I told him.  “She’s always wanted you.”

      His eyes widened, but he didn’t protest.  He leaned into me and kissed me hard.  When he pulled away, he said, “It won’t mean anything.  I swear it.”

      “Well, that’s no fun,” said Vanessa.  “I’m pretty sure you’ll be singing a different tune when I’m done with you.”

      My heart pounded against my ribs.  I didn’t see any other choice.  If Michael was willing to go through with it, then I couldn’t be the one to hold him back.  I stepped backward and nodded.  “Okay,” I said.  “You can have him.  When?”

      Vanessa started unbuttoning her black blouse.  “Right now,” she said.
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      “Right now?” I looked at Michael and panicked.  “Okay, okay,” I conceded.  “I’ll just grab my bag and – ”

      Vanessa’s laugh was dark.  “Oh no, little Jenny.  You’re not going anywhere.  I want you to watch us.”

      Michael stepped up to defend me.  “No,” he said.  “I can’t allow that.”

      Vanessa’s blouse was fully unbuttoned now, revealing a black lacy bra underneath.  “Wow,” she said.  “You’re hot when you take charge.  But I’m going to have to insist that Jenny stay.  After all, I know for a fact she would enjoy the show.”  She turned to me.  “Isn’t that right, Jenny?”

      I lowered my gaze to the floor.  My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

      “You see,” said Vanessa to Michael.  “I’ve been telling Jenny here some very dirty things.  Things I’d like to do to you professor.  And each time I said something dirty, Jenny’s eyes would light up like it was Christmas or something.  She wants to watch us.  She just won’t admit it to herself.  Isn’t that right, Jenny?”

      I folded my arms over my chest and reluctantly lifted my gaze.  “Just do what you have to do,” I told her.

      Michael’s eyes met mine and studied me for the truth he knew I was hiding.  He clenched his jaw and decided against fighting it anymore.  He turned to Vanessa and cupped her face – just like he did with me.  He leaned in slowly, his face twisted up as if he was in pain, and then his lips met hers.  As they kissed, that painful expression slipped into a euphoric one and I knew he’d fully given himself over to my best friend.

      I gripped my arm as I watched them.  Vanessa’s lips parted and their tongues met.  Vanessa groaned and leaned into Professor Fletcher.  But Michael was still hesitant.  I could tell he wanted to touch her, to reach for her, but he was worried about what I would think.  So I did the only thing I could do.  I joined them.

      Michael turned to me when he sensed my presence.  I looked at him for a moment and then focused my attention on Vanessa.  I gripped her chin in my fingers and tugged her lower lip down.  I planted a kiss there and moaned when her tongue met mine.

      I took Michael’s hands and placed them on my best friend’s breasts.  Then I turned to him and kissed him.  “It’s okay,” I told him.  “She was right.  I want to watch.”  He kissed me long and hard before turning his attention back to Vanessa.

      This time was different.  This time, he’d given in.  Their mouths crashed into each other’s and his hands roamed her body.  He helped her wiggle out of her skirt and blouse until she was only in lingerie and a pair of heels.  She had removed his blazer and unbuttoned his shirt.  His slacks were next, falling around his ankles.

      He picked her up in his arms and carried her over to the desk.  Her fingers found his hair and his lips found her neck.  Vanessa’s eyes met mine and she curled her finger, indicating for me to join them.  I walked over to her and she wrapped an arm around my neck while kissing me.

      Her hands fumbled with my shirt and I helped her pull it off of me.  Michael had pulled the cups of her bra down to expose her nipples.  I watched him suck them in like he did for me.  I wondered how she liked it.  I wondered if it felt as good for her as it did me.

      Vanessa unhooked my bra and pulled me in to her.  Her warm lips wrapped around my nipple and sent a shock through me.  Her fingers slipped between my legs and inched up underneath my skirt, brushing against my wet panties.  She teased me while I watched my lover devour her.

      Vanessa pressed a hand to my chest and put distance between us.  She smiled and did the same with Michael.  She reached inside his briefs and pulled out his long, thick cock and licked her lips.  “Just like I imagined,” she said.  She angled it toward me and smirked.  “Here.  I want you to put it inside me.”

      “What?”

      “You heard me,” she said.  “I want you to grip your boyfriend’s cock and push it inside me.”

      I looked at Michael who looked so different to me now.  He was lost in a sexual haze.  It was pure bliss and pure euphoria.  The love for me was there, but this was different.  This was what he looked like when he fucked just for fun.

      I walked up to him and gripped the base of his cock.  My fingers hooked around the fabric of Vanessa’s panties and I tugged them to the side.  Her pussy was shaved and smooth.  I couldn’t help but lick my lips looking at it.

      “Go on,” she said.  “Why don’t you taste it first?”

      I didn’t need to be asked twice.  I dropped to my knees beside Michael and pressed my tongue to my best friend’s slit.  She tasted divine, like milk and honey.  I sucked on her clit and slipped my tongue inside her, eager to taste more of her.  Her fingers wove through my hair, messing up my ponytail even more.  I didn’t care.  I didn’t care about anything but giving Vanessa exactly what she wanted.

      Michael stroked his cock to the side of us.  He was eager and excited and I didn’t want to deny him any longer.  I leaned back and gripped his cock, angling it toward my best friend’s pussy.  I pressed the tip to her wet slit and choked down my hesitation.  Then I pushed him inside.

      I watched the folds of her pussy spread and open around him.  Her head leaned back and she let out a moan as he slowly filled her with the length of him.  There was no going back now.  I would never be able to unsee this.  I would never be able to think of Michael’s cock as only mine.  It would now belong to Vanessa as much as it belonged to me.  The thought excited me as much as it terrified me.

      I knew things would never be the same after this – but maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

      Vanessa tugged on my ponytail and said, “Come over here.”  Her hand waved me to the opposite side of the desk.  I followed orders and moved around the desk until I was near her head, facing Michael.  She lay back while Michael pushed deeper inside of her.  Her hands moved my skirt up to my hips and her fingers tugged my panties to the side.  She shifted her body until her head was between my thighs.  My gaze met Michael’s as we both realized what she was up to.  She wanted to include me as much as she wanted to torture me.

      The love for me was back in Michael’s eyes.  This was no longer just a quick fuck.  This could be more.  He and I both knew it.  He started pounding Vanessa’s tight little pussy with the passion he had for me.  But his gaze was fixed on Vanessa’s head and my thighs.  His focus was on Vanessa trying to get me off.

      Vanessa’s hot tongue met my pussy and I hunched forward.  My knees were weak and shaky and I gripped the desk for support.  Eventually, I decided to climb up onto the desk, kneeling on the edge of it.  Michael reached across Vanessa’s body until his hands met my bare tits.  He ran his thumbs lovingly over my nipples as his hips pushed in and out against Vanessa.

      Vanessa moaned against me and it sent a vibration through my entire body.  I played with her breasts, gripping them for support.  The three of us moved in unison, rocking and swaying together.  I could barely see Michael through my hooded eyes.  His were just as dazed.

      Michael pulled out suddenly as if something had shocked him.  Vanessa lifted her head toward him and I asked him what was wrong.  “Are you on birth control, Vanessa?” he asked, but she shook her head.  “I…I can’t,” he said.  “I’m sorry.”

      Vanessa smirked and brought her legs together.  She stretched them up high and angled them back toward her body.  She was showing him her ass, and Michael quickly put it together.  “Are you sure?” he asked her.  Vanessa rolled her eyes without an answer and put her head back between my legs.

      “Do it,” I told him.  “Fuck her tight little asshole.”

      Vanessa laughed against my pussy.  “Jenny, I had no idea you were so dirty.  I like it.”  Her tongue flicked against my clit and I shuddered.

      Michael walked up to Vanessa and spit on her ass.  He rubbed his saliva against her tight hole, working a finger in at a time to loosen her up.  Then he pressed the tip of his cock to her hole and slowly pushed in.  She groaned and writhed against me.  I’d never seen her like this – completely taken and completely vulnerable.  I slipped into a daze of euphoria as I watched him take her plump ass.  I massaged and teased her breasts while my hips shook above her.

      Michael wrapped his arms around Vanessa’s stretched out legs and pulled her ankles to his shoulder.  He thrust his hips against her again and again, pounding her harder than I’d ever seen him.  He was like an animal lost to lust.  And when his primal gaze met mine and he reached for my neck, I knew I was about to come.

      He pulled me forward and leaned forward himself.  His grunting, groaning mouth met mine and a hot shudder spread through me.  With his hot tongue in my mouth and Vanessa’s hot tongue on my pussy, I became jelly in their arms.  I whimpered and moaned as the ecstasy took over.

      My forehead collapsed against Michael’s other shoulder, but I could still hear his grunts in my ear as he fucked Vanessa.  I climbed to the side of her and watched her face twist into a euphoric mess.  She went to moan when Michael covered her mouth with his hand.  Seeing her restricted in that way sent him over the edge.  He held her legs tightly to him and winced out a quiet, but powerful groan as he came inside her, filling her ass with his hot seed.

      I moved my fingers to her clit and circled it while he pumped his last few pumps inside her.  Vanessa’s back arched and she pressed the hands to her eyes as she came.  Her body quivered on the desk, and she looked as if her head was spinning.

      Michael withdrew his cock and I could see the cum trying to spill from Vanessa’s pussy onto the desk.  I caught it with my fingers and then brought those fingers to my lips.  I sucked them clean and moaned.

      Vanessa sat up on the desk and watched Michael and I try to process what just happened.  “Don’t worry,” she said as she started to gather her clothes.  “Your secret is safe with me.”

      Michael and I started to dress as well, but kept our eyes on one another.  We were trying to read each other and figure out what the other person was feeling.  When Vanessa was dressed, she walked to the door and smiled at us over her shoulder.  “Thanks for the fun,” she said.  “I guess you two can go back to normal now.”

      I met Michael’s gaze and my stomach sank.  Nothing would ever be normal again.  Now that we’d both had Vanessa, there was no going back.  I knew it and so did Michael.  It would have to be the three of us from now on.

      Vanessa seemed to catch on.  She turned back toward us and leaned her back against the door.  “Unless,” she said, “you two want to do this again?”

      Michael touched my shoulder and swallowed.  “We can talk about this later,” he said.  He gave me a kiss before sending me back to my friend.

      I walked up to Vanessa and opened the door.  “You knew what you were doing,” I said to her as she followed me into the hallway.

      “Why…what ever do you mean?”

      “You knew that once we’d had you we’d never be able to go back.”

      “Is that so?” she asked.  “Well, in that case…when will we be seeing Professor Fletcher again?”

      I turned on her and pressed her against the nearest wall.  I wanted to choke her and kiss her at the same time, but I knew better.  I wasn’t the one in control.  It was her.  It had always been her.  “I don’t know,” I told her.  “Why don’t you tell me?”

      I stepped back from her and watched that sinful littler smile come to play on her lips.  “Now that’s a good little Jenny,” she said.  “From now on, you’ll do whatever I say.”
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      Her name was Megan, which seemed fitting. I don’t know what it is about a name like ‘Megan’ that screams sneaky little slut to me. Perhaps it’s that pure, good-girl name that you just know is too good to be true. Girls aren’t as pure as we like to believe they are. Take it from me. I was a girl once, too. The truth, though, was that it was very simple. It was the sneaky little grin that was always playing over Megan’s lips that told me everything I needed to know about the eighteen year-old girl.

      I had come over to my husband’s business that day to meet him for lunch. I had decided to surprise him with a little lunch-date in the middle of the workday. Jeremy had been working overtime most evenings, so I wasn’t seeing much of my husband as it was. His business was booming; the pandemic had increased demand of his manufacturing business ten-fold, so he always seemed to be working harder and later into the evening. Only a few weeks prior, I had convinced him to finally hire a bit more help; the business certainly had the money to expand, after all.

      “I did it,” he’d told me one evening. “I gave Juan, our supervisor, the go-ahead to hire a few more front-office people,” he explained.

      “So, this means you’re going to be working less?” I asked—naïve optimism filled my eyes.

      “Well,” Jeremy said, and rubbed the back of his neck. He then dragged a hand through his short, dark hair and gave a nervous half-laugh. I knew my husband well-enough to know what this meant.

      I dug my heel and groaned. “Ugh, Jer!” I said.

      “It’s only for a few more weeks—I promise,” he said. “After that, everything is going to be on auto-pilot,” he assured me.

      “We’ll see about that,” I said, with a skeptical raise of my brow.

      Those few weeks had come and gone and as predicted, Jeremy was working no fewer hours than before. I knew he was stressed, though the new hires had already been making a difference in just how stressed he had seemed when he was at home in the evenings and weekends.

      Because of this, though, I knew my little surprise invitation to lunch could very easily end up declined. I was no fool—I knew I was doing something that was bound to fail. Still, I made myself up and started into the front of the warehouse.

      I came in through the glass double-doors, and that’s when I saw her working the front reception desk.

      “Hi,” she said with a mousy smile.

      “Um, hello,” I said, adjusting my hair from the wind that had swept it in all different directions.

      “Can I help you?” she asked. Her question was undoubtedly innocent, and obviously her job. Still, I couldn’t help but take it as a jab, as though she was really asking me: are you supposed to be here? You don’t look like you need to buy anything and you certainly don’t look hot enough to be married to the owner.

      I know, I know; it was a bit delusional and paranoid. But the girl sitting in the desk was young, tight and fit as could be. She looked like she belonged on a volleyball court, not behind a front counter in a stale warehouse.

      “Yes, I’m looking for Jeremy,” I said with a smile of my own.

      “Mr. James?” she asked. I nodded.

      The question stung just a bit. I was still trying to get used to the fact that I was on the wrong side of my thirties, inching closer to the big four-zero. Jeremy had himself just turned forty, with his dark hair showing a few hints of light grey both atop his head and on the scruff that decorated his chiseled jawline. To hear my husband referred to as “Mister” by the girl was flattering, empowering, and surreal in good and bad ways. After all, if Jeremy was ‘mister,’ that meant that I was ‘misses.’ I wondered if the girl was thinking that very thing, in fact. You can’t be his wife because you look too old to be with him… sure, he looks older, too, but he’s so muscular and fit and you have those faint wrinkles around your eyes and lips.

      I know, I know; there I go again.

      “Let me see if he’s available,” the girl said as she mechanically punched a few buttons on the phone. “Is Mr. James available?” she asked into the receiver. She gave a few nods and ‘mmhm’s’ before hanging up and smiling. “If you want to have a seat right there, I’ve asked my manager if he can find him,” she said.

      “This is quite an operation, isn’t it?” I asked.

      The girl smiled and shrugged. “Do you know Mr. James?”

      “I’m his wife,” I said.

      The girl’s expression became more rigid and professional upon hearing this, as if such a thing had even been possible. “Oh, well, um, nice to meet you,” she said with a touch if hesitation in her tone.

      “Oh, be yourself,” I insisted with a flick of my wrist.

      “I’m Megan, by the way—I’m new here, so I just didn’t know, is all,” she said.

      “Oh, I see,” I said. “Well, nice to meet you. I’m Jessica,” I offered. “How long have you been working here?”

      “Not long enough to have even met Mr. James yet,” she said with a chuckle. “Just about a week.”

      “He’s pretty busy running the whole thing,” I said. “I hardly see him, and I’m married to him,” I laughed, though did not feel the humor in it. “So, he didn’t hire you, then?” I asked, feeling out for whether my husband had actually seen this beautiful young woman or not.

      “No, my supervisor, Mr. Santos, did,” she explained.

      “Oh, Juan? Oh, he’s a nice guy, isn’t he?” I said with another smile.

      Megan nodded. “Sorry it’s taking so long,” she said.

      “That’s okay,” I said. “I’m going to sneak back to his office, actually,” I said.

      “Oh, um, okay,” Megan said. “Maybe I should walk you back there? I just… I don’t know if I’m supposed to just let you go back,” the girl said.

      I gave a tolerant and polite smile and played along. “Sure, that sounds fine,” I said.

      Megan hopped from her chair and guided me down the long corridor. I couldn’t help but drift my eyes down and see the impeccably tight, round butt in her tight jeans. She had a very slender figure, which still managed to possess that hour-glass shape. I could even see the faintest hint of her thong jutting out from the low-rise jeans. That wasn’t so surprising, since her shirt did not quite come down all the way—the deep red fabric stopped short and kept her midriff visible. She turned and faced back at me, and I got a better look at her full breasts, too, hanging out with ample cleavage. All the while, I began mentally reprimanding Juan for hiring the girl because I was already quite certain just why she had been hired in the first place. She was drop-dead gorgeous, in every sense of the phrase. I almost couldn’t stand near her, for fear of being overcome by her beauty. I couldn’t even imagine just how the men in the warehouse had responded to seeing her. With a girl like Megan swaying her butt about in those tight jeans, I was surprised they still needed forklifts in the warehouse, and that they couldn’t simply lift the crates up onto the shelves with their undoubtedly stiff dicks.

      We rounded a few more corners and came to my husband’s office, which was familiar enough. Though I had not been to his workplace as much in the prior six-months, I had plenty of ‘muscle memory’ from the many long days and nights I spent there with him when he had first moved into the new warehouse building. It had felt like ancient history, despite having been only three years, before. But, things had been moving fast with his business. It seemed every month there was a new office, a new product and now, a few new workers. I was already eating the request that I’d made to my husband that he hire a few new helpers around the office—that much was certain!

      Megan knocked on the door, which was closed, but cracked slightly open. “Come on,” my husband said. Megan pushed the door open and smiled. I saw my husband sitting behind his executive desk and talking on the phone. Immediately, a grin played over his lips. “Hey, uh, let me call you right back, okay?” he said into the phone, and hung it up.

      “Hey,” he said, jumping up and giving me a hug. “This is a surprise,” he continued.

      I kissed him and said a few half-remarks, before turning to see Megan, who was standing beside us with a nervous smile on her lips.

      “Um, this is Megan; you’re new front desk girl?” I said to Jeremy. “She said she hadn’t met you yet,” I explained.

      “Um, yeah, I guess that’s true. Sorry Megan,” Jeremy said, with a smile on his lips.

      “That’s okay,” Megan said, with a returning smile that said everything I needed to know about the girl’s first impressions. My husband’s fist enveloped hers and he shook her hand. “Listen, I’ve got to take care of something, so sit tight—I’ll be back in, like, five minutes, tops,” he said, and slipped out of his office.

      Megan turned to me and waved her face, feigning a gesture as though she was suddenly hot. “Oh my god,” she whispered and grinned.

      “I know,” I said with a proud smile. “He’s handsome, isn’t he?”

      “Um, yeah, he’s…” the girl trailed off and began to bite her lip. I laughed as I watched her, and Megan quickly came-to and realized what she’d been doing. She turned a slight shade of red and dragged a hand through her honey-blonde hair. “Um, I’d better get back to the front desk,” she said.

      “Of course,” I said with a smile.

      My husband came back to the office shortly after and sat down across from me. “What’s up?” he asked.

      “Oh, nothing,” I said, “I thought I’d drop by and see if you wanted to get some lunch? And don’t worry if you can’t, I wasn’t getting my hopes up,” I said.

      Much to my surprise, my husband agreed and we found ourselves at a Mexican restaurant nearby. I couldn’t help but try and pry his impressions of Megan out of him. Eventually, I got him to admit that he thought she was attractive. “She’s hot, isn’t she?” I said.

      “She’s objectively attractive,” Jeremy smiled, knowing what I was trying to do.

      “She’s hot,” I said. “Juan hired her because she was hot, didn’t he?”

      Jeremy shrugged and laughed. “For the record, let’s say he did not,” Jeremy said. “I can’t control him.”

      “Oh, yes you can,” I said.

      “Well, I guess she’s doing a good enough job because I haven’t had to fix any catastrophes up at the front desk the whole week she’s been here, and that’s saying something,” Jeremy explained.

      That was about to change, however.

      Because over the next week my husband would come home each night and, just as he always did, rant a bit about his troubles at the warehouse. Only now, he was explaining all of the times that Megan had requested him to help her with a problem, ‘personally.’

      My husband was either naïve or clever in keeping himself or his opinions of this out of the conversation, but I knew better. I knew he found Megan attractive because, well, he was straight, after all. It seemed impossible that any guy, or even woman, regardless of sexual orientation, could deny that the girl was a gorgeous little vixen in skinny jeans. And with girls like Megan the question was not so much ‘are you attracted to her?’ as it was ‘is she attracted to you?’ Because girls like Megan got whatever they wanted. And I knew, already, that if she wanted my husband, she was going to get him.

      And it only took a few more days before Megan was showing up at my door and ringing the bell.

      I answered the door and saw her standing there, teasing her hair. “Hi, again,” she smiled.

      “Um, hi. Megan? What brings you here?” I asked. It was around five in the afternoon, so it was likely she’d just left work.

      “Oh, Mr. James didn’t tell you?” she asked.

      “Tell me what?” I asked.

      “Well, I offered to help him with some organization in his home office. He asked if I could go ahead and come over, now. He said he’s probably going to be here in an hour or so,” Megan explained.

      “Oh?” I asked. I pulled the door opened a bit wider. Megan was already stepping into the doorway when I did this, though, acting as though she already owned the house.

      “That’s right,” she said with a smooth tone. “I hope you don’t mind, but Jeremy did invite me,” she said.

      “Um, of course I don’t,” I said. “I just… I wasn’t expecting you to come over unless my husband texted me first,” I continued. “You could understand that, I’m sure.”

      Megan walked into the foyer and I closed the door behind her. “Um, well, the office is this way,” I said. I was lucky that I’d already been put together. I had attended a banquet earlier that day and was about an hour away from slipping into the tub. I would have been furious if I’d had to see Megan in any state in which I had not been made-up to look my best.

      I showed her Jeremy’s office. All the while, I was texting my husband asking if everything the girl had told me was, in fact, the truth. At the same time, I couldn’t hide the frustration I was then holding. The mood no doubt laced each word in my text messages.

      “Well, I guess I’ll get started,” Megan said, smiling, as though this was my cue to disappear. I didn’t care for the girl the second time I’d met her. It was clear enough that now that she’d had a bit of time around my husband, she felt very little need to ask for my permission to do anything, including come into my home. I was both jealous and envious of her beauty, but now, I felt these very same things about her pride—or perhaps, arrogance.

      Jeremy called me and I stepped out into the back by the pool. “She’s there right now?” he asked.

      “Yes,” I said, letting my frustration ooze through the phone.

      “Sorry,” he said. “I told her we would figure out a day for her to come over. I didn’t say she should rush right over,” he explained.

      “Babe, I don’t know about this girl. She obviously has a big crush on you,” I said.

      “Oh, that’s ridiculous,” Jeremy dismissed.

      “She does. I swear if I weren’t around she’d already be slipping her hand into your pants and jerking you off in-between conference calls,” I said.

      Jeremy laughed at this. I wanted to laugh, but I was too overcome by my fury. Strangely enough, fury was not the only emotion. Just the same, I felt a touch of arousal when I imagined this picture in my mind; Megan on her knees, between my husband’s legs, licking her lips and handling his big dick. Little did the sneaky vixen know, my husband had a very big dick—bigger than she could possibly handle, I was sure.

      I should let her have a go on it, too, I thought to myself. The dumb bimbo wouldn’t know the first thing to do with a man’s dick, I continued, as the curl in my grin grew more pronounced. She’s probably used to those college boys and their five-inch fratboy cocks. I remember those days… it’s nothing like having to take an eight and a half inch cock, that’s for certain, I thought.

      “What’s so funny?” Jeremy then asked. I realized then that I’d been laughing into the phone at my mischievous thoughts.

      “Oh, nothing,” I said. “Listen, why don’t you come home as soon as you can. I’m not going to send Megan home just yet. I might be able to get her to help me with a few things around the house,” I continued.

      “Are you sure?” Jeremy asked.

      “I’m getting there,” I said, smiling to myself.

      “I’ll be home in thirty,” my husband added.

      I walked back to the office and found Megan on Jeremy’s computer. No doubt she was looking for any sort of sultry picture or porn video she could find of him. I gathered as much when I seemingly startled her. “Oh, sorry,” she jumped. “You scared me,” she added.

      “Well, I spoke to my husband,” I said, raising a brow. “He said that he didn’t intend for you to come over today,” I continued. “But, I figured, since you’re here, maybe you could help me around the house?”

      “Um, okay…” Megan said. “I… I must have misinterpreted him,” she said.

      “Yes, I suppose so,” I said. I led Megan out to the pool. When we stepped into the sunlight, she looked confused. “How about we lie out for a bit? Get us a nice tan going?”

      “What?” Megan asked. “I—I don’t have a bathing suit,” she said.

      “That’s okay,” I said. “Haven’t you ever been to Europe? They don’t tan with bathing suits over there, you know,” I continued. I didn’t know what had gotten into me, but I started to pull off my shirt.

      Megan eyed me with a glare or contempt and competition. I could tell the girl was hardly intimidated or concerned that I was removing my shirt.

      “I went to Europe once, yeah,” Megan said, with a smile. “That’s right… they tan nude, don’t they?” She said.

      Suddenly, we were both removing our clothes. Of course, I was somewhat embarrassed to show my body naked in front of such perfection. But, I did not care. I was far too driven by impulse and jealousy.

      It was surreal. Suddenly we were both getting completely naked. I hardly even knew the girl, and she certainly did not know me! Still, there we were, disrobing. I stole a few glances and looked over as Megan pulled off her bra and thong. I saw her mound, which had been shaved bald. She had faded tan lines outlining where her thong bikini bottom had covered her body. But not today. As perfect as Megan looked, I at least had a bigger pair of breasts. It made me feel good, in fact, to know that, although hers were perky and round, and big enough, they weren’t anything compared to my own.

      We each took a seat on our chairs and reclined back. For a short while, we did not say much of anything. I certainly did not know what to say. After all, I never in a million years expected Megan to call my bluff. I expected her to grow nervous and offer to go home when I started to disrobe. Instead, she met my bold gesture with her own! And now, I was lying right beside her smooth, tanned naked body. I glanced over and saw her pussy lips, neatly tucked between her long, skinny thighs. I could only imagine just how perfect and ‘tucked’ her pussy looked. Everything else about her was perfect, after all.

      “So, how do you like working for Jeremy?” I asked.

      “It’s nice,” Megan said.

      “He tells me he’s really enjoyed having you around,” I said, stretching the truth.

      “Oh?” Megan asked. “Good. I’ve… enjoyed being around him… I mean, well, you know,” she stumbled.

      “I’ll bet,” I said beneath my breath.

      “You know, I’ll be honest… I’m surprised you actually agreed to tan out here with me,” I said. “It takes a bold girl to do something like that.”

      “Well, I guess I’m a bold girl, then,” Megan said, with a prideful grin.

      “You might be as bold as… Melanie,” I said. “She was the last girl who worked the front desk before you. She was a beautiful girl, just like you. My husband certainly enjoyed having her around. I did, too,” I continued.

      My conscience was already telling me to stop. I was completely concocting this tale of a previous receptionist, all so that I could provoke Megan. I couldn’t believe that I was making such a wild lie—a big one, too—and yet, the words continued to spill out of my mouth. I was motivated only be the surreal sensation of being naked around such a hot and threatening girl, I suppose. I lost my grounding—I completely lost my senses!

      “Oh?” Megan asked. I could hear the curiosity in her voice, which only made me want to continue.

      “Yes, she was… oh, she was such a naughty girl,” I said. “I caught her sucking my husband’s dick one afternoon,” I lied. “And you know something? It actually turned me on! I can’t believe I’m even telling you this,” I laughed.

      “Wow,” Megan said.

      “It surprised me because, well, between you and me, Jeremy is hung. I was surprised she could handle such a big dick,” I laughed. “Well, when I caught them I was upset. But, eventually, I was inviting Melanie over to the house and letting her have sex with Jeremy. I loved watching the two of them so much… I guess I’m only thinking about her because you looked so much like she did,” I said, continuing my lie.

      “Is that so?” Megan said. “H—how big is your husband?” she then asked. I looked over and could see her licking her lips.

      “Oh, I’m not sure in inches,” I said, tossing another lie into the air. “But a little bit above average, I guess,” I added, with a chuckle.

      “Have you ever seen a big one, before?” I asked her.

      Megan shook her head. “Just a smaller one, I guess,” she confessed. “It was disappointing,” she said, as we both laughed.

      “I remember having a few boyfriends that were smaller. It really is nothing compared to nice, big one that gives you that amazing sensation of being filled—being stretched,” I said. I could see Megan shifting in place. I knew the girl was becoming aroused by my conversation. I grinned at this and couldn’t help but continue winding her up.

      “The truth is, I was a little taken aback when I first saw you the other day because, well, I thought Melanie had come back to work for us,” I said.

      “Why did she leave?” Megan asked.

      “She left for college,” I said, proud of the improvisation. “She’s always texting me, though, telling me how jealous she is that none of the boys at the University are as sexy as Jeremy. I can’t argue with that!” I giggled.

      Only a moment later, I heard Jeremy’s truck pulling into the driveway. Megan eyed me. “Is that Jer—Mr. James? Should we get dressed?”

      “We can get dressed if you like,” I said. “Or we can shock Jeremy when he sees us like this,” I giggled. “What do you say?”

      “I’m game if you are,” Megan said with a smile.

      “You’re naughty, girl,” I said to her.

      Megan only smiled at this. It was obvious that very little would intimidate the girl. Still, I knew that if anything did, my husband’s dick would do it. And then, the sneaky girl would be put back in her place as the foolish eighteen year-old who was trying to toy with a man and his wife, when she was far too young and inexperienced to handle such a task.

      Only a few moments later Jeremy was clearing his throat from the back porch. “Hey,” he said. He was clearly waiting to give us a chance to discover his presence and cover ourselves.

      But I wasn’t interested in that!

      “We’re down here, babe,” I said. “Come on down.”

      “Megan, is that you?” he asked.

      “Come on, Mr. James,” she said to him, waving him down.

      “Follow my lead,” I whispered to the girl.

      Jeremy approached and soon enough saw me and Megan completely naked. I eyed him. I could see the blood rushing from his head down to his cock, as he saw the skinny naked teen who was tanned from head to toe and bald between her legs.

      “Um, hey,” he said, feigning a sense of composure.

      “Honey, Megan and I were thinking and, well, you’ve been so stressed with work, lately, we’d like to do something to help you relieve some of that tension,” I said. I eyed Megan, who was miraculously, nodding and grinning. I could tell I had aroused her enough, and now, seeing my husband, she was ready to do just about anything with Jeremy. I looked down and saw the bulge in my husband’s jeans. I was quite proud of myself, if I’m being completely honest.

      “Babe, what’s this all about?” Jeremy asked, as Megan sat up.

      “Well, I know Megan here has a crush on you, and I was just letting her know that it’s perfectly fine with me—that I’m actually quite turned on by the idea of you and her together,” I smiled.

      “What?” Jeremy laughed.

      “Honey, don’t act as though you aren’t getting rock hard seeing her bald pussy,” I said to my husband. “And those perky teen boobs? You just want to flip her over and fuck her until she screams your name, don’t you?” I asked. I could see Megan becoming visible aroused by this visual.

      “Babe, what are you…” Jeremy started, but Megan interrupted. “Mr. James, can I help you?” she said.

      She grabbed the front of my husband’s jeans and pulled him toward her, until he was standing over her. At once, Megan began to undo Jeremy’s jeans until they loosened around his legs and started to fall. I came over and sat beside her on the chair. I eyed the massive, firm bulge in my husband’s grey boxer-briefs and grinned.

      “Babe, this is… what is going on?” Jeremy said, now laughing.

      “Shh,” I said, refusing to answer. “Just let your new receptionist do what she was hired to do,” I giggled.

      At my nod, I watched Megan grab the front of Jeremy’s briefs and yank them down. At once, his massive cock spilled out. It was even bigger than I remembered, seeing as how it had been nearly a month since we had last done anything thanks to his work schedule. It was as thick as a cucumber, with a shaft as lengthy as a long banana. I could hear Megan gasp at this.

      “Wow,” she said, giggling hysterically. She greedily wrapped her fingers around it, wasting no time at all, and began to tug it.

      “Fuck,” Jeremy groaned softly, as the girl’s soft hands started to jack off his cock. I watched as my husband’s cock swelled and expanded in her fist, until it overwhelmed her hands.

      “Go on and suck it,” I told her.

      Megan looked at me with disbelief. She giggled and, after a moment of hesitation, parted her lips and took Jeremy’s big, chiseled dickhead in her mouth. It was as if the moment she did this, all laughter and levity subsided and it became her chief task to make my husband cum harder than ever before in his life. I could see the sheer arousal wash over her face the moment she felt Jeremy’s thick cock inside her mouth—stretching her lips wide around it. It was almost as if she had become drunk on my husband’s big dick, and simply couldn’t get enough.

      She held his big balls, which were just as proportionately larger, in her palm. She massaged them and moaned on Jeremy’s cock. My husband, too, groaned long and quiet as she sucked his cock. I could see she was still studying it—curiously inspecting it with her tongue and figuring out just how to tame such a big monster.

      “I told you he was big,” I chuckled.

      Megan continued to suck—each time she slid her lips down on Jeremy’s cock, she took a bit more of his shaft inside her mouth. Already, she was rivaling the blow-jobs I gave to my husband. The jealousy swelled deep inside me. Of course I was jealous, but I was also aroused beyond compare. I felt the wetness on my pussy, between my naked legs, as I watched the sexy girl suck my husband.

      There was something at play that I just did not understand—something that was driving me to orchestrate this entire event. And I simply couldn’t get enough. It was as if I had to prove to myself that I could indeed, let my husband have sex with a hotter, younger girl, and live through it. And I wasn’t just living through it; I loved it!

      “Does her mouth feel nice, babe?” I asked my husband. I looked up, squinting from the sunlight, as I eyed his face. He moaned softly and nodded. “Yeah, it’s very nice…” he said, aimless.

      “I’ll bet her young mouth is nicer than mine, too. I’ll bet her pussy is out of this world, though,” I said.

      “Megan, if you want to use your pussy, don’t let me stop you,” I said to the girl.

      With that, Megan pulled off of my husband’s cock and smacked her lips. She looked up at Jeremy and asked, with doe-eyes, “How do you want me?”

      “Lie back on the chair,” he said. “Get those legs together and in the air,” Jeremy instructed. I watched as my husband arranged the eighteen year-old girl to his liking, until she was reclining back on the chair, with her long, skinny naked legs up in the air and together. Her bald pussy was tight and stretched between her thighs. I watched as my husband grabbed the base of his cock and plunged the head into her wet, tucked slit.

      “Oh!” Megan gasped. “Slow,” she begged. “It’s so big.”

      I giggled and watched as my husband’s cock split the girl open around it. He groaned long and loud as he plunged into her sex. When his cock pulled back, I saw that it shined in the sunlight with her wetness on the thick shaft.

      “Fuck,” Megan gasped as he pushed back into her. He leaned forward and began to make out with the girl, all the while pumping into her deep and long. The two moaned and made love as I could only watch—watch as my husband fucked his hot, young receptionist. The pair treated me as though I was invisible, too. I would taunt or tease or mention something, but it was all met with silence. I couldn’t believe what was happening, even as I had been the one to arrange it!

      I didn’t know what had gotten into me. I suppose I was under Megan’s spell just as much as any man. I was so struck by her beauty that I couldn’t help but share my husband with it. And I knew Jeremy had noticed how sexy she was. I figured the least I could do for my stressed husband was to let him fuck this hot girl who was no doubt torturing the staff in her tight jeans all day long. And in doing so, I’d done a favor to myself, too. Because I was enjoying every moment of watching my husband fuck the naughty, sneaky girl.

      I was a bit annoyed at how well Megan was taking my husband’s big dick, though. Aside from a few whimpers of struggle, Megan only bellowed into the backyard with exasperated pleasure-sighs each time my husband’s big dick sank into her greedy, young pussy. And after a while, she began to wail with delight, gasping, “I’m going to cum… keep going… just like that… don’t stop… don’t stop… oh, ugh!”

      Her whole body shook beneath my husband as he fucked her fast and rough. Not only was Megan not intimidated by my husband’s big dick, but she loved it! I couldn’t help but feel foolish. I’d competed with the younger, hotter girl, and she had beaten me at my own game. She eyed me and grinned as she came. Through her struggled, tight face, I knew she was thinking as much, too. And when she came down from her orgasm, she continued to eye me as she said to my husband, “Come inside me.”

      “You sure?” Jeremy asked her.

      She nodded. “Fill me up,” she giggled and bit her lip. She wrapped her arms around the back of my husband’s neck as he continued to pump into her, faster and harder.

      The dirty girl was not only about to make my husband cum. She was about to make me cum, too. Because through the jealousy and anguish of watching my man fuck another girl and cum inside her, I was more aroused than ever in my life. Watching my husband’s sack swell and tighten, just knowing that the virile sperm inside it was about to be pumped into Megan’s fertile womb, was enough to make me climax just before my husband did.

      And then, through my orgasm, I heard him. “Oh, fuck,” Jeremy groaned. He injected shot after shot of his massive load into the naughty receptionist. She watched me and smiled with pride as he did this, as if to say with her eyes, “I win!”

      And she did. Because both Jeremy and I had orgasmed at the same time, thanks to Megan.

      Jeremy finally finished, and he pulled out. I could see the drizzle of pearly seed oozing from Megan’s slit. I wanted to ask if she was on the pill, but I almost did not want to know, either.

      When Jeremy joked he was going to jump into the pool to clean off, I then asked her. “I hope you’re on protection, honey, because Jeremy has some very virile seed,” I said with a laugh, expecting the girl to clarify that she was on the pill.

      “No,” Megan said with a smile.

      “What?” My eyes widened with shock. “He just came inside you, though.”

      “I know,” Megan smiled. “I’ll probably be fine. But if not, well, then I’ll just have Jeremy’s child,” she laughed. “That wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world!”

      I bit my lip and shook my head. The dirty vixen had played my game and won with ease. She had taken Jeremy’s big dick like a pro, and left me on the sidelines, helpless as my husband fucked a younger, hotter girl, and may have even impregnated her.

      I wanted to be angry—to be furious. But instead, I was only waiting for Jeremy to come out of the pool so that he could fuck that sassy mouth of Megan’s all over again!
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      “Well, Kylee, I must say, I’m pretty impressed with your references, here,” I said, looking down the long list of names and phone numbers. “And thank you so much for coming back for a second interview.”

      “Thanks,” Kylee said. The eighteen year-old brushed her honey-brown bangs to the side and gave a comfortable and confident grin. “I’ve been a babysitter for a long time, now. But I’d like to try my hand at being a live-in nanny. It seemed like the natural next step,” she smiled.

      “Anyway, don’t worry about the whole ‘second interview’ thing. I’ve found it to be pretty common because parents want to make sure their kids are in the right hands. I don’t blame you whatsoever,” she added.

      I eyed the girl and looked for any sort of hint that she was hiding something behind her beautiful brown eyes or her childish dimples. But, I found nothing whatsoever.

      “Well, that is very kind of you,” I said, as I looked at my phone. “Devon is supposed to be home any minute. I was really hoping that he would be here for the whole interview,” I explained.

      “Oh, no worries,” Kylee said, with another rosy grin.

      I looked Kylee over, again. This was the second time she had come to our house to interview for the position of live-in nanny. It was a job my husband and I had hoped to avoid needing, but our careers had become such a handful that we knew we couldn’t give our two year-old adequate care. The money from our jobs was excellent, but the time, unfortunately, was the true currency for any parent of a young child—and when it came to time, we were in the poor-house.

      And so, Devon and I started on the grueling journey of finding the right nanny for our son, Nathan. We knew she needed to skilled and competent, but we also wanted somebody younger who wouldn’t much more space than the guest bedroom. We’d narrowed down our list of candidates when a woman from the end of our street, Kathy Richardson, had suggested Kylee, who had babysat for her and a few other mothers in town for the last few years while she finished up her high school education.

      “So, you’re not going to college in the fall like all the other kids?” I asked, hoping to add a bit of conversation to the silence that had suddenly crept in as I waited for Devon to waltz through the door, late as always.

      Kylee gave a nervous chuckle and shifted her eyes. “Well, not right now. I’m hoping to save-up. I really wanted to, but… you know, it’s not cheap,” she said.

      “Well, if you get the job, we’re going to make sure you’re on your way to saving for that,” I assured her. Kylee nodded and thanked me.

      “I should warn you that while you’re the top candidate for the job, we are considering another girl for the job, too. It will be between the two of you,” I explained, feeling a bit bad to even bring such a thing up. Kylee seemed undeterred, however, and gave a simple shrug and smile. “I understand that.”

      “Thank you for that,” I said, and crossed my legs. After another slight pause, I gave a hesitant laugh and said, “Really, he should be any second.” Internally, I was throwing things at my husband for putting me in such an awkward position.

      If Nathan had been home, it would have been different. Kylee and I could have broken the ice while she interacted with him. But, he’d been staying at my mother’s for the week, which happened to be the best time for Devon and I (or, really just me, if we’re being honest) to interview girls for the nanny position. We’d wanted to see how Nathan took to the girls we were considering, but unfortunately, the scheduling would make it so that we were going to be taking a gamble, regardless of who we hired.

      Just then, I heard the sound of Devon’s SUV pulling up the hilled driveway. “Finally,” I said with a side-smile to the girl. “Would you like anything to drink, Kylee?”

      “No, thanks,” she returned.

      As she paid close attention to the sounds of Devon out in the driveway, I couldn’t help but take the opportunity to side-glance the girl. It was the second time I had seen her. Due to a bit of unseasonably cool and rainy weather during the first interview, Kylee had been bundled up.

      Tonight, however, she wore a tiny pink t-shirt with a pair of white denim shorts, which seemed even smaller. The clothes accentuated her small, narrow frame and flat chest, where the ends of her maple-brown hair danced just at her shoulders. I looked at Kylee’s legs—looked them up and down. She was a very short girl—not much more than five-feet and an inch or so. Yet her legs, maybe because of the shorts, which ended so short up her thighs, seemed to go on forever. They were long, slender and silky smooth.

      I couldn’t help but remember when my legs were like this.

      Ugh… youth, I thought as I looked at her firm, supple body—her full and round cheeks. She had the girl-next-door archetype locked down to a T, though Kylee was certainly the sort of girl to be completely unaware of such a thing, too.

      Being on the doorstep of forty and having focused more on my career and my son, I was naturally beginning to notice youth much more than I ever had, before. In my early thirties, I suppose I never felt too old or out of competition with younger girls. But, after the birth of Nathan, I felt like a race-horse put out to pasture—retired and forgotten. I still had a slender figure—and a complexion that, according to my girlfriends, was ‘unfair’ in its eternal youth. But next to a girl like Kylee, well, I couldn’t help but feel a fit of envy.

      “So, Kylee, do you have a boyfriend?” I asked her, as if giving away the thoughts I’d been harboring in that very moment.

      Kylee smiled and shook her head. “Not right now. I guess I’m too dedicated to my job for boys, right now. And besides, I don’t care for guys my own age. They are so immature—you know?”

      I couldn’t help but chuckle at this and nod with understanding. Devon had always been mature, even when we were in our mid-twenties and dating. But now, having a forty-year old husband who was also a father? Well, it just made so many of the “boys” we would see at the college football games seem so childish and innocent. Sometimes, when Devon and I would be at a football game from his alma mater, we would be in the stands behind a few rowdy frat boys who would be shirtless. Of course, a few of them would have fit, muscular bodies. But it seemed, funny, almost, to imagine myself attracted to any of them when I felt that I had it all in Devon.

      Not only was he distinguished and on the upward move at his career, but he somehow managed to keep just as fit as when we had met, too. He would jog a few hours a week, and spend nearly as long in the weight-room at work. I considered myself lucky, because I knew a few of the other girls on the street did not have husbands who were aging quite so gracefully.

      So, of course I empathized with Kylee. And, I found myself a bit jealous at her remark, too.

      So, you don’t care for the boys your own age, do you, Kylee? You like real men? Well, that makes two of us, I thought to myself, almost mocking Kylee’s innocence and inexperience as I heard the door open and I turned to look.

      “Hey,” Devon said with a wide smile. A pair of dimples formed on his cheeks, which always seemed to betray the chiseled jaw that he had. Most people admitted that they found Devon intimidating the first time they’d met him due to his rugged good looks and dominating physique. But it did not take long for many to understand why I raved about his sense of humor and affectionate personality. Truth be told, Devon is quite the teddy bear, even if he is very demanding and stern in the bedroom!

      “Well, hello there,” I said smoothly. A smile came over my lips, as well, and Kylee gave a small, unsure wave.

      “Babe, this is Kylee,” I said, as Devon came down and kissed my cheek and took me in his arm for a half-hug.

      “Kylee, huh? Nice to meet you. You’re here for the nanny job, right?” Devon said as he took Kylee’s hand in his and gave it a quick shake.

      “Um, that’s right,” Kylee said. It was then and there that I noticed a wave of rose swelling on Kylee’s cheeks.

      Kylee, are you nervous in front of my husband? Silly girl, I thought, as I smiled lovingly at her.

      “Trust me, dear, he isn’t as mean as he looks,” I laughed. The joke seemed to put Kylee at ease, and my husband shook his head and chuckled.

      “My wife seems to think I can be scary,” Devon said.

      “Well, you’re built like those guys on the UFC channel and girls like Kylee aren’t sure if you’re dangerous or not,” I explained. “To be honest, if I didn’t know you, I would probably be nervous, too,” I said.

      “Sorry,” Kylee laughed.

      “Don’t be,” I insisted with a laugh of my own.

      “So, babe, this is her second interview, remember? So, anything you’d like to ask her? We’re going to be interviewing Madison tomorrow evening, and then we’ll make our choice between the two,” I explained to my husband, who seemed to be looking Kylee over.

      “Well, let’s see,” Devon said, clasping his hands together. He sat in the sofa, opposite of Kylee, who was sitting in a big, white-leather chair nearby. I handed my husband the resume that Kylee had given me during the first interview and that I had brought back out for this second meeting.

      “I don’t doubt my wife covered anything that would be necessary. I’m not totally sure what to ask, here,” Devon said.

      “So, it’s between me and Madison? Is that Madison Chambers?” Kylee asked.

      I nodded.

      I strange expression came over Kylee’s face, then. She seemed almost annoyed or frustrated at this.

      “Is something wrong, dear?” I asked her.

      “No, it’s just… Madison is such a bitch,” Kylee said. She seemed flustered in the way she tossed her hair to the side and sighed. I hadn’t expected to hear such a naughty word from Kylee’s pouty lips, which had been painted with cherry lip gloss.

      “Sorry,” she said, clearly aware that using profanity was not the best way to score a job as a live-in nanny.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Devon laughed. “If you get the job, you’re going to be living with us. I want you to feel like you can be your honest self. I don’t want any secrets here,” Devon explained. “And to show you I’m not kidding… shit, fuck, ass, cock… balls,” my husband said, before both he and Kylee started to laugh.

      Kylee shrugged and laughed and repeated, “penis.”

      I eyed my husband, then, though he did not pay much attention to this. The way Kylee said the word ‘penis’ did something to me. I wasn’t even quite sure what, exactly. I assumed it was, again, the way her innocent lips spouted a dirty word like ‘penis.’ Kylee seemed like the sort of girl who had never even thought about penises, let alone felt comfortable enough to speak about them with older strangers.

      “There you go,” Devon said, still chuckling.

      Kylee laughed and shook her head. She seemed about to say something, but held back.

      “What is it?” I asked her.

      “Oh, it’s nothing,” she said, still giggling. “It’s just… it reminds me playing this game with my friends last month. We were at the mall and, well, my friend Vanessa dared us to say ‘penis’ really loud in the food court. It’s just… it’ sstupid, but you know,” Kylee said. Her expression turned concerned and she quickly added, “Um, but don’t worry. I’m very professional with my job. I won’t be doing any sort of immature games like that, here. It wasn’t even my idea.”

      Kylee then began to get rather nervous, it seemed. She eyed both Devon and I, shifting her glance from one of us to the other, as she began to ramble. “I’m not, like, a slut or anything. I mean, I’m not some prissy virgin, either, you know? I’ve given head before and… wow… wow, what am I even talking about? Um, I’m sorry. I need to step outside for just a moment.”

      Devon gave an endearing grin and shook his head. “Kylee, this is exactly what I’m talking about. Don’t feel bad about it. Relax,” he said.

      I wasn’t so forgiving at first, but at my husband’s command, I fell in line and nodded in agreement. “He’s right,” I started. “This is a live-in position. You’re going to be living here and, well, you’re eighteen. I’m sure you’re going to want to bring boys home from time to time—or girls,” I said, quick to make sure Kylee knew I was accepting of any sort of lifestyle she might abide by.

      “And we don’t want you sneaking about, trying to hide anything. You’re an adult and there is no need for that nonsense,” I said, feeling proud of myself for coming around so quickly.

      “Thanks,” Kylee said.

      “So, we’re all being honest here—what is wrong with Madison?” Devon said.

      “Babe, come on,” I said to Devon. “It isn’t any of our business.”

      “No, it’s fine,” Kylee said. “It’s just that, um, well, she made up a lie about me so she could get the last nanny job I applied to. And then she ended up turning them down because the pay wasn’t what she wanted,” she explained. “See, we went to high school together. We were in the same circle of friends and, well, she likes to tell a story that I’m a virgin who is super judgmental of parents because they had to have sex to, well—you know, have a child. It’s some dumb thing she made up to make me seem unhinged or something, like I’m some kind of crazy anti-sex girl.”

      “Well, that’s cruel,” I said, sympathetic. “Ugh, I remember high school. The girls were so mean,” I said. “I’d love to tell you that changes after high school, but it might take until your mid-twenties,” I said with a chuckle.

      “The thing is, I’m not like that at all—like, not at all. In fact, I’m actually, um… well, never mind. The point is, I’m not like that,” Kylee said.

      “Well, I hope you understand that we still want to interview her, as well,” I explained.

      “Maybe we don’t need to—not if she’s going to go around making up tales, anyway,” Devon dismissed, and gave a smile toward Kylee.

      “Well, all due respect, Kylee, but we simply need to do our due diligence, is all,” I said.

      “Oh, no—it’s totally cool. It’s just, if she says anything like that, you know she’s full of it,” she smiled. “I really, really want this job,” Kylee said, eyeing my husband. She licked her lips in a curious way, as she said this. Her eyes then turned down between my husband’s legs, down to his lap. I was sure it was nothing. If anything, I was projecting some sort of jealousy on the poor girl. I tried my best to put a stop to that.

      “Um, I’m going to grab a drink. Honey, do you want anything? Kylee?” I asked. “We’ve got soda, La Croix, energy drinks,” I listed before chuckling, “I would offer you champagne, but, well, maybe if you get the job.”

      Kylee laughed and perked up. “I’ll take an energy drink—thanks,” she said.

      “Of course,” I said. “Devon?”

      Devon smiled and said, “Can you just grab me a mineral water? Thanks,” before turning to Kylee and continuing. “I wish I was still young enough to drink those energy drinks at eight in the evening and not be up all night,” my husband laughed. “Tell me about it,” I chimed in.

      Kylee shrugged and laughed along with us. “They make me so wired,” I said. “I just can’t drink caffeine, anymore,” I added, as I started away.

      As I was in the kitchen, I overheard my husband and Devon seeming to get along quite well. I smiled at this, happy that the girl might end up being a perfect fit to care for our son. The stress of trying to find the right person, coupled with that of working so much that we even needed a nanny in the first place, had made things a bit tense in the house. Devon and I were struggling to fit in our thrice-weekly sex. For the past month, were down to once a week—if we were lucky!

      “Oh, I know, it’s…” I heard Kylee chatting it up with Devon.

      As I pulled the refrigerator door open, I then heard something that left me wondering whether I had even heard it correctly.

      “Caffeine kind of makes me horny,” Kylee had said, following with a giggle. “I have to watch out because it makes me want to… well, never mind,” she said, with a flirtatious laugh if I’d ever heard one.

      Devon gave a laugh right back, following with, “Well, again, we’re all about honest around here.”

      I knit my brow and my suspicions about the girl seemed never-ending. The awkward and odd conversation in the living room, before, had already left me unsure about whether Kylee was everything that she claimed to be. But now, the girl was discussing being horny with my husband while I was out of the room. It was a bit strange, but I wasn’t going to go back into the living room blasting a megaphone and announcing my old-age. For all I knew, it was more common for a college girl to be so unflinchingly honest. And it wasn’t as though Kylee was entirely shameless. I knew much of what she was saying was at the blame of nerves. I could hardly slight the girl for being nervous and saying things that she would undoubtedly go back home later in the evening and curse herself for. And I certainly did not want her to feel that way.

      There was a simply jealousy of her, though. I knew my ears were perked solely because I was intimidated with Kylee’s young, natural beauty. I was no fool, either. Devon still had a very healthy sex drive. And a man like him was not going to see a girl like Kylee in those tiny shorts that made her butt look especially tight and perky, and not have a few impure thoughts about it.

      I grabbed my drink, along with Kylee’s energy drink, and started back into the living room. Both my husband and the girl were still chuckling quietly.

      “What’s so funny?” I asked.

      “Nothing,” Kylee said, turning her eyes away and blushing.

      “Devon?” I asked.

      “Nothing—just making small talk,” my husband returned.

      “I could have sworn I heard something about caffeine and being… horny?” I asked. I did not want to bring up the issue, but it was unavoidable. My conscience simply would not let me put the issue to rest until I’d confronted Kylee about this, face to face.

      “Oh, I was just, um, saying that caffeine sometimes makes me horny,” she said, laughing. “Though, I have no idea why I told your husband that.”

      “Oh, I see,” I said, doing my best to put a smile on my lips.

      “I think she’s just nervous, is all,” Devon suggested.

      “Well, I understand,” I nodded, and handed Kylee her drink.

      “Don’t chug it. We wouldn’t want you to get horny right now,” I said, giggling.

      Kylee gave a slight chuckle, though my husband looked at me as though I’d crossed a line with this remark. “What?” I asked him. Devon simply shook his head, as if dismissing the moment with his eyes.

      “Don’t worry. It’s not like I was talking about being horny because your husband made me horny or something… I mean, he’s really hot, but that’s not why I was… okay, maybe I need to go outside, after all,” Kylee said, giggling uncontrollably.

      “Honey, relax,” I told her. I sat down in the big comfy chair Kylee had been sitting in. While I was out, she had moved to the sofa, taking my spot right beside my husband.

      “Babe, where did you find this girl?” Devon joked.

      Kylee laughed especially hard at this. As her giggles faded she took a sip of her energy drink and, as she sat it on the coffee table, shook her head and said, “You’d be surprised the sort of things I’ve done for a job.”

      “Oh?” I asked.

      “Yeah, and, well, between you and me, I’m just glad you’re hot, Mr. Landing,” she giggled. “Because, well, if I had to go the ‘extra mile’ to convince you to give me the nanny job, it will definitely be easier since you are attractive.”

      I started to regret thinking I knew anything about Kylee, especially anything about her shy or innocent nature. The girl had all the appearances of a shy and bashful young woman, but it seemed almost everything coming out of her mouth was a dirty or lewd suggestion. I could chalk it up to nerves, and the fact that Devon is very handsome. But there came a point when I could believe only that Kylee was particularly attracted to my husband.

      “Well, I’m not sure what you’re getting at, and I probably don’t need to know the details,” Devon said, which gave me a slight sigh of relief.

      “Don’t worry, it’s nothing illegal. I was eighteen at the time,” Kylee laughed. I was far too curious to hide it, now. “I just, well, I was competition with Madison to watch the Wilson kids—you know, the rich couple that lives in that mansion on the hill?”

      “The guy that owns all those dairy companies?” Devon asked.

      Kylee laughed and nodded. “Well, um, they were going to give the job to Madison unless I could convince them to let me have it, instead. So I sucked Mr. Wilson’s dick,” Kylee said, giggling proudly.

      “You what?” I gasped.

      What a dirty girl she is! She comes into my house looking all innocent and pure, but she is a little eighteen year-old slut, I thought to myself, nearly staring holes through the girl, who seemed so boastful of her sexual exploits.

      Kylee still have a slight blush as she said this, particularly when she said it to Devon, who had no response, other than to smile slyly.

      “Mr. Wilson isn’t very attractive, and his… thing…was really small,” she laughed. “But, they gave me the job and I made a killing.”

      “Well, um…” I started, trying to clear my throat.

      “I only mentioned it because, well, if you needed some convincing to hire me over Madison, I could…” she said, as her eyes teased over my husband’s pants. Kylee bit her lip and said, “I really want this job, you know.”

      I couldn’t believe the girl. Why did she think I would not throw her right out on her dirty little butt, right then and there? Why did she think she could come into a woman’s house and suggest sucking her husband’s dick, and then have the audacity to believe it would actually be a selling point in her getting a job?

      The problem was, I wasn’t as angry as I expected to be. Rather, my heart was galloping in my chest and I felt slightly wet in my panties. I don’t know why, but I immediately started imagining that dirty girl with her cute lips wrapped around my husband’s big dick as it stuffed her dumb little mouth, and it made me weak with lust.

      I suppose in that way it was vindictive. I knew just how big my husband was in his pants, and I knew it would have likely terrified that cocky little brat if she had any idea. I almost wanted to have Devon whip it out! I wanted to see the gasp that escaped her dirty little mouth.

      “I don’t think that will be necessary,” Devon said, laughing.

      “Well, now, hold on a second, babe,” I said. “I’m not so sure I’m set on Kylee. I’ve heard very good things about Madison.”

      The girl glared at me. I knew she was prepared to go to any length to secure the nanny job. And I knew she found my husband attractive. But did she really want to have to suck a big cock in that moment? I decided there was only one way to find out!

      Because for all I knew, Kylee was bluffing. To me, she seemed a naughty but timid girl who was bluffing, and I was about to call her out on it. And who knew, if I was wrong, Devon would get a blowjob from a kinky little eighteen year-old slut. I couldn’t help but figure it to be the perfect belated birthday gift after we’d both been too burnt out the previous weekend to do anything special.

      Was I intimidated by Kylee? Of course. She was hotter than me and younger than me. I knew those skinny legs of hers could wrap right around Devon and that tight pussy drain every drop of cum from his big balls. I suppose in a strange way, being the one to suggest it made it different. Sure, I was jealous, but unlike if I’d found out my man was cheating on me, I was the one controlling it. And I couldn’t help but become wet thinking about my husband’s big dick dominating Kylee’s dirty little mouth. To me, it seemed the perfect punishment for her blasé attitude toward sex, right in front of her prospective bosses.

      “Um, well, whatever I have to do to prove I’m right for the job, just let me know,” Kylee said, running a hand through her hair. I knew she was nervous, but she could have been excited, more than anything else, the way her eyes constantly ducked down to Devon’s crotch, where I could already see a bulge forming in his jeans.

      “What’s gotten into you?” Devon asked me.

      “Nothing at all,” I smiled. “I just, I think if Kylee is going to come in here and talk about blowjobs and sex then she should be ready to put up or shut up.”

      “I am,” Kylee said, narrowing her eyes at me. “Do I need to prove it?”

      “I think you do,” I said. “I want you to get down on your knees and suck my husband’s dick. Let’s see how much of that Mr. Wilson story was fiction,” I said to her, and crossed my arms.

      “Babe, what are you…” Devon said, as Kyle dropped down between his legs. She looked up at him with a wide, hungry grin on her lips. Devon looked down and I could see the lust churning in his eyes. I could only imagine how big his dick had gotten in his jeans, despite his attempts to save face and appear oblivious to Kylee’s dirt demeanor.

      “We’re going to see if Kylee is right for the job,” I explained to my husband.

      “I don’t think giving blowjobs to the dad is a job requirement,” Devon said, unsure of what I was getting us into.

      “Don’t worry, Mr. Landing,” Kylee said, and dragged her fingers along the tops of my husband’s legs as she suck her tongue out at the corner of her mouth.

      “I think it is going to be a job requirement,” I said. “At least, it’s going to be a requirement for her to get the job. Maybe Madison is right. Maybe she is some sort of crazy, anti-sex activist. How can we be certain who we are letting into our home with a little test?” I continued.

      “I’m not going to argue,” Devon grinned, as Kylee unzipped his jeans and began to tug them down.

      “I just hope you know what you are getting yourself into, honey,” I said to Kylee.

      “My husband might be more than you can handle. And once you make him horny, you’re going to have to finish what you start. Are you sure you’re up for it?” I asked Kylee, growing a touch nervous that she would have no problems going through with the wild request.

      Kylee ignored me. She seemed far too busy staring at the massive bulge in Devon’s briefs. The white, bikini briefs afforded very little room for my husband’s dick when it became hard. Even when soft, his sack was so ample that it always seemed far too small for his manhood.

      And now, with his downward-curved cock pushing hard against the inside of the briefs, they looked like they were inflated and growing still!

      “Wow,” Kylee giggled. She did not seem worried, however. Instead, she gave another excited giggle and set her palm down over the cotton bulge.

      Devon moaned gently and reclined back. He spread his legs open and eyed me with an incredulous grin. Kylee grabbed the band of his briefs and tugged them down until Devon’s massive dick spilled out and sprung into the air. His sack, too, came out, hanging low against the leather cushion of the sofa between his big, muscular thighs.

      “Oh, fuck…” Kylee muttered.

      “Is something the matter, dear?” I said to Kylee.

      “Um, no,” Kylee said, with hesitation in her voice. “It’s just… big,” she said, eyeing Devon’s giant, handsome cock as she wrapped her fingers around it, dazed and obsessed.

      Devon groaned again, and his cock expanded to full hardness as Kylee began to jerk it. “I’ve never seen a dick this big,” she laughed.

      “Well, you can always admit you were being a little forward by…” I started, wanting to lecture Kylee on her dirty mouth. But before I could finish, I watched the girl’s lips slide down around the head of my husband’s dick!

      In one swift motion, the flanged, pink head of his cock disappeared in Kylee’s glossy lips. And at once, Devon groaned. “Fuck,” he sighed.

      Kylee went to work sucking Devon’s cock. She even knew well-enough to stroke the base of his cock with a free hand, aligning the rhythm of her hand with that of her mouth—a secret technique for sucking bigger penises that I’d not found out about until I was much older than Kylee. It made me wonder how much experience the dirty girl had gained.

      “Fuck, babe,” Devon groaned. He eyed me with a weak gaze and a dopey grin on his lips. I was furious that Kylee had called my bluff. And yet, I’d never been wetter in my life. Watching Devon’s cockhead consumed by that dirty teen’s lips made me feel hornier than ever before!

      I hardly wanted to admit defeat, but I was already sneaking a hand down between my legs to touch myself. And after a moment, discontented with staying on the sidelines, I leapt up and came toward Kylee.

      “Get down deeper on that big dick,” I said, and pushed gently on the back of Kylee’s head. I watched as her mouth took another inch or so of Devon’s thick, hard shaft. Finally, Kylee coughed and seemed about to gag, so I removed my hand. She pulled back and gasped. Even with reddened eyes from taking so much big dick near her throat, she remained undeterred, and flashed a smug grin at me as she stroked Devon’s cock, wet with her spit.

      “How was that?” She asked me.

      “Good,” I said. “Keep going—take more,” I said.

      So, Kylee got back down on Devon’s cock and started to suck deeper and deeper. She went until she was nearly gagging, again, and I watched two-thirds of my husband’s eight-inch cock disappear, inexplicably, in her pouty lips.

      “Wow,” Devon groaned. “Fuck yeah,” he growled, running his fingers through Kylee’s hair.

      Kylee pulled back and I shook my head. She had outdone me,that much was certain.

      My husband looked down at Kylee and smiled. “Your mouth is amazing,” he said.

      “If you think that’s nice, then you should feel my other hole,” she said, and bit her lip.

      “Well, put up or shut up, I guess,” Devon smiled as he mimicked my phrase from earlier.

      Kylee giggled and immediately stood between my husband’s legs. Kylee wiggled out of her tiny shorts until she was standing in a skimpy white, cotton thong. My husband’s hands immediately worked over her and he dug his fingers into her tight, round butt-cheeks.

      “Damn… such a tight little ass,” he said.

      “Tighter than your wife’s, huh?” Kylee laughed.

      “No comment,” Devon laughed right back.

      “Well, let’s see how well you handle that dick, missy,” I snapped, letting my jealousy get the best of me.

      Kylee eyed back at me with a glaring expression that suggested she knew all about my little game, and was quite confident she was about to win.

      She climbed over Devon’s lap and dropped her legs on either side of his. Devon reached back and grabbed Kylee’s thong and yanked it to the side, just as she had grabbed his cock and began to line it up with her ripe, ruddy pussy.

      I watched from behind—watched as my husband’s cockhead disappeared very slowly into her glistening, wet pussy.

      “Oh… oh… fuck,” Kylee gasped, clearly struggling to take my husband’s cockhead.

      “Too big for you, sweetie?” I said, condescendingly.

      Kylee tossed her head back, whipping her hair toward me, and lowered herself more on Devon’s dick. Inch by inch, his big, thick shaft disappeared into her tight slit. And with each inch, I think the volume of my husband’s moans increased proportionately.

      “Fuck,” Kylee cried and gasped, as Devon’s cock stretched her open.

      She looked back at me and, despite struggling to handle my husband’s cock, winked at me.

      I should have been furious. But it was so hot seeing my husband’s dick buried deep inside that eighteen year-old that I could only lower to my knees right behind her and watch up-close while I touched myself.

      And after a moment, I slid a finger up along Kylee’s asshole, caressing it as she rode my husband’s cock.

      “That’s it,” Devon said, grabbing Kylee’s sides and controlling her as he pumped up into her.

      Kylee began to gasp and cry out louder and louder, fueled by pleasure and, I’m sure, a touch of pain, as she adapted to the thick cock splitting her open.

      What I did not realize was that this little slut was not “adapting” to anything. Before I could even comprehend the fact that Kylee was actually riding my husband’s cock, she had climaxed on it!

      Kylee’s legs trembled and she collapsed atop Devon’s chest, freezing for a moment as she moaned at the top of her lungs.

      “Sorry… I just… your dick feels so good,” she said, with a giggle that had been weakened by her bliss.

      “Just for that, I’m going to fuck you harder,” Devon said. He began to pump into Kylee faster and deeper, until the girl was wailing and laughing with blissful abandon.

      I stood and reached around Kylee’s sides. I grabbed her small, perky boobs and massaged the rock-hard nipples in my palms. I wanted to feel her tight, slender body. I wanted, in a way, to live vicariously through the hot nanny. Each time my husband’s cock pumped into Kylee, I could feel it in my body, too.

      After enough time, my body became so weak that I had to sit down and grind my clit. “Fuck,” Devon growled over and over.

      “You and your tight little cunt,” he continued. “It’s like it’s trying to drain my balls. It is, isn’t it?” He accused her.

      Kylee giggled and nodded. “It is. It wants you to fill it with your sperm,” she said, and reached back to softly clutch my husband’s sack in her hand. Kylee looked back over her shoulder at me, with defiance, as she moaned, “cum inside me, Mr. Landing. Make me pregnant.”

      My husband should have known better than to implore her. But, being a man, begged to cum deep inside a tight teen pussy, what else was he going to do but slam his cock into Kylee until she was gasping and moaning wildly?

      I rubbed myself and felt the climax coming for me, too, just as my husband’s cock swelled before my eyes. At the very same time I started to climax, I heard my husband’s guttural growl shatter my and Kylee’s girlish moans.

      His low, deep voice bellowed as his fingers dug into the naughty girl’s butt and held her down on his cock while it injected a massive load of virile sperm right up into her belly.

      Kylee laughed as Devon’s cock continued to throb and contract. His sack even pulled up and tightened as his balls emptied. I could only watch with helpless jealousy and lust swarming through my mind.

      Devon caught his breath, along with Kylee and I, until the three of us had finished. I watched Kylee lift her body off of my husband, and I also watched as the pool of cum leaked from her—a white river of seed escaping her fertile womb. I was happy for every drop that spilled out. It was less of a chance that Kylee had been serious—that she wanted my husband to impregnate her.

      I knew that if she was not on birth control she would likely end up pregnant. Not only was my husband quite virile, but a healthy eighteen year-old body like hers was practically begging to make babies.

      I could only try and put the thought in the back of my mind. But, given the possibility, I knew it was only fair to offer Kylee the nanny job. After all, she might need it if her belly began to swell.

      “Well,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I think it’s safe to say you’ve got the job.”

      “Really?” Kylee asked, with wide eyes.

      “Of course. Any girl who can make my husband cum like that deserves to live under the same roof as us,” I laughed.

      Devon only shook his head with disbelief that his wife, who had until that evening been known for her jealous, had now invited him to fuck a college girl and had also just asked her to move in!

      I did not fully understand it, of course. And we did need a nanny. But, I could not deny that what Kylee did with my husband had turned me on more than anything ever had, before.

      My husband had obviously enjoyed Kylee’s body. But I invited her to live with us for selfish reasons. I had, in that evening, become what I only later learned was a ‘cuckquean.’

      And Kylee was going to have her work cut out for her keeping my husband’s balls empty.

      I knew, in fact, that this would be such a full-time job, that I would eventually call up Madison and hire her for the nanny job. And who knew; perhaps Madison could join in on a bit of overtime.

      I was already imagining Madison and Kylee sharing my husband’s big dick while I watched!
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      “You want to take pictures of my boyfriend’s penis?” I asked.

      I had been friends with Katy for over four years—best friends, in fact. We told each other everything, and I mean everything, from our makeup secrets to everything we’d ever done in bed with a guy, or in Kate’s case, guy and girl. Kate was always a bit wilder than I. She’d been much more sexually experimental than I’d ever been—she was more of a ‘free spirit’ I guess, so I always knew to keep an open mind when she had an idea, especially since she’d entered college and started in the art program. But what she asked of me that day on the phone, I knew I would never forget. How could I?

      “Babe, relax,” Kate chuckled from the other end of the phone. “Alison, you’re acting like I asked you to help me kill somebody.”

      “That’s because it’s kind of random and totally, you know, wild?” I said, having a hard time feigning a sense of disaffection.

      Kate giggled again. She could tell I was fazed by her request, and found it all quite amusing.

      Kate was twenty-two year-old, just like me, and had been my roommate freshman year of college. We were now in our senior years and each pretty far into our respective programs in school. I was on the verge of graduating with a degree in zoology, hoping to head into graduate school so I could specialize in a field and eventually work studying elephants. Kate, on the other hand, was studying art, and not just art but experimental and modern art. Oil paintings and watercolor landscapes had never been Kate’s style, at least, not since I’d known her. Instead, she seemed destined for greatness by the sheer fact that she was already pushing boundaries in her classes. Every project always seemed more shocking than the last; always a critique of consumer culture or a jab at some other common aspect of our society.

      But she hadn’t given me much context on her latest project before dropping the bombshell of wanting to see my boyfriend, Aaron, strip down and pose naked for her while she took close-up photos of his manhood.

      “If you don’t want to do it, then don’t worry. I can ask a few of my classmates,” Kate said.

      I sighed and shook my head. “It’s just… what exactly are you doing for your project? Maybe if you explained it a bit then I would be more willing to “lend” out my boyfriend’s… um… penis,” I stumbled.

      Kate chuckled once more and said, “It’s a sort of expose on male dominance, porn culture and you know, that sort of thing. I was thinking about taking pictures of big, hard dicks next to flowers as a sort of criticism of… well, I can explain it more thoroughly, later on when I see you. Are you coming to Gavin’s party on Friday night?”

      “So, like, what exactly would Aaron be doing?” I said, ignoring her other question. “And… did you say big, hard dicks?” I couldn’t help but think of my boyfriend’s dick. It was quite big. But how did Kate know this? She had never seen Aaron naked—that was for sure. In fact, she’d only met Aaron a handful of times in the four years I had been dating him. That didn’t stop me from noticing that she’d made eyes at him a few times during those two evenings. It was a big reason why I’d always tried to keep her and Aaron separated. I knew Aaron thought she was attractive, too.

      I hadn’t asked him, of course, but I knew. A girl always knows. Guys aren’t exactly Rubik’s cubes when it comes to attraction. And Kate had always been much more attractive than me. In fact, I’d always thought to myself that if I’d been hanging out with Kate on that evening I’d gone to a coffee shop one evening on campus and first met Aaron, I would probably be playing third wheel to him and Kate. My curvy figure had never been much competition for her slender, hourglass hips, long, honey-blonde hair and big, full boobs. I was always secretly jealous of her bigger boobs, but also her smile, her dimples and her crystal-blue eyes. I guess it was petty of me, but what could I say? She was not only my BFF, she was the girl who always made me look less attractive when I stood beside her.

      And while she had never crossed that line with me the entire time I had been dating Aaron, it seemed things were about to change.

      “I just need Aaron to get, you know, hard, and pose for me. I’m going to be taking a few close-ups of his dick,” Kate explained, as matter-of-fact in her tone as if she had been describing the instructions to baking a cake.

      “Yeah, but, what makes you think he has a big dick? You did say you needed big ones, don’t you?” I asked.

      “Well,” Kate started. I could almost hear her playfully twirling her bangs over the phone. “He is, isn’t he?” she asked.

      I couldn’t help but blush. “I mean, he’s… he… okay, so maybe he is pretty big. But, how did you even know to ask?”

      Kate giggled. “I knew it,” she said. “I just had a hunch.”

      “No, what you had was a set of dirty eyes that must’ve been looking at his jeans last time we were hanging out.”

      “Alison, relax,” Kate said. “It’s nothing like that. I just know that he’s tall and, well, he has big hands and feet,” she said. “I just assumed. But it’s not like I knew for sure. But, hey, look—I was right,” she chuckled.

      I sighed and shook my head. “So, will you let Aaron come out and play?” She asked. I was almost reviled by the way she worded this question. I was a bit annoyed with my bestie, taking advantage of our friendship like that, so that she could use my boyfriend for her art project and get to see him naked. I knew she was excited by that, too. She did not have to tell me, but I knew she would be.

      “Well, I don’t even know if he’s going to want to pose for you,” I said, with a pause. “But I guess I could ask him,” I said.

      “Excellent,” Kate cheered.

      “But you owe me big time,” I warned. “And I get to be there when you do it—er—I meant, take the photos,” I stumbled.

      “So, why not tonight?” Kate said. “I’m free. You guys could come over to my apartment around eight.”

      “Aren’t you doing this at the photography studio on campus?” I asked.

      Kate laughed and quickly pivoted. “Can you be here tonight, babe?”

      “Um, yeah, I guess so. I’ll text you and let you know what Aaron says,” I assured her, and we ended our call.

      I felt the adrenaline coursing through my veins after the call had ended and I knew I would somehow need to ask my boyfriend if he would basically masturbate while my best girlfriend watched him. It wasn’t like Aaron was a prude. I’d heard enough frat-boy stories from him to know he was not shy about being naked in front of others. But I suppose that was part of the problem. Aaron had had plenty of fun in college, and I’d always wondered whether he felt disappointed at having settled down with me after we’d met four years prior. Sure, it wasn’t the longest relationship, but it was the longest either of us had ever been in. By that point, it felt a little like a marriage to me. I couldn’t even imagine what it had felt like for him, being mister handsome and quarterback of the University football team, who could have had his pick of any girl—or girls—he’d wanted.

      I knew my boyfriend was a catch, too. Girls had always been looking at him when we were out. On the surface, I was jealous.

      But secretly?

      Well, I suppose I was a touch proud of myself. I would turn my nose up and walk with myself on Aaron’s arm and strut alongside him as if I was his girl and there was nothing that all the other hotter girls could do about it because Aaron was, surprisingly, loyal.

      But Katy was different. She was close enough that I knew if Aaron had seen her more than a few times, he would not doubt start to get ideas in his head (both heads, I should say).

      When Aaron came home after his football practice, I wringed my hands and hesitated to ask him, at first.

      “Hey, babe,” he said. We’d already begun living together a couple of weeks prior, and our relationship had actually improved in that time. I dreaded asking Aaron to go about with Katy’s ridiculous art project, but I dreaded even more that he might say ‘yes.’

      “Hi,” I said.

      “Is something wrong?” he asked, astute as always. His dark eyes pierced through me and he stepped towards me to wrap his big, corded biceps around my frame.

      “Oh, I just… nothing,” I said.

      “Come on,” he returned in his low, smooth tone. “I know you well-enough to know something’s up.”

      “Well, it’s complicated… kind of,” I said, stumbling over the right segue.

      “Oh? So something is up?” he asked.

      “Kind of,” I repeated. I pulled back and let my butt fall against the kitchen counter. I stood across Aaron as he did the same thing on the opposite side of the kitchen, and crossed his arms.

      “My friend Katy—you remember her, right?” I asked.

      Aaron nodded.

      “Right, well, she… she wanted to know if you could help her with her art project,” I said. I could see the expression in Aaron’s eyes turn to one of slight confusion.

      He shrugged. “I mean, I would be happy to help her, but what do I know about art?” he laughed.

      I’ll bet you would like to help her. I’ll bet your dick gets hard just thinking about it, I thought, as jealousy immediately overtook my better judgment.

      “Well, um, it’s not that you have to know anything about art,” I started, trying to choose my words carefully. “It’s about your body.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah,” I continued, with a half-smile. “It turns out that Katy is doing this big project about masculinity or porn or flowers—I really don’t know. Um, but she wanted to get a few photos of you… naked.”

      I could see the wheels in Aaron’s mind turning the moment I’d said this. He flashed his typically cool and nonchalant demeanor, but I knew the proposition had affected him—it must’ve—because he said very little for a moment and started to rub the stubble on his chin.

      “Naked, huh,” he grinned.

      “Yeah, but that’s not all,” I said.

      Aaron pulled back and laughed. “How is that not all?” he said.

      “Well, it’s some weird project she’s doing.”

      “When isn’t she doing some ‘weird’ project?” Aaron chuckled.

      “Um, but she wants to photograph your… dick, specifically,” I said. I bit my lips. Just speaking the words left my body feeling a tinge of arousal. I’d always loved my boyfriend’s cock. It was, out of all the guys I’d ever seen naked—nine—the biggest and most beautiful cock I had ever seen. It was eight inches long, but so thick and plump that I couldn’t get my fingers quite all the way around it. The head was chiseled so perfectly you’d think it was the reference model for all dick-heads. It was reddish, while his shaft was the perfect tone of tanned-peachy, which descended down to his equally large and low-hanging ballsack.

      “Let me get this straight,” Aaron started. “Your friend Katy wanted to photograph my dick?”

      I nodded quietly. “And it has to be hard.”

      Aaron laughed when he heard this. “Wow,” he said. “And you’re okay with all of this?”

      I shrugged. “I mean… I guess. I’m her best friend and she needs my help,” I explained. “No, I’m not jumping up and down at the prospect of another girl getting to see your dick hard, but if it’s for art…”

      “But, I mean, come on,” I laughed. “If you don’t want to do it—and I don’t know why you would—then I will text her right now and let her know just how out of her mind she is to even ask such a thing.”

      “Nah, it’s cool,” Aaron said. “I don’t mind. Sure, it’s a little weird, but it’s fine.”

      My eyes widened with shock and my lips parted. “Babe, you really don’t have to.”

      “Hey, if it’s for the arts,” Aaron laughed, and proceeding to begin grabbing a few things from the refrigerator to make a quick snack, as though he had hardly been fazed by what I’d told him.

      “Babe, it’s… don’t you think it’s kind of… embarrassing?” I asked.

      “I mean, I’d feel kind of embarrassed if I had a small dick, I guess,” he laughed. “But I don’t, so it’s all good. Why, does it bother you?”

      “Me? What? Of course not. I don’t have any problem with it,” I said, shaking my head and trying my best to appear completely at peace with the situation. I couldn’t help but wonder how much of a fraud I had looked to my boyfriend in that moment.

      “Cool,” Aaron said.

      “Um, but we need to go over to her place in about an hour,” I said.

      “She wants to do it tonight?” Aaron asked.

      “Take photos? Yeah,” I said, unable to stomach the phrase ‘do it’ being used in conjunction with Aaron and Katy, despite the strangest and faintest sensation of pleasure that crawled up my body each time I imagined my boyfriend and my best friend naked and, well, doing it.

      “Okay, well, I need to shower, first,” he said. “Does it matter if my pubes are trimmed so short?”

      “Um, I don’t think so,” I said.

      “All right, eight it is,” he smiled.
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        * * *

      

      Aaron and I showed up ten minutes after eight to Katy’s front door. I took a deep breath and looked myself over in a small mirror from my purse. I was guilty of jealousy, so I’d tried to look my best. I put on a bit more makeup than I had in a while, and after I took a shower, made sure that I was nicely-shaved and had Aaron’s favorite perfume sprayed about my body. I’d also taken a gamble and worn a pair of my small, denim shorts, along with one of my tight white t-shirts. It was already starting to get a bit chilly outside, but I couldn’t help it. I wanted to look as eye-catching as I could for my man, since I knew Katy was going to be hovering over his dick like a hawk.

      Aaron looked just as nice, too. He wore a black shirt, which tugged around his big biceps, along with a pair of jeans—nothing out of the ordinary for him. Still, he managed to look so good in the plainest clothes, it always made me a little furious just how easy it was for men, sometimes.

      The door pulled open as I was tugging on my bra and Katy appeared before us, wearing her own skimpy little ensemble—a crème-colored camisole with a tiny pair of olive-green khaki shorts.

      “Hey,” she said—her nose-ring sparkling in the porch-light. “Come on in,” she said, smiling and waving us inside.

      I had been to Katy’s apartment a dozen times; Aaron had been over to it once or twice, too. I knew there wouldn’t be too many curve-balls with the location. Still, I wasn’t quite sure what exactly Katy had in mind. It wasn’t like her nine-hundred square-foot apartment would have much space for a full-on studio shoot.

      As we wandered down her hallway and toward her living room, I couldn’t help but ask this very question.

      “Well, I want the setting to be intimate and comfortable. I don’t want some cold, drab studio set on white butcher paper. I’m looking for something familiar and natural. So, I thought we’d have a couple drinks and then get started. I was hoping you, Aaron, could lay on my bed while I take the photos.”

      “Um, sure, whatever you need,” Aaron said.

      “So, you’re really okay with all of this? Alison did tell you that it’s more than just being naked, right? I need to see your dick, and it has to be, hard,” Katy said, with a curious grin on her face. I could tell she almost wanted to giggle over the prospect of seeing my boyfriend’s dick, but she composed herself. As Aaron assured her of his willingness to participate, I could see Katy’s tongue poking at the corner of her mouth. I knew she was very excited to see my boyfriend naked.

      I couldn’t believe the betrayal. But, I also couldn’t do much to stop it.

      Because, not only was Katy in need of a model, but I also had a strange desire for her to see my boyfriend’s big dick. Just like with all the other girls who saw Aaron out in public, I wanted Katy to see what a lucky girl I was; that I didn’t just have the hottest guy on campus, but he was also hung. And he was mine.

      Still, I was overly anxious to get the little photo-shoot on the move. “Um, listen,” I started. “Why don’t we go ahead and get the shoot out of the way? And then we can celebrate with drinks. Yeah?” I said, as I eyed my boyfriend. Aaron shrugged and gave a typical half-smile. “No problem with me,” he said.

      Katy looked at us each and then said, “Yeah? Okay, sounds good.” She had a curious smile on her pouty, pink lips that suggested she was more than a little excited to get started, herself.

      She led us both to her bedroom. There, she directed us. “Um, Alison, why don’t you sit over there?” she said, and pointed at a big, comfy chair in the corner. Her bed was in the middle of the room and she turned to Aaron and smiled, “Aaron? Um, I was hoping you could lay naked on the bed? And I would photograph you while I stand over you.”

      “Sure,” Aaron said.

      I watched as Aaron started to undress. “Babe, what are you doing?” I said.

      “Um, I’m supposed to be naked,” Aaron laughed.

      “Oh, um… right,” I said, watching him tug his shirt up and off his body. He revealed his washboard abs and wide, muscular frame. I saw Katy watched this from the side. She was trying to be sneaky, but I caught her, turning my eyes away from her only when she looked at me, as if making sure I had not seen her.

      “Yeah, he needs to be naked,” Katy said.

      “I know, I know. I just… forgot,” I said, flustered, as I took a seat.

      “Well, here goes nothing,” Aaron said. I watched as my boyfriend of four years yanked his jeans and boxers down his big, muscular thighs. His half-hard cock bounced up and out, along with his sack, and Katy bit her lip.

      “Wow,” she gasped. “That is definitely a big penis.”

      Aaron laughed and shrugged modestly.

      “Thanks. I don’t really know if it’s big, but it’s mine—you know?” he chuckled.

      “Oh, it’s definitely big. And it’s not even hard yet, is it? Wow,” Katy giggled, as if the sight of my boyfriend’s dick had turned her into some fumbling schoolgirl.

      “Katy, are you okay?” I asked, trying to hide my annoyance.

      “Oh, yeah,” she said. “It’s just that I wasn’t expecting it to be so big and… pretty.” She quickly clarified. “I just… it looks like it will be very photogenic.”

      I nodded but couldn’t keep my jealous thoughts from running wild in my mind.

      That little whore. Is it not enough that she is hotter than me, but she has to ogle my boyfriend’s dick, too? And why is Aaron already half-hard? Does the idea of Katy seeing his dick turn him on? Ugh.

      I wanted to revel in my anger and frustration. But, honestly I just couldn’t. I couldn’t because my body was becoming aroused by the way Katy looked at Aaron’s dick. I could not even begin to understand what it was about this situation that actually turned me on, but it did.

      “If you say so,” Aaron laughed and grabbed his cock. He gave it a few casual jerks in his big fist.

      “Okay, so, go ahead and lie down on the bed… on your back,” Katy said. “That’s it,” she continued, as Aaron obeyed her. He was on the bed with his cock growing between his legs. It still hadn’t become fully hard, though.

      “Um, Ally? Did you want to maybe… I need him, like, rock hard,” she said with a giggle. “Maybe you could help out?”

      “Oh, um, sure,” I said. I came over and grabbed Aaron’s cock. I gave it a few strokes in my hand. I could tell Katy was turned on by watching me stroke Aaron’s dick. I was becoming more turned on by the moment, as well. But as I stroked my boyfriend’s dick, he didn’t become any harder than he had been before I’d even come over to help.

      “Hm,” Katy said, expressing puzzlement. I was starting to grow somewhat embarrassed. What sort of girlfriend must I be if I couldn’t get my boyfriend’s dick hard?

      “Normally it’s very easy,” I said, with a nervous laugh.

      “Yeah, I think it’s just the whole idea of having somebody watch us,” Aaron laughed. “Like, if it was a threesome and you weren’t just watching us right now, it’d be different, but…”

      “Aaron,” I snapped.

      “What? I’m not suggesting that. I’m just saying that her just standing there watching is probably all it is,” Aaron said with a cocky grin on his lips.

      “Well, um…” I huffed. “I don’t know what to do.”

      “You could always give him a blowjob,” Katy said, with a straight face. She seemed particularly interested in what my response would be, as though she hoped I would do just that.

      “I… I don’t know. I guess I could try,” I said, as my cheeks flushed red.

      I leaned over and took Aaron’s dick-head in my mouth. I started to suck him, but admittedly, my movements were a bit rigid knowing that Katy was watching me suck dick. And after a few minutes, despite Aaron’s light moans, his cock was still the same, if not a little softer.

      “Ok, okay,” Aaron laughed. “I don’t think this is working.”

      “Well, I really need it to be completely hard. Like, rock hard,” Katy repeated.

      “So, what should we do?” I asked.

      Katy shrugged and looked somewhat dejected, as though her big idea for the photo shoot was not going to work, after all.

      “I mean… I could always try,” Katy then said.

      “Try what?” I asked.

      “Try sucking his dick. I wonder if that would make him hard,” Katy smiled.

      “What?” I said. My brows knit and I tried to look as indifferent to this suggestion as possible, but it was probably impossible to look anything other than completely shocked, if not downright insulted.

      “I don’t know,” I said.

      “Come on, babe, it’s for art,” Aaron said with a grin.

      I looked over and I could already see my boyfriend’s dick swelling with hardness at the mere prospect of Katy sucking it. “Um… okay,” I said, after another moment of hesitation.

      My entire body was wracked with jealousy and frustration. But the truth is I wanted to see Katy suck Aaron’s cock. I wanted to know what she would look like with her lips wrapped around my boyfriend’s fat dick.

      “Really?” Katy and Aaron both said, almost in unison.

      I shrugged. “Um, yeah. Might as well. It’s for art, after all.”

      “Okay,” Katy smiled.

      At once, she dropped to the bed and hovered her head over Aaron’s lap. She reached down and grabbed his cock in her hand. She smiled and softly said, “Wow… big boy.”

      “Fuck,” Aaron sighed, as she started to stroke his wet cock a few times. As his dick slid in her fist, I couldn’t help but watch and feel the wetness in my panties. I don’t have any idea why it was so arousing to watch another girl give my boyfriend a handjob, but I could not deny it for a second.

      And without a moment’s notice, I watched as Katy’s pink lips parted and slid right around Aaron’s cock. It was the smoothest and most sultry motion I had ever seen her make. She moved her mouth on Aaron’s dick as though she had done it a million times, or at least dreamt of it.

      “Oh, fuck,” Aaron groaned. I watched as his cock swelled and expanded in her mouth. It took no time at all for Aaron’s cock to become fully hard with Katy’s curious tongue sliding all over the head of it.

      “Fuck,” he moaned again. Katy pulled off and licked her lips. She stroked Aaron’s cock and smiled at me. “Tasty,” she said, as her hand slid down and found his balls. “Wow, big balls, too, huh?” She giggled, massaging them in her palm.

      “Fuck,” I sighed quietly.

      “Hm?” Katy asked.

      “Oh, um, nothing,” I said, hoping to hide my arousal.

      “He’s perfect, now—super hard,” she laughed.

      “He could get a little harder. Maybe you should keep going,” I suggested.

      “Are… are you sure?” Katy said.

      “Yeah, I am… definitely,” I said, biting my nail. “Go on.”

      “Okay,” Katy said, needing little invitation to continue. Aaron moaned again as her warm, wet mouth sealed around his cock and she started to slide her lips back and forth down Aaron’s shaft. I watched as her mouth expertly took in over half his length—something I’d certainly not been able to do. I couldn’t help but wonder if Katy’s mouth was softer, wetter, warmer or maybe even tighter than my own. Aaron certainly seemed to like her mouth more than mine, whatever the case.

      And then I watched as Katy took so much of my boyfriend’s dick in her mouth that his shaft almost disappeared entirely. Katy’s tongue pushed down against Aaron’s sack as she took his entire shaft in her mouth and held it for a moment, before pulling back.

      I was furious. She wasn’t just ‘prepping’ my boyfriend for the photo-shoot. She was obviously enjoying every second of it, and certainly trying to make Aaron understand loud and clear that she was better at sex than I ever was. And she would have been right.

      “Fuck,” Katy said after pulling off Aaron’s cock, gasping and wiping her lips of her spit. “It’s so big. I’ve never had so much trouble deep throating a dick before,” she giggled.

      She stroked Aaron a few more times and eyed his hard cock. “Okay, now it’s seriously hard… just like a rock.”

      “Really?” I said. “I don’t know. I think you might have to do more than suck Aaron’s dick.”

      “Ally, what are you talking about? His dick is so hard it could cut glass,” Kate said. She continued to stroke Aaron’s dick, despite sounding as though she no longer needed to stimulate it.

      Aaron, meanwhile, continued to moan without much input. “Well, I just think… maybe you need to try sitting on his dick and riding it a bit.”

      Katy’s eyes turned big and wide. I could tell what I had said had come as a shock to even her. Undoubtedly, she had tried to remain quite indifferent to whatever happened that afternoon. But this certainly surprised her. It surprised me, too. I didn’t know where it was coming from—it was all fueled by the intense arousal at seeing Katy interact with my boyfriend’s cock. It came from some sort of twisted jealousy that not only wanted to see her suck Aaron’s dick for the sheer pleasure of it, but I wanted to see Katy worked up and aroused, too.

      And now, I wanted to see her pull her panties off because I wanted to know just how we she had gotten from sucking Aaron’s dick.

      “I don’t know,” she said.

      “Well, it’s not like you have to. It was just a suggestion,” I said.

      “And you’re fine with that?” Katy asked.

      “Um, yeah, I am,” I said.

      “Well, what about Aaron?” she asked. Before she could finish this question, Aaron had already interrupted and said, “Yeah, that’s fine with me. Let’s do it.”

      “Okay,” Katy said, quickly jumping up and removing her skirt. Aaron and I watched as her skirt slid down her legs and she was in only a lacey, crème-colored thong that was see-through, showing her trimmed, blonde mound.

      “Fuck,” Aaron sighed. He reached over and slid his fingers up and down Katy’s thigh as she giggled and slid her thong down. At once, I saw her neat little pair of lips, tucked between her thighs. Her pubic hair was so short it almost seemed nonexistent, and she had a tiny tattoo of a rose right over her left hip. She had more of an hourglass figure than I could have imagined, with her hips wide but her sides very inward. She turned away from me and climbed atop my boyfriend. I watched Aaron’s cock throb as she grabbed it and lined it up with her opening.

      “Ready?” she asked, straddling him and grinning.

      “Yeah,” Aaron said, as he sat his hands on her side and she lowered down.

      “Oh… oh,” she whimpered quietly, as Aaron’s cock pushed up into her and spread her open around it. I could only watch from behind—watch my boyfriend’s cock slowly disappear into Katy’s tight, rosy pussy. I looked on with bitter envy and jealousy. Of course Katy had a nicer, tighter butt than me. And of course her pussy looked nicer and more “picture perfect” than mine, with that ‘tucked-in’ look that seems so popular in porn. And of course, to top it all off, her butt-hole was about as neat and tight as possible, too.

      “Fuck,” she gasped, as Aaron’s cock bottomed her out. My boyfriend moaned loudly and grabbed Katy’s sides. He dug his fingers gently into her sides as she started to grind against the base of his cock and ride him back and forth. “Oh… fuck… Ally… how do you take such a big penis all the time,” she giggled and moaned.

      I couldn’t even respond. The moment was too surreal that I could hardly even comprehend what was happening. My eyes almost did not want to believe it. But there, before my, was my best friend atop my boyfriend’s cock—grinding into it and riding it like she owned it.

      Before I could even respond, Katy tossed her hair back and moaned wildly. She started to grind into Aaron’s cock harder and firmer. Aaron could only moan just the same and clutch Katy’s lithe hips in his hands.

      I watched and chewed on my lip as I huffed through my grit teeth and felt my body nearing climax. I snuck my hand down between my legs and started to grind the side of my hand against my clit, through my clothes. I shook my head in utter disbelief that, not only was my boyfriend having sex with another girl right in front of me, but that I was actually so turned on by it that I had to touch myself.

      “Fuck me… fuck… me,” Katy moaned loudly. I watched as Aaron began to pump hard and fast into Katy—their skin spanking together. I watched as my boyfriend’s sack slapped up against her ass, back down and then up again—over and over. I couldn’t help but think of all his virile sperm, just waiting to shoot out and deep into her belly.

      “I can’t believe this,” Katy gasped. “Fuck.” And the next thing I knew, she was trembling and moaning at the top of her lungs. I knew she was climaxing on my boyfriend’s dick. I watched her legs shake violently as she tossed her hair back and struggled to keep any composure. She finally fell down and Aaron wrapped his arms around her back. He stopped thrusting into her for a moment while she finished. Finally, he started pumping into her again, slow and sensual.

      “Fuck,” Katy said.

      I was so angry. So jealous. So unbelievably furious that Katy had cum on my boyfriend’s dick. And my panties were wetter than ever, watching her claim my man for herself. She rode Aaron like she owned him. And I knew by the way she rode him, that she loved his dick; that it was probably the best one she’d ever had. I knew because it was easily the best I had ever had. And I knew exactly how Katy felt, filled up and stretched around his warm, thick shaft. I knew, too, that it was probably the end of Aaron and I’s relationship. There was no way I would be able to compete with Katy—not after seeing how she rode Aaron’s dick. If I was lucky, I would end up Aaron’s “side chick.”

      “Fuck,” Aaron groaned quietly, as he started to pump faster and faster.

      “How do you want me?” Katy asked him and giggled.

      “I want you on your back. I want to get on top and fuck you,” Aaron said authoritatively. Katy laughed again and they switched places until Aaron was atop Katy in missionary position. He started to pump into her and eventually, pushed her legs back and up and squatted. I looked and watched as his cock disappeared into her—the strong, thick shaft driving into her warm, tight hole as she gasped and he moaned. I rubbed myself and knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

      “Fuck,” Aaron groaned. “I’m going to cum soon.” Hearing this sent me near the edge.

      “Good… cum inside me,” Katy said.

      “You sure?” Aaron panted. “No condom?”

      “Yeah…” Katy moaned. “Fill me with your sperm,” she laughed.

      This sent me right over that edge. I started to climax just as Aaron did. His big, muscular thighs flexed as he pounded into Katy and she moaned. Finally, his growl turned long and low and I watched his cock contract and flex. I lasted only a moment more before I trembled and felt my orgasm consume me. Through the fogginess of my climax, I could hear Aaron groan at the top of his lungs, and I knew he was filling Katy with every drop of his virile sperm—shooting it right into her fertile belly.

      I was so frustrated and so wild in my orgasm. The jealousy and the bliss overtook me and it felt like nothing I had ever experienced. I could not believe the absolute pleasure of climaxing while my boyfriend climaxed, but with a different girl. It was like nothing I had ever experienced.

      Aaron caught his breath and fell down atop Katy. They began to make out as I watched and caught my breath, as well. I bit my lip and watched my boyfriend’s cock continue to throb, balls-deep inside Katy, who had her legs spread and pried open against the fronts of Aaron’s thighs.

      Katy looked back at me and giggled. “Um, I hope that was okay, Ally.”

      “What? Um, of course,” I said as Katy and Aaron chuckled together. They began to whisper to one another, and Aaron pulled out of her. Only a moment later, they stood and smiled at each other. “We’re going to go clean up. See you in a little bit,” Katy said.

      I watched as my boyfriend and Katy slipped out of the bedroom. I was left with only the lingering of my climax and the images that would be burned into my mind forever of Aaron—my boyfriend of four years—fucking my best girlfriend.

      I wanted to be angry. I even balled my fists. And yet, the smile on my lips simply would not fade!
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      The clanking of dishes and soft sounds of chatter filled the restaurant. Alexia looked about as she sat on the long, leather bench in the entrance, and waited for Amy to arrive. She checked her watch and noted that, not only had she been a bit early, but their reservation was nearing closer by the moment, and Amy—late as always—was yet to be seen.

      Alexia shook her head and laughed. The dark-haired thirty-year old wondered why she’d ever attempted to make weekly dinners with Amy. The girl was her best friend, but Alexia wondered whether it was a bit too much for her to handle. Alexia had been settled in her accounting job for five years by that point, and married for almost as long. Amy, on the other hand, was twenty-four and just out of college. She’d only recently started a job as a concert promoter, while also pursuing a career as a professional model on the side. Not only had the girl’s busy schedule left Alexia feeling a bit stale in her own life, she felt downright foolish for setting yet another appointment for Amy to somehow meet.

      After another five minutes, Amy suddenly appeared in the doorway. She pulled the double-doors open and the sounds of the traffic and noise from the downtown street filled the foyer of the restaurant for a brief moment. A few gusts of wind swept into the entrance, as well, and Alexia could feel the cool, early-autumn wind around her high boots.

      She smiled and waved, and stood as Amy approached. “Oh my god; you would not believe the nightmare shoot I just had,” Amy said, throwing her hands wildly into the air. Alexia smiled and shrugged, “Well, if we still have a reservation, you can tell me all about it over sushi.”

      Amy winced and cocked her head. “I’m sorry, babe.”

      “That’s fine,” Alexia said. “I should have known better than to add another slot in your schedule.”

      Amy hugged the woman and eyed the front counter. “He’s not bad, is he?” She whispered.

      Alexia giggled and rolled her eyes. “Him? Amy, what’s gotten into you?”

      “Nothing,” Amy said, and glanced back to her friend after cracking a half-smile at the man who stood behind the host podium. He was tall and attractive, but more in the way a young and affable butler might be—not the sort of bad boy that Amy had been known to go for. The observation left Alexia perplexed, but she couldn’t deny that the man had been quite handsome in his own right.

      It took only a moment for him to call the women forward. As they chatted, a woman approached them and introduced herself. “I’ll be your waiter tonight—if you will please follow me right this way.”

      The two girls followed the young, Asian woman and winded about a maze of tables. “This is supposed to be the hottest restaurant in town right now,” Amy said as she looked back over her shoulder and whispered to Alexia.

      “I’m not surprised, you had me book the reservation like, a month ago,” the dark-haired girl said.

      “Well, when you try the Anguilla you will understand why,” Amy said.

      Alexia watched her friend walk tall and confident ahead of her, as though she had not only been to a restaurant as exclusive as this one many times before, but she had been to much more exclusive places than this one, too. She was taller than Alexia at five-feet, nine inches. She was slender as a willow, though, and had long, honey-golden blonde hair that had the most perfectly rich coloring to match her wondrously blue eyes and apple cheeks. It was no surprise to Alexia that her girlfriend had become a model—that much seemed inevitable. And yet, Amy had not even considered such a career until approached at a department store three years before at the age of twenty-one. She appeared to enjoy the successes that she had garnered as a part-time model but Alexia could tell that her friend was undoubtedly looking for more out of life lately, than another vapid and hallow expression to be captured by the camera and made into a billboard or magazine spread. Amy had hinted at as much when she had last spoken to Alexia. “I don’t know what I want—maybe I’ll know next time we catch up for dinner,” she’d told the dark-haired thirty-year old, who seemed secretly envious of her BFF’s glamorous and fast-paced lifestyle. It seemed as though Amy was a sponge, soaking up every bit of her young, full life as possible, and it left Alexia wishing she had done the same.

      Save for a wild-streak in her college days, not unlike many peoples’ experiences at University, Alexia had had a rather tame go at her twenties. After college, she’d found her accounting job and not long after married Ray. There had been no question about marrying Ray, the man who’d swept her off her feet during her final year at college. Though he hadn’t attended the college, he’d been visiting campus for a special event when he had stopped into the campus café and been waited on by the girl.

      Alexia did not feel right standing in the same room as the handsome entrepreneur. And yet, he seemed to want only her, when Alexia knew he could have had any girl he wanted. He was not only devastatingly attractive, but successful, as well. He’d started a line of fitness supplements, borne from his experience as a professional athlete for a few years. At the time Alexia had met him, he’d been at the height of his very successful career as a pro basketball player. After only seven years, however, he’d suffered a career ending injury, and needed to pivot. Quick on his feet, Ray had turned his experience into a supplement company and found more success than he’d ever enjoyed, before, as an athlete.

      And by the time she and Ray had married, Alexia felt as though she had had pretty much everything. She did not need to work, but did so to ensure she’d had some reason to get out of the house every once in a while!

      And now, as she’d been having an existential crisis of sorts, it seemed Alexia had been dealing with one of her own.

      The two sat down at their table and after the waitress took their drink order and hurried off, Alexia said, “So? What happened at the shoot?” She’d always been eager to hear all about Amy’s modeling career—enjoying the opportunity to live vicariously through the tall, gorgeous and young blonde.

      “The guy was a total slob,” Amy said, rolling her eyes. Typically, this had been the part of the conversation where the girl would crack one of her amiable, charismatic chuckles, but nonesuch gesture came. “He was all over me. I’m just so sick of it,” she said, running a hand through her long, golden hair. “I’m just glad I’m done with it for good,” she said.

      “Um, done with it? What do you mean?” Alexia said, with surprise on her eyes.

      “Done—I’m out. Zilch, no more,” Amy said, making a cutting gesture across her neck as she’d said this.

      “You’re quitting modeling?” Alexia said, incredulous.

      “Well, I might do a little modeling for a few more months, but then I am done. And I’m only going to be doing a very specific type of modeling,” Amy said.

      “What kind?”

      “I’m going to do a few shoots for expecting mother magazines. I’m even going to be doing a big spread at the top of one of those baby’s health websites,” she said.

      “Oh yeah? No offense, but I don’t think any woman in her third trimester is going to want to see you looking at her, all fit and happy,” Alexia laughed.

      “Well, that brings me to my big news,” Amy said, with a cautious grin. “I’m getting pregnant,” she said.

      The wording was hard for Alexia to understand. Getting pregnant? What does that mean? She thought. She cocked her brow and eyed her best friend. “I don’t… you mean, you are pregnant?” Alexia said.

      “No, I’m trying to become pregnant,” Amy said, smiling.

      “But… wait, do you have a boyfriend you haven’t been telling me about?” Alexia said, excited for a bit of girl-girl gossip about Amy’s secret man.

      But the blonde simply shook her head and smiled, as though she had a secret all to herself, and she wasn’t about to share it with her dark-haired girlfriend.

      “Amy, you’re going to have to help me out—I’m lost,” Alexia confessed.

      “I’ve been thinking long and hard about my life and I want to have a baby. I know I do. I’ve been thinking about this for months,” Amy said.

      “Amy, you’re twenty-four. You’re a model. Do you know how many women would kill to be where you are right now?” Alexia said, her remark a bit too inspired by her own personal biases.

      Amy simply rolled her eyes and smiled, pacifying her friend’s motherly lecture. “Alexia, I know what I want. Have I ever been a girl to back down from what she wants?”

      Alexia shook her head. Alexia knew that if Amy was saying she wanted a child, there was no doubt in the girl’s mind, and no convincing her otherwise. It meant that Amy had thought it over and was now quite determined to make it happen. But now, the question was: with whom?

      “Well, um, aren’t you missing half of the equation?” Alexia asked.

      “Yeah, I am,” Amy relented. “I’ve been looking through sperm donor catalogues, but nothing is biting. I just… I don’t know… I don’t want to ‘order’ a baby out of a catalogue. I still want to have it happen the ‘old-fashioned’ way,” Amy explained.

      “So, any candidates, then?” Alexia asked.

      “Well, there are a couple,” Amy said, shifting her eyes from side to side, as though she knew of a few men, but did not feel that she could divulge their identifies to her friend.

      “Well, spill the beans, girl,” Alexia pushed.

      “Um, well, I don’t know if I should,” Amy said.

      “Oh? Is he James Bond or something?” Alexia chuckled.

      “No, but, well,” Amy stumbled. It was rare for the girl to appear so frazzled and bumbling. Alexia knew that whatever the girl had wanted to tell her, it must’ve been quite difficult.

      “Okay, so maybe it is James Bond,” Alexia said.

      “Look, Alexia, we’ve been friends since I was in junior high and you were in college,” Amy started.

      “I know. And I still cannot believe I let myself become best friends with a child,” Alexia laughed.

      “Well, anyway,” Amy said, annoyed. “The point is, we’ve known each other for a very long time. Do you remember when I started college—when I was eighteen—and you’d just gotten out of college? You warned me about all the types of guys I would meet. You taught me how to keep safe? Well, the thing is, I did a lot of reckless things in college that I never told you about. I did a few drugs, and I slept with a lot of shitty guys,” Amy continued.

      “And once I got into modeling, it all kind of compounded. Sometimes I met guys through shoots and they were even shittier than any of the guys I’d met at college,” Amy said. “The point is; I’ve had my fill of assholes and dirtbags. But, it’s all that I seem to attract.”

      “Amy, you know that isn’t true. ‘Nice’ guys like you, too, but that has never been your style. You like bad boys. You like guys who are dominant. As a woman, I can’t blame you. Ray isn’t exactly a UFC fighter, but he never had to show-off, either. He grew up poor, in the wrong side of town. He’s always had that inner strength about him and I always knew he was the toughest guy in the room,” Alexia said. “And, I mean… he’s always been dominating in bed,” Alexia continued, rolling her eyes with sheer delight.

      Amy smiled sympathetically. “I know. He’s just so… he’s like the bad boy, but without all the shitty parts,” the blonde continued. “He’s tall, he’s super muscular, and he’s just…” Amy continued, but trailed off. Alexia saw her friend and realized how much the thought of her husband had been turning her on. She couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous and possessive, knowing the dirty thoughts Amy must’ve been having about her man—thoughts she could do very little to stop.

      “So, you want a guy like Ray, then? I don’t blame you there,” Alexia smiled.

      “Something like that,” Amy said, turning a shade pink on the balls of her cheeks.

      “So, I guess the only question is, where are we going to find you a guy?” Alexia said, already rubbing her hands together, happy to help out her friend. It would be another way, she decided, to live vicariously, and imagine that she would be the one looking for a man.

      “Um, listen, Alexia. I don’t want another man,” Amy said, turning her eyes down. “I want Ray.”

      Alexia gave an incredulous chuckle. “What? I don’t… what are you talking about?” She cocked her head and knit her brows.

      “Alexia, I… I’ve always kind of had a crush on Ray,” Amy continued.

      “Um, well, he’s kind of taken, Amy,” Alexia said, less diplomatic in her tone than before.

      “I know,” Amy said. “It’s not that, though. I’ve decided that if I can’t have him, then I at least want him to be the father of my child.”

      The words felt heavy and surreal as they slid into Alexia’s ears. She wondered all the while whether she’d actually heard her BFF say what she thought she’d said; that she wanted to have a baby with her husband—her man. The audacity of the girl was so great that Alexia couldn’t even process the statement. She could only sit there, dumbfounded and stunned, with her wide, dark-brown eyes gazing off into the distance.

      “You want to… I don’t believe this,” Alexia said.

      “I know it’s not possible. I just… I guess… ugh, I never should have said anything,” Amy said, on the verge of tears.

      “Amy, relax,” Alexia said, despite the fact that red alerts and sirens had already started wailing in her mind. “Look, I understand. Trust me. I know Ray is an amazing catch. I understand that you’re into him. Do you know how many of my friends jokingly confess their crushes on him? All of them—including Jose, my gay friend, who is almost worse than anybody else! What I am trying to say is that I understand, and I’m not blaming you at all,” Alexia explained.

      “So, you’ll let him do it with me?” Amy said, immediately perking up.

      The image of her husband fucking Amy suddenly came to her mind. It was, of course, unavoidable in the way Amy said ‘do it’ with her. Alexia imagined her husband—his muscular thighs flexed as he hovered over Amy’s long, slim body and plunged his big dick deep into her, undoubtedly perfect pussy—perfect like the rest of her body. And if it was perfect, Alexia certainly did not want her husband to know that.

      “Amy, I’m not letting Ray sleep with you,” Alexia said.

      Amy pouted. “Babe, it’s just so I can get pregnant.”

      “And it didn’t cross your mind at all how that might not be OK with me?” Alexia said. “I don’t even have kids with Ray yet. What makes you think I’m going to let him have one with you? Do you realize how ridiculous all of this sounds?” Alexia continued, shaking her head and laughing with a dismissive tone.

      “You don’t have to be a bitch about it,” Amy scowled.

      Alexia knew that if there was a time to get her claws out, it was that very moment. But she didn’t—she couldn’t. She knew Amy was in a fragile and vulnerable place. She knew Amy was going through some very emotional form of an existential crisis. She was out of college, on her own and undoubtedly lonely on those nights when she was not so busy she was up to her neck in emails. But Alexia also knew that trying to get a baby from her very own husband was so off-the-wall that she couldn’t even be angry at the girl.

      “I’m sorry,” Amy said, immediately apologizing. “Maybe I should go,” the blonde said, and reached for her purse.

      “Amy, wait,” Alexia said. “There is no need to go rushing off,” she continued.

      “Why? I’m so humiliated I could cry,” Amy said, avoiding eye contact with her older friend.

      “Well, why don’t I text Ray and tell him all of this? If he says he will do it, then you can do it,” Alexia offered, knowing that her husband would undoubtedly decline if for no other reason than to make her feel much better and secure. She couldn’t believe that she was even offering up such a proposal, but Amy was her friend. And, aside from the charitable offer, Alexia found the image of Ray fucking Amy persistent in her mind. She even felt wet in her panties as she eyed Amy with a newfound sense of both competition and sexual tension—feeling she had never quite felt toward Amy. Granted, Alexia knew she would be lying to herself if she pretended that she had never felt envious of Amy and, indeed, in competition with the girl. It was only natural, of course. Amy could have had any man. And now, she was eyeing Alexia’s husband. It was as appropriate for reproach as it was titillating in a way Alexia could not even understand. Why am I doing this? I should have let her go home. Maybe she needs a pint of Ben & Jerry’s and a marathon run of Vampire Diaries, and then, after enough time, she would realize she’s being ridiculous, Alexia thought.

      But, she found herself grabbing her phone and beginning to text her husband.

      Amy shook her head and laughed, both out of revulsion and disbelief. “Come on—stop. This is crazy. He’s never going to look at me the same way again!”

      “Well, considering you two don’t see each other more than maybe once a year, what’s the harm?” Alexia smirked.

      “Babe, come on,” Amy said.

      “No, we’re going to get this settled right now. We’ve always been honest with each other, haven’t we? We don’t need this dumb shame and secrecy between us. I don’t care for that,” Alexia explained. “There should be no shame, here. You want a baby, and Ray is the perfect guy for it,” she continued, before realizing that she was almost selling the idea, herself.

      “I didn’t want to ask you, but I just, I know if I pick the guy, it’s going to be another biker or indie-band bassist with a drug problem,” Amy lamented.

      “You were right to ask me, instead,” Alexia said. “I’ve seen the men you date and I’m glad you’re finally admitting you have a problem,” the brunette grinned.

      “So, you’re actually texting him?” Amy asked.

      Alexia nodded and showed the girl the screen of her phone. The text read: AMY WANTS TO HAVE YOUR BABY. WOULD YOU PUT ONE INSIDE HER?

      Alexia knew the text was blunt, and perhaps more the product of the champagne she had been served rather than sheer recklessness. Still, she wanted to see her husband’s response to such a ridiculous and unthinkable proposition.

      “Lexi, you cannot send him that!” Amy cried.

      “Come on,” Alexia said, already anticipating her husband’s dismissive and incredulous response.

      Before Amy had had a chance to snap the phone from her hands, she saw Alexia hit ‘send’ on the phone. There was nothing she could do, then. “It’s done,” Alexia said, grinning from ear to ear.

      After a moment of agonizing suspense, both girls saw the phone vibrate atop the table. The screen lit up and both scrambled for the phone. Amy managed to snatch the phone before Alexia had had a chance. “Come on!” Alexia shouted, as Amy laughed and shook her head. “I want to see it first,” Amy said.

      When the blonde eyed Alexia’s phone, her eyes grew wide and the curling lips that had been cemented on her face had started to straighten. Her face turned serious and an expression of shock had been written on her eyes.

      “Well?” Alexia asked. “What did he say?”

      Amy cocked a brow and flashed smug half-grin as she turned and showed the screen to Alexia, who saw her husband’s response. “What? You can’t be serious. I mean, if she is and you’re actually fine with it, then I would do it,” Alexia said, reading her husband’s response aloud.

      “There’s no way,” Alexia then said.

      “Looks like he’s down to do it,” Amy smiled.

      Suddenly the images in Alexia’s mind were more than just fantastic and ridiculous porn videos being played out in her consciousness; suddenly it was an actual possibility that she would watch her husband fuck and impregnate her best friend. Of course, nothing would happen without her approval.

      “He’s just joking,” Alexia said. “You could imagine why he’d be joking, right? There is no way he would think we were serious right now,” the girl continued.

      “Oh?” Amy said, grabbing her purse. “Well, why don’t we head over to your house and find out?”

      “What?” Alexia cried. “You’re joking.”

      But the blonde was already scooting out of her seat. “Amy what the hell are you doing?!” Alexia cried, as the girl started away from the table.

      “Um, check!” Alexia shouted, snapping at one of the waiters. The other guests in the restaurant turned to eye her with confusion and disdain.

      “Shit,” Alexia whispered to herself. “What the hell is she doing?”
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        * * *

      

      By the time Alexia had paid the check at the restaurant and driven home, she pulled into her front driveway to find Amy’s car parked in it. The car was empty, meaning, of course, that the girl had actually knocked on her door and been invited inside by her husband. She grew furious at the audacity of the blonde. Though she had known Amy to be bold and determined in every desire, she had never expected the crosshairs to land on her and her most important possession: her husband.

      She stepped inside her house and at once heard the sounds of Amy and Ray being social. Amy was giggling and Alexia could only imagine what sort of flirtatious front the girl had put up in order to seduce her husband.

      Alexia came around the corner and into the living room. There, she saw Ray sitting on his sofa with his arms outstretched over the back of it. Amy was sitting with her legs up, right beside the muscular thirty-four year-old. He ran a hand through his sandy-blonde hair and turned he blue eyes toward his wife. “Hey, Lexi,” he said.

      “Don’t ‘hey, Lexi,’ me,” Alexia said with a glare at her BFF.

      “Alexia, relax,” Amy said, rolling her eyes. “We didn’t have sex,” she added, with a giggle.

      Ray smiled apologetically and gave a slightly nervous laugh. “Babe, what’s all this about?”

      “Amy wants to have a baby,” Alexia said, coming around and sitting on the other side of her husband from Amy. “And she has this crazy idea that you would actually give her one. You!” Alexia said.

      “And you actually said you would,” Alexia said.

      “Hey, I was just playing along,” Ray said. “You can’t seriously expect me to have believed that text was anything but a joke,” the man said.

      “Well, so you don’t want to have sex with Amy and impregnate her?” Alexia asked.

      “Amy, you’re paranoid. You actually think I was racing over here to just jump right on Ray’s dick, didn’t you?” the blonde said, teasing her hair. “Like I would ever do something so scummy.”

      “Well, then why did you race over here?” Alexia said.

      “Because I wanted to explain the situation to your husband, myself. I felt it was only fair that I be the one to clean up the mess that I made, right?” Amy said.

      This made sense, but it didn’t quite leave Alexia feeling any better. Amy seemed modest and repentant, but her body language said otherwise. She was so close to Ray, as though she had been sure to let her pheromones and vanilla perfume swirl about Ray’s nose and get him right in the very mood she wanted him in.

      “So? You heard her story, what do you think, now?” Alexia said, turning to her husband.

      “Well, babe, to be honest, I felt kind of bad for her. Maybe it’s not such a crazy idea, after all, you know? I mean, I’m not going to be the one to do it—not unless you magically wanted me to,” Ray said.

      Alexia was dumbstruck. She felt like her BFF was weaseling her way right between her and her own husband. And yet, as much as Alexia had wanted to curse Amy and cast her out of her home, she was strangely turned on by the idea. There had been something about the total lack of control that she felt, that left her absolutely ravished and sexually charged.

      She knew that the only way to win with Amy would be to outplay her—to beat her at her own game. Does she really want a baby, or does she just want attention? Does she have any idea how big Ray’s cock is? Well, she’s about to find out, Alexia said, with a hint of arousal and contempt lacing her temperament.

      “You know what, hon? I do want you to do it. In fact, Amy? Why don’t you go ahead and get on your knees. That’s right, get down here between my husband’s legs. I think you should know just what you’re getting yourself into,” Alexia said, with a sinister grin on her lips.

      “Um, are you sure, babe?” Amy said.

      “Of course. Go on,” Alexia said. She watched as the blonde hesitantly took her place on the carpet.

      Alexia slid her fingers down over her husband’s zipper. She unzipped it and wandered her hand inside the hole. Ray moaned beneath his breath and said, “You sure about this, babe?”

      “Oh, I’m sure,” Alexia said, smiling all the while.

      She found her husband’s cock—hard as ever. It was impossibly thick; so thick she could barely reach her fingers around its girth. She grabbed it and dragged it out of its dark cotton chamber, until the massive, long cock was towering out of Ray’s shorts.

      “Holy shit!” Amy gasped.

      Alexia laughed and nodded. “This is what you wanted, right? Now, come on and get your mouth on this big dick.”

      Amy seemed hesitant, but Alexia was having none of this sudden bashfulness.

      “Come on, babe,” she said to the blonde. She came down beside Amy and grabbed her behind her head and pushed. “Right down on his cock,” she said. Amy was confused and reluctant but ultimately accepted this and lowered her mouth toward Ray’s cock.

      “You sure about this, babe?” Ray asked, with an excited grin.

      “I’m sure. Amy, are you sure?” Alexia asked.

      Amy was indecisive at first. But then, she licked her lips and said, “I’m sure.” Before Alexia could say a word, she watched as the blonde slid her open mouth right down on her husband’s big, flanged cock-head. The meaty, pink head disappeared in the girl’s tight, glossy lips and Ray groaned with delight.

      Alexia felt as though she had been punctured with a sword of jealousy and arousal all at once. She could not believe that she was watching her husband get his cock sucked by another woman; not only another woman, but her best friend! She balled her fists with frustration, but could not help but watch intently as her BFF sucked Ray’s cock with what appeared to be total delight.

      Amy pulled her mouth off and slid her tongue down the man’s long shaft. “I’ve never had a dick even half this big!” the blonde said, excited.

      “You think you can handle it, though?” Alexia said. “Silly girl.” She guided Amy’s mouth back down and ran her hands through the girl’s blonde hair. She pressed gently and watched, as Amy’s mouth took more and more of Ray’s shaft. The man groaned and his eyes grew weak as Alexia watched her husband’s sheer enjoyment.

      “Fuck, babe,” Ray groaned.

      “I think my husband loves your mouth more than he loves mine, don’t you, honey?” Alexia said. “I can’t compete with this sweet, tight mouth of Amy’s. I sure can’t deep throat like her, either,” the brunette continued, and pushed Amy’s mouth deeper on her husband’s cock. It was not hard enough that Amy could not have pushed back, had she wanted. Instead, it was a sort of feeling-out of the blonde, to see whether or not she actually would. And Amy did not. Instead, she purred and moaned on the big dick with delight. Alexia knew how much Amy loved it and how much Ray loved it. And, despite her frustration, this made her love it just as much.

      “Fuck,” Ray groaned. “Enough of this.” The man stood, then, and his cock pulled right out of Amy’s tight lips. At once, he reached down and grabbed Amy at her slender hips and pulled her up. He tossed the girl down atop the sofa, and Amy fell atop the cushions giggling and yelping.

      Her laughter quickly turned to moaned as Ray grabbed her dress and began to pull it down and off her body. Alexia watched as Amy was down to her white, lacey thong and bra. She had milky, smooth skin on every inch of her body. The girl not only had the perfect complexion on her face; it appeared that she had the same flawless skin across her entire body. Amy threw her legs into the air and Alexia saw the girl’s tight butt—smooth and free of any blemish, bruise or wrinkle. It was a bronze masterpiece, and the small thong hardly hiding the puffy lips inside it.

      “Fuck,” Ray growled. He grabbed the bra and undid it. It fell from Amy’s body and at once Alexia saw the girl’s full breasts spill out, large and perky. Again, the girl was perfect in every way Alexia could never hope to be. She watched as her husband’s appetite grew ravenous.

      “That’s it,” he said, moaning as he ran his hands over Amy’s nipples. The girl moaned loudly as he did this, and he then slid his hand down over the mound inside her thong. He grinded gently against her clit and she swooned as he began to tug the thong off her body.

      Only a moment later, Alexia watched as her husband parted Amy’s legs and she saw her flawless pussy. Her lips were tight and puffy, with her inner labia tucked and hidden neatly inside them. It figured to Alexia that the girl would have the most perfect, rosy little pussy she had ever laid her eyes on. The girl was perfect from head to toe. And she knew that once her husband had tasted her absolutely tight, warm pussy on his cock, there would be no going back. He would never want her for sex ever again. Instead, she would be the ‘backup.’ She would be the ‘last-resort.’ Amy, however, was going to be the new go-to anytime he felt like plunging his cock inside a beautiful, warm girl.

      “Fuck,” Amy gasped, as Ray leaned forward and began to slide his tongue inside her lips. He brushed it long and hard and over her clit, and the girl squirmed with restlessness and delight. “Oh, fuck…” Amy breathed. “Yes… yes,” she continued, as though the very moment she’d dreamt of was finally unfolding. And Alexia could only watch from the sidelines, as her husband pleased the gorgeous girl. Ray looked positively indulgent as his tongue ate Amy’s pussy. I’ll bet it tastes like candy, too, Alexia said, rolling her eyes with a secret annoyance.

      Amy moaned over and over as Ray prepped her and slowly opened her pussy like a rose, petal-by-petal, growing dewed with every lap of his tongue and tease of his fingertips.

      “Alexia… thank you… your husband is amazing… at… eating… pussy!” Amy cried out.

      “Don’t mention it, babe,” Alexia returned, sarcastic.

      She could only watch, feeling vicariously down between her legs what Amy was feeling in that very moment. She could not help but reach down and touch herself as Ray continued to slide his tongue over Amy’s clit, and all the way down to her asshole, teasing the forbidden area with his expert flicks and brushes.

      Finally, when Alexia felt she could take no more, Ray stood and grabbed his cock—harder and fuller than she had ever seen it. He gave it a few quick strokes and then plunged it into Amy’s ripe, pink pussy. The puffy lips spread open wide around it as Ray pushed into the gooey, warm opening and the man groaned loud and exasperated.

      “Oh, fuck,” he breathed, low and smooth. “Fuck… fuck.”

      Amy did much the same, but in her high, girlish tone. She cried out from her lungs as Ray’s big cock pushed into her and stretched her open, until the first half of his shaft filled her in a way she had never experienced, before.

      Alexia watched with feelings of jealousy, anger, betrayal, and so much more. Her body, however, did not care about any of this. It only felt arousal. It pulled her into masturbating over the image of her very own husband fucking a younger, prettier girl. She could not believe it anymore than she could turn away from the sight.

      “Fuck… fuck,” Amy said, wrapping her legs around Ray’s back, as he pumped over and over into the girl. After a few minutes of this, the couple flipped, with Amy then riding atop Ray’s cock. Alexia watched from the side, as the girl’s slender frame rode her husband’s dick like a cowgirl riding a horse. Her hips swayed and she grinded as her eyes were closed an a grin had been painted endlessly over her lips.

      “Oh my… oh, fuck… just like that, babe,” Amy said. “I want you to do it just… like… that,” she said once more, before shaking and trembling atop Ray’s cock. She grinded herself against the base of the man’s dick and Alexia watched as the blonde began to orgasm—something Alexia had never been able to do so easily and quickly. The girl cried out at the top of her lungs as her body shook and she panted and gasped. She leaned down and began to make out with Ray. Alexia could only watch as she lost total control of her husband. His carnal desire—his hunger—became fully evident before her eyes, as he grabbed Amy’s soft, slender sides and held her down on his cock. Alexia saw her husband’s balls—so full and large in their sack, and ready to burst and fill the blonde with his virile sperm.

      The brunette could not believe the turn of events; could not believe how quickly she had lost her husband to the blonde. But it was done. Now that Ray had seen and felt Amy’s naked body inside and out, Alexia knew she could never compete. And if it hadn’t been evident before, it was painfully so the moment Alexia heard her husband’s groans grow stronger and deeper.

      He pumped up into Amy faster and faster—his sack swinging up and down wildly. “Come on, babe. Fill me up. I want you to fill me with your sperm… top me off. I want to be overflowing with it,” Amy said, speaking down to the man. “You want it, huh?” Ray growled, as his face grew tighter and his huffs louder.

      Alexia felt wetter than ever, and grinded her palm into her clit as she watched her husband and knew he was about to climax. Then, there really would be no going back. Ray will have filled Amy’s belly with his virile sperm, and the blonde would have his baby before she ever would.

      “Fuck,” Ray bellowed long and low. Alexia watched as her husband’s cock flared and contracted—the stem along the underside throbbing wildly. “Oh, yes, baby, put it all inside me,” Amy gasped.

      “Oh… fuck,” Ray groaned, over and over, as his balls emptied and every last drop of sperm was injected into the fertile blonde. Alexia felt the pang of jealousy, envy and sexual excitement throughout her entire body. She had a quiet and soft climax as she watched her husband cum deep inside her BFF. She panted and enjoyed the orgasm for what it was—her very own making. She knew she should get used to it, because she would spend many nights watching Amy fuck her husband. It was only expected now that Ray had fucked her once, already.

      Amy collapsed atop Ray and the couple began to kiss passionate and long. Alexia watched as her husband’s cock continued to throb, deep inside Amy’s pussy. After only a moment, she saw the pearly seed oozing out around his cock, too, as though he had, indeed, overflowed Amy’s fertile womb with his sperm.

      “Alexia, Ray is spilling, isn’t he?” Amy said.

      “Yeah,” Alexia said.

      “Well, lick it up. I don’t want him to get messy on account of me,” Amy said.

      “What?” Alexia said.

      “Go on!” Amy insisted. “Clean us off,” the blonde said.

      Alexia could not help but obeyed the blonde’s stern demands. She knelt down and began to lick the sperm off her husband’s thick and throbbing shaft. She licked up along Amy’s lips, stretched wide around the thick cock. She could taste Amy’s sweet wetness, and even slid a tongue up along the girl’s asshole. “Not there,” Amy said with what seemed to be annoyance. “I’m not a lesbian, Alexia,” she continued. “Keep it strictly about cleaning us up.”

      “Not bad, huh?” Ray said, before the couple continued to embrace and kiss, all while Alexia continued to lick cum from her husband’s cock and Amy’s lips.

      Alexia felt ridiculous and betrayed. And yet, she’d loved every moment of it, so much so, that she found herself hoping her husband had not impregnated Amy, for the sheer reason of wanting to repeat what had taken place that night.

      “Good; now go get us some champagne so we can celebrate,” Amy said.

      “Come on,” Alexia said.

      “Babe, just this once, all right?” Ray chimed in.

      Alexia started out of the room and heard Amy’s giggles. Ray was all hers, now. Alexia scowled with jealousy, yet her excited and aroused body simply could not wait to see just what Amy would think of next.

      Alexia thought about the evening and how wild it had become before her very eyes. She wanted to be upset, but how could she be? Sharing her husband with her BFF wasn’t so bad, after all. Amy fetched the champagne and when she realized that this was only the beginning, she smiled.
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