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      We changed out of our workout clothes. Serena put her hand on my thigh and squeezed it playfully, giggling as she leaned in close. "So... I couldn't help but notice you undressing our favorite quarterback with your eyes during practice today." She winked suggestively, running her fingers lightly up and down my leg.

      I blushed furiously, my cheeks burning as I tried to come up with a quick denial. "W-what are you talking about? I wasn't staring at anyone!" I averted my gaze, but not before Serena caught the telltale flush creeping up my neck.

      "Oh, come on, Jare-Bear," Serena purred, using her pet name for me that she knew made me blush even more. "I saw you drooling over Craig's... assets. And who could blame you?" She paused for dramatic effect before continuing, "That tight little butt of his... I can hardly focus when he’s around."

      I couldn't help but chuckle in spite of myself as I elbowed Serena playfully. "You're beyond help, you know that?" I reached down to adjust my laces, buying myself a moment to regain my composure.

      "I know," Serena said smugly, leaning back against the locker with a satisfied grin. "But come on, I've never seen you this worked up over a guy since... well... ever." She tapped her manicured nails against the cold metal of the locker door thoughtfully. "Tell me, how long have you been crushing on him? I’m starting to get a little jealous."

      I sat up, eyeing her. “There’s nothing to be jealous over. I’m not into him.” I leaned in and kissed her cheek. She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Just because Craig has a nice butt doesn’t mean I’m crushing on him.”

      She looked at her manicured nails and chewed her bottom lip. I wanted to swipe my tongue across it and bite it for her. “So then, you won’t mind if I go after him?”

      My pulse skyrocketed. “Wh-what? I didn’t realize you liked him.”

      She side-eyed me, trying to figure me out. But we both knew she already understood me better than anyone. That much was evidence each time she went down on me in the locker room showers.

      “Maybe I’m just like you. He’s eye candy and nothing more.”

      I stifled a frown. I didn’t want to tell her that Craig was more than eye candy to me. I did have a crush on him. But I knew if I told her that, she’d get jealous and make it a competition. She could have any guy she wanted. She was gorgeous with bouncy golden hair and delicious curves. She tasted delicious too. But just because she could have her pick of guys, didn’t mean she slept with any. As far as I knew, she only slept with me and the guys I lusted after.

      So hiding my interest in Craig was imperative. Not that it would stop her if we ever started dating.

      Maybe I should’ve been upset that she was always stealing my guys, but I felt flattered instead. No guy could replace the love I felt for Serena. Knowing that she loved me enough to chase away everyone else made me feel proud more than angry.

      Serena leaned forward, pushing her forehead against mine. Our noses touched as she looked deep into my eyes. I was lost in the forest of her sea-green irises and I never wanted to leave. “How about we make a bet.”

      Uh-oh. This wouldn’t be good. But I could never resist a sexy little competition with Serena. “What are we betting on?”

      “I bet I can get Craig to sleep with me before you can.”

      I rolled my eyes. “That’s a given. No challenge there.”

      She kissed my lips to shut me up and then pulled back. “Stop selling yourself short. You’re so fucking hot it drives me crazy. I’m going to have to put in so much effort to lure Craig’s attention away from you. I’ve seen the way he watches you during practice. It’s the same way I watch you.”

      My breath hitched. Somehow during all of this, we’d started holding hands. “I don’t know about that. Besides, you always steal guys I’m interested in. What makes you think this time would be a challenge?”

      She arched a brow and pinned me with a look. “For the reasons I just stated. Craig wants in your pants more than anyone. So anyway, on with the bet.”

      I chuckled. “Okay, so what are the stakes?”

      She rested her hands on my thighs and they clenched in response. I’d felt her fingers drift upward many times before and I couldn’t help but want that now, too.

      “So, here’s what I’m thinking. We both go after Craig and see how sleeps with him first. But the loser has to watch the other one fuck him.”

      I pulled back with a disbelieving laugh. “What? Why?”

      She nudged my shoulder with hers. “Because it would be hot, that’s why. And it’s a win-win for me. I’ve never seen you get pounded by a hot guy before. Even if I lose, I win.”

      I blushed again. I wanted to kiss her hard, but our relationship was messy. Serena was usually the girl in control, and I liked to let her lead the way.

      Thinking about having to watch her with Craig did something weird to my body. On the one hand, jealousy flooded every vein under my skin. On the other hand…the thought of seeing Serena get taken by a huge cock was also a turn on for me. My panties were already soaked just thinking about it.

      “You’re on,” I said, unsure of what I was really getting myself into.

      A devilish smile spread onto Serena’s lips. “That’s what I hoped you’d say.” With that, she cupped my cheeks and pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue pried my lips open and massaged my tongue. I moaned into our kiss, my nipples hardening.

      She slid her fingers up my thighs, just under my jean shorts. We’d already taken showers, so I was clean and ready for her. Her fingers pressed to my soaked panties and teased my clit through them. Her other hand cupped my breast and rolled my nipple through my shirt.

      “You’re going to look so hot with Craig’s big dick inside you,” she whispered against my mouth. And just like that, I came undone.
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        * * *

      

      The next day at practice , I couldn’t keep my mind off of the bet. Serena and I were doing stretches on the field when the team came out. Craig spotted us right away and winked, causing me to blush.

      “Oh, he’s all yours,” Serena said, nudging my side with her elbow. “He’s already looking at you like you’re a juicy steak.”

      My heart thudded in my chest as I stood up and brushed off my shorts. “You don’t know that.”

      She winked at me and smirked. “Trust me, I know that look all too well.” She sauntered off to join the other cheerleaders, leaving me alone.

      Craig jogged over to me, a towel draped around his neck. His six-pack was on full display and I could see the V-line of hair leading down into his shorts. My panties were soaked again just as quickly as yesterday.

      I tried not to let my attraction show, but it was hard around him. Craig was the definition of tall, dark, and handsome: 6 foot 2 with dimples that could melt butter, and arms that could carry me for hours. He stopped in front of me, catching his breath from running laps around the field. His scent of freshly cut grass and sweat wafted towards me, sending shivers down my spine.

      “Hey there, Jenny,” he panted out between breaths. “You ever consider joining the football team? You'd be our best wide receiver with those... uh... moves.” He gestured vaguely to where my breasts were underneath my uniform top.

      Knowing full well this was part of our bet, I enhanced my natural sway as I walked up close to him and pretended to adjust my ponytail so he'd get a better view of my cleavage. His eyes lingered on my chest just long enough before meeting mine again.

      “Oh, really?” I cooed, batting my eyelashes at him. “Well, I'm flattered, but I think my talents are better suited on the sidelines." I put a hand on my hip, accentuating my curves. "But if you ever want to see them in action...” I let the sentence hang in the air between us.

      He smirked, grabbing my wrist and pulling me towards him. "I'd love nothing more, but practice comes first. Rain check?" His eyes lingered on my lips before he turned to rejoin his teammates.

      I couldn't believe I'd just flirted with our quarterback like that! My heart pounded in my chest as Serena walked up to me, a smirk plastered on her face.

      "I saw that," she purred in my ear. "You want some of that don't you?" She bit her lower lip seductively and it made my knees weak.

      "Shut up," I mumbled, but I couldn't suppress the grin on my face. "You're up next.”

      Serena waited until there was a break in practice to approach Craig. I watched from a distance as she sauntered over to him, looking as delicious as ever.

      Serena moved with the kind of confidence that made everyone stop what they were doing and just… watch. Even from a distance, I could see the sway of her hips, the deliberate way she tossed her hair over one shoulder as she approached Craig. Her megawatt smile was locked and loaded, aimed right at him like a heat-seeking missile.

      I pretended not to care—stretching out my hamstrings while keeping an eye on them through my peripheral vision—but who was I kidding? My stomach churned with anticipation, jealousy, and something else that was harder to name. A part of me wanted to see her fail spectacularly—trip over her words or get brushed off by Craig—but I knew Serena well enough to know that wasn’t going to happen.

      Craig looked up from tying his cleats just as Serena reached him. His body language shifted instantly as he stood up straighter, his easy smile replacing the focused look he’d worn during practice. She had that effect on people; it was like a switch flipped whenever she got within ten feet. I strained to catch snippets of their conversation but couldn’t hear a damn thing over the chatter of some of the other girls on the squad.

      Serena reached out and casually ran her fingers down Craig’s bicep like she owned it. He didn’t flinch—if anything, he leaned into her touch, those dimples of his making an appearance as he grinned down at her. She said something that made him laugh, throwing his head back, and I felt a pang in my chest so sharp it almost hurt.

      “Jealous much?” Maddie, one of the younger cheerleaders, teased as she plopped down next to me on the grass.

      “Not even a little,” I lied, stretching out my other leg in what I hoped looked like nonchalant disinterest.

      Maddie followed my gaze and tilted her head knowingly. “Uh-huh. Sure.”

      Across the field, Serena leaned in closer to Craig now, brushing some imaginary lint off his shoulder before whispering something into his ear. Whatever it was made him freeze for half a second before laughing again—a deep, full-bodied sound that carried all the way over to where I sat.

      I clenched my jaw so hard it hurt. This bet—I reminded myself—was supposed to be fun. A game. No strings attached and no feelings involved. But somehow, watching Serena work her magic stirred up something territorial in me that I hadn’t expected.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was probably only five minutes, Serena turned and started strutting back toward me like a cat who’d just swallowed a canary whole. Craig lingered where she left him for a moment before shaking his head and jogging back toward his teammates.

      “Well?” I asked as soon as she was close enough to hear me.

      “Oh honey,” she drawled dramatically, dropping onto the grass beside me and propping herself up on one elbow, “he’s even more fun than I thought he’d be.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Meaning,” she said with a wicked grin, “he’s definitely interested.”

      I rolled my eyes even though my stomach flipped at her words. “You’re so full of yourself.”

      “So are you,” she shot back playfully, poking me in the side with one perfectly manicured finger. “Admit it, Jen. You’re dying to know what I said to him.”

      I raised an eyebrow, trying to appear unimpressed. “Not particularly.”

      “Liar.” Serena leaned in closer, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “I told him I had a little wager going on.”

      My heart skipped a beat, but I kept my face carefully neutral. “You what?”

      “Oh, relax.” She waved a hand dismissively, her grin anything but apologetic. “I didn’t give him the details. Just hinted that I might be... competing for his attention.”

      “You’re ridiculous,” I muttered, though my cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and something uncomfortably close to excitement.

      “And yet you love me for it,” she teased, brushing a stray lock of hair out of my face as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Her fingers lingered for a moment longer than necessary, and I hated how easily she could make my pulse race without even trying.

      I swatted her hand away, more for my own sanity than anything else. “You’re impossible.”

      “And you’re adorable when you’re flustered,” she shot back without missing a beat.

      Before I could come up with a retort, Craig’s voice cut through the chatter on the field, calling out instructions to his teammates as they ran drills. It was almost unfair how effortlessly commanding he sounded, like he was born to be the center of attention. The way the sun caught in his messy brown hair didn’t help, either.

      Serena must have noticed me watching because she nudged me with her shoulder. “Your turn.”

      “What?” I blinked at her.

      “Go flirt with him.” She said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

      “Why should I? You’ve clearly got this all figured out,” I replied, gesturing vaguely toward where Craig stood.

      She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Because it’s your move, Jenny. Come on, don’t let me have all the fun.”

      For a moment, I considered brushing her off and pretending not to care—but that wasn’t really an option anymore, was it? If Serena thought she had the upper hand in this little game of ours... well, I couldn’t let that stand.

      I stood up slowly, brushing bits of grass off my legs as I tried to summon whatever confidence Serena seemed to have in spades. “Fine,” I said finally. “But don’t forget who started this bet when I win.”

      Serena grinned up at me like the Cheshire Cat. “That’s the spirit.”

      I waited until practice was over, even though Serena’s words were eating at me. Had she really told him we had a bet going? What did he think of it?

      As I crossed the field toward Craig, every step felt heavier than it should have. My heart pounded against my ribs in time with the rhythmic thud of footballs hitting turf around us. He was crouched low near one of his receivers, holding a ball in his hands as he scanned downfield.

      When he noticed me approaching, he stood up straight again and wiped his hands on his jersey before offering me that easy smile of his—the one that made you feel like you were the only person in the world worth looking at.

      “Hey there,” he said casually.

      “Hi.” My voice sounded steadier than I expected, though the way his hazel eyes locked onto mine made my stomach flip. “Got a minute?”

      “For you? Always.” He smirked, tossing the ball to one of his teammates before motioning for me to follow him off the field. I was acutely aware of Serena’s gaze burning into my back as we walked.

      “So,” Craig started once we were out of earshot, his tone light but curious. “What’s up? Or should I say, who put you up to this?”

      My heart sank for a split second before his smile reassured me he wasn’t upset—just amused. I folded my arms over my chest, feigning nonchalance. “What makes you think anyone put me up to anything?”

      He chuckled, leaning against the goalpost like he had all the time in the world. “Come on, Jenny. You’ve both been circling me like vultures. I’m not an idiot.”

      Of course he’d noticed. How could he not? Serena and I hadn’t exactly been subtle.

      “And,” he added, tilting his head slightly, “Serena might’ve mentioned something about a bet.”

      I clenched my teeth at the betrayal but managed to keep my cool. Barely. “Did she, now?”

      “Relax,” he said, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “I thought it was kind of... flattering, actually.”

      Flattering? That threw me for a loop. “You’re not mad?”

      “Why would I be mad?” He shrugged. “Two gorgeous girls fighting over me? Sounds like a good problem to have.”

      I rolled my eyes but didn’t bother correcting him. This wasn’t about him; it was about beating Serena at her own game—or so I kept telling myself.

      “So,” Craig said after a moment, his voice dropping just enough to make my pulse quicken, “which one of you is winning?”

      “Me,” I said instinctively, almost before the question had fully left his mouth.

      He laughed again, low and warm and entirely too charming for his own good. “Confident. I like that.”

      I opened my mouth to say something—what, I wasn’t sure—but he cut me off with a grin that could probably disarm a bomb.

      “Tell you what,” he said, leaning in just enough that I caught a hint of sweat and cologne and something distinctly Craig. “Why don’t you come over tonight? Say around eight?”

      For a moment, everything else faded away—the sounds of whistles blowing on the field behind us, Serena’s laughter floating through the air—and all I could focus on was him.

      “Sure,” I managed to say after what felt like an eternity. “Yeah, that works.”

      “Great.” He straightened up again, but there was something mischievous in his expression that instantly put me on edge. “Oh—and bring Serena.”

      Whatever high I’d been riding evaporated in an instant.

      “What?” The word came out sharper than I intended.

      “You heard me.” He grinned like he’d just won some unspoken game. “Bring Serena too.”

      I wanted to argue—to tell him that wasn’t how this worked—but all I could do was nod mutely as he sauntered back toward his team , leaving me standing there with my thoughts spinning and my pride somewhere in the dirt under my sneakers.

      I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I turned back toward the cheerleading squad. Serena was already watching me like a hawk, hands on her hips, her glossy ponytail catching the sunlight. Judging by the wicked glint in her eyes, she was dying to know what he’d said.

      I trudged back to where she stood, reminding myself that I had agreed to this—to the terms of the stupid bet, to the ridiculous game we were playing. This wasn’t about feelings. It wasn’t even really about Craig. It was about winning... wasn’t it?

      “Well?” she asked before I’d even fully reached her, one eyebrow arching up in that way that made her look both infuriating and annoyingly attractive all at once.

      I crossed my arms over my chest and glared at her. “I still can’t believe you told him about the bet.”

      Serena didn’t even have the decency to look guilty. Instead, she grinned. “Of course I did. What’s the fun if he doesn’t know?”

      “You’re impossible,” I muttered, though my irritation felt hollow. This was Serena—chaotic, impulsive Serena—and I should’ve known better than to expect anything less.

      “So?” she pressed, stepping closer until her shoulder brushed against mine. She always did this—got too close, invaded my personal space like she owned it. Sometimes it drove me crazy in a bad way; other times… well.

      “So,” I said slowly, drawing out the word just to mess with her. If she wanted answers, she’d have to work for them.

      “Jenny.” Her voice dipped into that teasing, sing-song tone that always made my stomach flip in ways I tried very hard not to think about too much. “Don’t make me beg.”

      I glanced at her sideways, narrowing my eyes as a smirk tugged at my lips despite myself. “Craig invited me over tonight.”

      Her grin faltered for half a second before recovering with full force. “Oh? Is that so?”

      “Yep,” I said lightly, turning just enough so I could watch her reaction more closely. “Eight o’clock.”

      She tilted her head slightly, studying me with a mix of curiosity and something else I couldn’t quite place. “Well then,” she said after a beat, “congratulations are in order. I guess that means I have to watch you two fuck.” She wiggled her eyebrows and grinned.

      It would’ve been perfect if I’d left it there—if I’d let her stew in the idea that maybe I’d pulled ahead in our little competition—but of course life wasn’t that simple.

      “And,” I added reluctantly, dragging out the word like it physically hurt to say it aloud, “he told me to bring you.”

      If Serena had been expecting anything other than that response—and judging by how surprised she looked, she definitely hadn’t—it caught her completely off guard. Her mouth opened slightly in disbelief before curving into an incredulous smile. “Wait… what? He doesn’t know about the watching part, does he?”

      “No, not unless you told him. So it sounds like he hasn’t picked one of us just yet.” My tone was flat as I bent down to adjust one of my shoes more out of annoyance than necessity.

      She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Well, then. I guess that’ll make the watching part easy. We’ll both already be there.” She took my hand, sending a jolt of electric pleasure through me. “Let’s go shower. Then we’ll head to my place to get ready.”

      We waited until all the other girls had left before taking our showers. We entered the large, tiled space naked. I’d seen Serena’s naked body hundreds of times, but it never got old. Her breasts were full and perfectly round, her skin smooth and golden from the hours she spent outside. She caught me looking, of course—she always did. Serena thrived on being watched, on wielding that magnetism that seemed to come so effortlessly to her.

      “See something you like?” she teased, her voice low and dripping with innuendo as she stepped under the spray of water. Her blonde hair slicked back against her scalp as droplets ran down over her collarbones, trailing lower. I turned away before I could get caught staring again, but it was pointless. My cheeks already felt scalded, though the heat from the water hadn’t yet reached me.

      “Don’t flatter yourself,” I said, stepping under the stream beside her. The warmth cascaded over my shoulders and down my back, sending a shiver through me despite the heat.

      Serena laughed softly—a knowing sound that made my stomach tighten. “Too late.”

      I grabbed the bottle of shampoo perched on a nearby ledge and squirted some into my palm, focusing intently on working it through my hair like it was the most important task in the world. Anything to keep my thoughts from spiraling too far out of control. But Serena wasn’t one to let me off easy.

      “Craig’s gonna love us both dripping wet,” she said casually, like she was commenting on the weather. When I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye, I found her watching me again—head tilted slightly, lips curved in that infuriatingly familiar smirk.

      “You’re impossible,” I muttered for what felt like the hundredth time that day.

      “And yet here you are.” She moved closer, so close that I could feel the heat of her body even through the pounding water. Her gaze dropped pointedly to where suds trailed down over my chest before snapping back up to meet mine. “Tell me something,” she murmured, voice dropping lower. “Do you think about him when you touch yourself?”

      My breath hitched slightly at her bluntness—not because I was shocked (this was Serena; bluntness might as well have been her middle name), but because… well, yes. Of course I had thought about Craig—his broad shoulders, his easy grin—but now… now it wasn’t just him invading those private moments.

      “Do you?” I shot back instead of answering.

      Her grin widened knowingly. “Sometimes,” she admitted with a shrug. Then she leaned in closer until her lips brushed against my ear and whispered, “But not as much as I think about you.”

      Serena pushed me back against the slick tile and brought my hands up over my head. She kissed me long and hard, her tongue slipping past my lips again to taste me. I was wet everywhere. Serena’s breasts pressed to mine as her fingers trailed up between my thighs.

      “I haven’t tasted your pussy in a while,” she moaned against my lips. “I want to taste you one last time before Craig cums in you tonight.”

      She soaped up my body and washed the suds away before dropping to her knees.

      My hands fell to the top of her head and clutched her hair in my fingers. “And what if he chooses to fuck you?” I asked through little gasps.

      Her tongue met my clit and my eyes rolled back. The pleasure of Serena’s mouth on me was overwhelming. I wondered if Craig would feel the same.

      “I have a feeling,” Serena said between long licks, “that he’s going to fuck both of us.”

      An image of all three of us, naked and entangled, flashed through my mind. The thought should have been scandalous, but instead, it sent a bolt of arousal straight to my core. Serena seemed to sense my arousal and redoubled her efforts, her tongue swirling around my clit in practiced circles while her fingers plunged inside me.

      “Oh, fuck,” I moaned into the spray of water. “Serena, I—”

      Her only response was to suck harder on my clit, sending me cascading over the edge. My whole body tensed as I came, my back arching against the cool tile. Serena didn’t stop there though; she continued to tease me through the aftershocks, her tongue and fingers relentless in their pursuit of my pleasure. I whimpered as a second orgasm, even more powerful than the first, crashed over me.

      Finally spent, I collapsed against the shower wall, panting for breath. Serena stood up and straddled my lap, smirking triumphantly. Her green eyes burned with desire as she leaned down to kiss me deeply, her wet lips tasting of soap and something else—something heady and intoxicating that had nothing to do with shampoo.

      “Your turn,” she breathed against my mouth. She climbed off of me and sat against the shower wall beside me. I spun around, eager to taste her again—it had been too long. On my hands and knees, I lowered myself between her legs and took a moment to admire her glistening body, water cascading down her curves. The sight of her made my heart race. I dove in, kissing the insides of her thighs slowly, teasingly, my breath hot against her skin.

      “God, Jenny,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair as I lingered just above where she wanted me most. “You’re driving me crazy.”

      I smiled against her skin and pressed my lips to her mound, inhaling the sweet scent of her arousal mixed with the soap. I flicked my tongue out tentatively, tasting her for the first time in a while. She tasted like heaven, and the sound of her moan only urged me on.

      “What are you thinking about?” I asked between licks, my breath warm against her.

      “Craig fucking you,” she gasped, and I couldn’t help but feel a thrill run through me at the mention of his name.

      Her breath hitched, and I could see the fantasy playing out in her eyes—the three of us tangled together. Sharing and watching.

      “Don’t tease me,” she said breathlessly, pulling me back toward her. “I need you.”

      I obliged eagerly, diving back in with fervor, licking and sucking with purpose now. My fingers sought out her clit while my mouth worked its own magic on her hot center. The sounds spilling from Serena’s lips were music to me—soft moans and desperate whimpers that fueled my desire to bring her release.

      I pushed two fingers inside of her while keeping my mouth focused on teasing her clit with rapid flicks of my tongue.

      Serena writhed beneath me, every movement urging me on as she chased that high we both craved. “Oh God! Yes! Don’t stop! Just like that!”

      As she neared the brink, caught in pleasure’s grip and spiraling toward ecstasy, all I could think about was how exciting tonight would be.
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        * * *

      

      We spent hours getting ready. Serena wore a short red dress and I wore a tight black mini skirt with a blue crop top. We appeared at Craig’s apartment door and gave it a knock.

      Craig smirked, “I’ve been waiting for this moment all day,” he said, “Come in, ladies.”

      We entered his apartment, which was dimly lit with faint music playing in the background. The living room was tidy and simple, with a large couch and a TV against the wall.

      Serena plopped herself onto the couch, her red dress riding up her thighs as she crossed her legs. I could tell by the way she was biting her lip that she was nervous too. This was new territory for both of us.

      Craig joined her on the couch, and I sat on the edge of the coffee table, my legs dangling over the edge. The three of us exchanged small talk about school and football, but it was clear that we were all there for something else.

      Serena was the first to make her move. She scooted closer to Craig and placed a hand on his thigh. He didn’t pull away, so she leaned in and whispered something in his ear. His eyebrows shot up and he glanced over at me before nodding.

      My heart raced as Serena stood up and straddled him on the couch, her thighs bracketing his hips. She pressed her body against his, grinding into him as she kissed him hard, her tongue exploring his mouth aggressively.

      Craig’s hands were instantly on her hips, gripping her tightly as he moaned into the kiss. My panties were soaked just from watching them, their passionate embrace making my desire for both of them intensify tenfold.

      I couldn’t help but cross my legs to hide my growing arousal as I watched their heated make-out session. Serena was always so confident—a trait I both admired and envied about her.

      Serena pulled away for air and flashed me a wicked grin before removing her dress in one fluid motion, revealing a lace-trimmed black bra and matching panties underneath. My jaw practically hit the floor at her boldness.

      “Your turn,” she said, winking at me before returning her attention to Craig’s lips.

      I could see the bulge in his pants straining against the fabric of his pants.

      Nervous but determined, I took a deep breath and joined them on the couch, straddling his lap as Serena had done moments before. His erection was even harder now, pressing against my slick folds through our clothes. Heat pooled between my thighs as I ground against it, gasping at the contact.

      Craig’s hands found their way to my breasts, cupping them through my crop top. His kisses trailed down my neck, making goosebumps break out across my skin. I closed my eyes, relishing in the attention he was giving me.

      “God, you both taste so good,” he moaned into my neck, his voice husky with desire.

      Serena wasn’t about to be left out. She wrapped her arms around my waist from behind, her hands drifting up to cup my breasts along with Craig’s. The thought of her watching us should have made me shy away, but instead, it only heightened my arousal further.

      Craig’s lips found mine again, his tongue teasing mine playfully as Serena’s hands continued to explore my body, squeezing and kneading my breasts in time with the rhythm of our kisses. I couldn’t believe this was happening—two people I lusted after most were worshipping my body like a feast for all their senses.

      Serena removed my top and then unclasped my bra. I glanced at her over my shoulder and she met me with a kiss. While her tongue probed my mouth, Craig’s hands were on my breasts. Then I heard a zipper and felt Serena’s hand between my thighs.

      The next thing I felt was Craig’s huge, throbbing dick pressed against my soaked panties. Serena slid the panties to the side and angled the tip of Craig’s dick to my entrance.

      “You won,” she whispered. “Now I’ll have to watch.”

      “What do you mean?” I started to ask. How she’d determined I won was a mystery. But I was too lust-drunk to ask anything more. Craig slid into me, inch by inch, and my head lolled back.

      “That’s it,” she whispered, her hands guiding my hips while Craig’s caressed my breasts. One of Serena’s hands slipped between my thighs to play with my clit while I rode our trophy of a man.

      I could hardly think as the sensation of Craig filling me consumed every fiber of my being. The way he stretched me, filled me with warmth and pleasure, made my body buzz with excitement. I gasped, feeling both of their hands on me, pushing me further into a blissful haze.

      “Just like that, Jenny,” Craig murmured, his voice low and deep, urging me to move. “You ride so well.”

      I didn’t need coaxing; the primal instinct took over. I began to rock my hips, grinding down onto him as Serena’s fingers danced on my clit. The pressure built inside me, spiraling higher with each thrust. Craig’s hands kneaded my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples while I felt Serena’s breath tickle my ear.

      “Look at you,” she whispered, her voice laced with desire. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

      My cheeks flushed at her words, a rush of heat coursing through me. I wanted to respond, but all I could manage was a shaky breath as I lost myself in the rhythm between us. I could feel Craig’s breath quicken beneath me; each time I sank down onto him, he groaned deep in his throat.

      “Keep going,” he urged. “You feel incredible.”

      Encouraged by his words, I picked up the pace. My body moved instinctively, driven by the growing urgency between us. Serena’s fingers worked their magic as she expertly circled my clit, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through me.

      “Is this what you wanted?” she asked softly, her voice almost a purr in my ear. “To feel his huge cock inside you?”

      “Yes!” I gasped out, desperate for more. The sensations were overwhelming—Craig filling me completely while Serena brought me closer to the edge.

      I locked eyes with Craig as I moved faster and harder, every thrust igniting a fire within me. His gaze was intense—filled with admiration and lust—making my heart race even faster.

      “God, Jenny,” he breathed heavily. “You’re so tight.”

      Serena’s hands continued their delicious assault on my clit; it felt like she knew exactly what I needed. Each brush against that sensitive spot sent shockwaves through me while Craig’s thrusts grew more erratic beneath me.

      “I’m so close,” I gasped out between breaths.

      Craig grunted in approval, his grip tightening on my hips as he thrust upward to meet my movements. “Come for us,” he urged, his voice deep and commanding.

      The tension coiling inside me snapped like a taut string pulled too far. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as I surrendered completely to the bliss consuming us all. My body convulsed around Craig as I cried out his name—a sweet release that echoed in the small room filled with our shared passion.

      “Mmm, yes…” Serena encouraged from behind as she pressed her lips against my shoulder.

      Craig groaned lowly as he followed suit, the warmth of his release flooding deep within me just moments after mine washed over us both.

      As we slowly came back down from the high of ecstasy, I leaned back against Serena. She kissed my shoulder and then helped me off Craig’s lap until I collapsed beside him on the sofa.

      That’s when I saw Serena drop to her knees and take Craig’s slick cock into her mouth. She devoured him like he was her everything and he quickly got hard again. His fingers wove in her hair while her eyes rolled back. I knew why she was eager to taste him. Because she could taste me on him too.

      And that was so damn hot.

      I watched for a full minute, my pussy aching in envy and lust. I envied her mouth’s ability to pleasure his cock so well and I yearned to have him inside me again. But then Craig sat up and took matters into his own hands. Literally. He took off Serena’s bra and then yanked her panties down her long legs.

      “Your turn,” he growled, his voice thick with desire as he removed his shirt. His abs rippled as he finished removing his jeans and briefs. His cock was rock hard again, ready for more action.

      “I thought you’d never ask,” Serena purred before crawling towards me on all fours. She crawled over my thighs until her face was level with my pussy, her ass gently bouncing in the air just begging to be spanked. He didn’t disappoint her, giving her a playful smack that left a faint red handprint on her cheek.

      “Oh, you naughty girl,” I teased before running my fingernails lightly down her spine, sending goosebumps across her skin. “You like that, huh?”

      “Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, already diving between my legs to lap at my wet folds. Her tongue was hot and slow, tracing lines from my entrance to my clit before dipping inside ever so slightly to tease me further.

      Meanwhile, I could see Craig position himself behind her, his hardness pressing against Serena’s entrance as he teased her with just the tip of him before pushing in a little further each time.

      Serena’s warm tongue and skilled fingers working magic on my clit while Craig steadily filled her up from behind.

      I gasped, my back arching as the pleasure surged through me. Serena’s mouth was exquisite, her tongue flicking and swirling with just the right amount of pressure. The room was filled with soft moans as Craig thrust into Serena, his breath coming in heavy bursts.

      “Oh, Jenny,” he groaned, his gaze locked onto me. “You have no idea how beautiful you look right now.”

      I bit my lip, watching him move in and out of Serena with a primal hunger. It was intoxicating; the way their bodies twisted together while she lavished attention on me made my heart race. I reached down, tangling my fingers in her hair, urging her on. “Don’t stop. Just like that.”

      “God, this is so hot,” Craig murmured, his voice thick as he gripped Serena’s hips tightly. With each thrust, he pushed her deeper into my warm center. I could feel the tension building within me as Serena’s tongue worked magic on me, the way she sucked and licked igniting every nerve ending in my body.

      Serena glanced up at me, her eyes dark with lust and mischief. “I want to hear you scream,” she breathed against my skin before pressing her mouth back to me, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

      Craig took that as encouragement and began to pump harder into Serena. I clenched my fists in her hair, feeling the warmth of her breath against my throbbing pussy as Craig found a steady rhythm.

      “Fuck,” I gasped. My body felt electric; every touch set off fireworks inside me. “You’re amazing.”

      “Just wait,” Craig said between breaths. He pulled back slightly before slamming back into her with renewed vigor, eliciting a loud moan from Serena.

      The tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter like a spring ready to burst. I could feel myself teetering on the edge, desperate for release but wanting it to last just a moment longer.

      “Don’t hold back,” Craig urged Serena, his voice commanding yet filled with lust. “Let Jenny have it all.”

      “Yes,” I gasped as I watched them move together.

      With every pulse of his hips against her soft curves, I felt myself climbing higher, closer to the edge of bliss. Serena’s tongue flicked faster over my clit while Craig's pace quickened behind her.

      “God, yes!” I cried out, feeling my orgasm bubbling at the surface.

      “Come for us, Jenny,” Craig growled fiercely, his eyes blazing with need.

      And at that moment—those words combined with every flick of Serena's tongue—sent me spiraling over the edge into pure ecstasy. My body shook violently as waves crashed over me; every sensation blurring together until I was lost in pleasure.

      Serena moaned loudly against me as she caught my release on her tongue just before Craig reached his peak too—his thrusts becoming err atic as he lost himself inside her. He filled Serena, who gasped and whimpered at the sensation. I could feel the vibrations of their pleasure echoing deep inside me, intensifying my own release.

      As my orgasm subsided, I pulled Serena up to me, our bodies slick and glistening under the soft light. I captured her lips in a heated kiss, tasting myself on her tongue. She melted against me, her breath mingling with mine in a heady rush.

      “So,” she breathed between kisses, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Who won the bet?”

      I laughed, still riding the aftershocks of our shared climax. “You would care about that right now.”

      Craig leaned over us, his hands exploring both our bodies—his fingers tracing the curves of my waist while his other hand caressed Serena’s back.

      “Why don’t we call it a tie?” he asked, his voice warm and husky.

      “No such thing,” Serena replied with a cheeky grin. “Which one would you have fucked first if you had to choose?”

      I giggled softly, feeling light-headed from the intensity of what we'd just shared. “Who cares? Serena, please!”

      “Ladies, it’s impossible to pick between the two of you.” Craig said playfully, raising an eyebrow as he positioned himself behind Serena once again.

      “Yes,” I breathed out, biting my lip in anticipation. “I’m definitely not done with either of you.”

      Serena turned to face him, a sultry smile playing on her lips as she took him into her hand and stroked him slowly. “I think we could all use another round.”
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