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      Sara dropped onto the couch with a dramatic sigh, flopping sideways so her head landed on my lap. “I swear, your apartment is more ‘home’ than my own place.”

      I laughed, running my fingers absently through her hair. “That’s because you’re here almost every night.”

      “She’s got a point,” Stephen added from the kitchen. He stood at the counter, popping a bag of popcorn into the microwave. “You basically live here.”

      Sara grinned up at me. “Should I start paying rent?”

      “Absolutely,” Stephen called over his shoulder. “But I’ll settle for you doing the dishes.”

      Sara made a disgusted noise and buried her face in my thigh. “Ugh, no thanks. I’d rather buy your love with snacks.”

      The microwave beeped. Stephen grabbed the bag and gave it a few shakes before ripping it open. “That reminds me—what’d you bring this time?”

      Sara sat up and pulled a bag of peanut M&M’s from her hoodie pocket, waving it triumphantly. “The essentials, obviously.”

      Stephen snorted. “You have a problem.”

      “A delicious problem,” she countered.

      I reached for the candy, but she pulled it out of my grasp. “Oh, no. These are communal, but I get first dibs.”

      I gave her a look. “Since when?”

      “Since I risked my life to get them,” she said, tucking the bag against her chest protectively. “The line at the store was insane. There was a woman in front of me who was way too emotionally invested in a coupon dispute. I barely made it out alive.”

      Stephen walked into the living room with the popcorn and sat on my other side, the warmth of his arm brushing against mine. “Tragic. You should get a medal.”

      “Right?” Sara tore open the bag and popped an M&M into her mouth. “So, what are we watching?”

      I grabbed the remote and scrolled through the options. “I was thinking something light. A rom-com, maybe?”

      Stephen groaned. “You always want rom-coms.”

      “Because they’re great.”

      “They’re predictable.”

      Sara leaned over me and stole a handful of popcorn from Stephen’s bowl. “I vote rom-com,” she said, crunching loudly. “That way, May and I can swoon over the love story while you sit there pretending you don’t care.”

      Stephen shot her a look. “I don’t pretend. I actually don’t care.”

      Sara and I exchanged a glance before replying in unison, “Sure.”

      He rolled his eyes but smirked, shaking his head as he threw a piece of popcorn at Sara. She gasped in mock outrage and threw one back, hitting him square in the chest.

      I sighed. “Can we please have one movie night where you two don’t start a food fight?”

      “No,” they both said at the same time.

      I sighed again, but I couldn’t stop the small smile tugging at my lips. This was our normal—Sara sprawled across the couch, Stephen playfully bickering with her, the air light and easy.

      The opening credits rolled, casting a soft flickering light across the living room. Sara had somehow claimed the middle seat between Stephen and me, curled up with her legs tucked beneath her. I didn’t mind—she always had a way of gravitating toward comfort, and Stephen and I had never denied her that.

      The movie started innocently enough—charming banter, lingering glances, the usual rom-com buildup. But about halfway in, things took a turn.

      On-screen, the lead characters were no longer trading playful insults. The tension between them snapped like a wire pulled too tight. A sudden kiss, desperate hands roaming, a low moan swallowed by another kiss.

      I swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of the warmth of Sara’s thigh pressing against mine.

      “Damn,” she murmured, shifting slightly. “I thought this was supposed to be a romantic comedy.”

      Stephen huffed a quiet laugh beside her. “I’m not complaining.”

      I stole a glance at him, but he was focused on the screen, a faint smirk playing on his lips. When I turned back to Sara, she was watching him, but not in the way she usually did. Not with teasing or amusement, but with something darker.

      Something fluttered low in my stomach.

      “You two are so lucky to have each other,” she said absently, her voice barely above a whisper.

      The words sat heavy in the air. Stephen shifted beside her, maybe catching the change in tone, but he didn’t say anything. I should have responded, should have laughed it off like we always did. Instead, I watched the way Sara’s fingers toyed with the edge of the blanket draped over her lap, the way she quickly looked away from Stephen like she’d said too much.

      And I felt it—a slow, curling heat—not just at her words, but at the way she looked at him. At the way my body reacted to it.

      I exhaled slowly, shifting against the couch. Sara glanced at me, her brows furrowing slightly like she’d just realized I was watching her. She bit her lower lip, hesitating.

      “Do you…” I asked before I could stop myself.

      She blinked. “Do I what?”

      I hesitated. Want this? Want him? Want… me?

      “Never mind,” I said quickly, shaking my head. My heart pounded.

      The movie played on, but none of us were really watching anymore. The scene on-screen had cooled, but the tension in the room hadn’t.

      Beside her, Stephen stretched, his arm naturally resting along the back of the couch. Close enough to touch, but not quite. I knew how his hands felt. How his warmth could pull someone in, make them feel safe.

      I wondered if Sara had ever imagined it. I wondered why I wasn’t unsettled by the idea.

      After the movie ended, we moved through the familiar motions of cleaning up—empty popcorn bowls stacked in the sink, blankets shaken out, the hum of quiet conversation filling the space between us. But something had shifted. It was subtle, but I could feel it humming beneath my skin.

      Sara stretched her arms above her head with a small groan, her hoodie lifting just enough to expose a sliver of skin at her waist. “I swear, your couch gets smaller every time I sleep on it.”

      Stephen chuckled as he wiped his hands on a dish towel. “It’s the same size as always.”

      “Well, my patience is shrinking, then,” she quipped, nudging me with her hip. “Do I have to steal another one of your shirts, or are you going to offer like a good host?”

      I smirked. “Top drawer. Take your pick.”

      She disappeared into the bedroom, and I felt Stephen’s presence behind me before he spoke. “She seems comfortable here,” he said, his voice low, thoughtful.

      I turned to face him, leaning against the counter. “She always has been.”

      His gaze lingered on the empty doorway for a moment longer before he exhaled, shaking his head as if clearing a thought. I didn’t ask what he was thinking. I was unprepared for the answer.

      A few minutes later, Sara padded back into the living room, barefoot, wearing one of Stephen’s old T-shirts. It was oversized, hanging off her shoulder, the hem brushing mid-thigh. She ran a hand through her hair as she sat back down on the couch, completely at ease.

      Stephen hesitated.

      It was barely perceptible, just a brief pause before he moved, but I caught it. The way his gaze flickered, how his jaw tensed ever so slightly as he took her in. He wasn’t trying to look. He just couldn’t help it.

      And I couldn’t help noticing.

      Heat curled in my stomach, unexpected but undeniable. I waited for the familiar sting of jealousy to creep in, but it never came. Instead, something darker, deeper, settled in its place.

      Sara yawned again, curling her legs beneath her on the couch. “Alright, what’s next? Another movie? Or are you two finally going to kick me out so you can have your romantic evening?”

      Stephen cleared his throat, leaning against the arm of the couch. “You’re not exactly a third wheel, Sara. You know that.”

      She grinned. “Oh, I know. But I also know when I’m overstaying my welcome.”

      “You’re not,” I said quickly, my voice firmer than I intended. Both of them looked at me, and I felt my cheeks flush. “I mean… it’s fine. You’re fine.”

      Sara tilted her head, studying me with a faint smile. “You sure? You’ve got that look on your face.”

      “What look?”

      “Like you’re thinking too hard about something.” She stretched out her legs, her toes brushing against Stephen’s thigh accidentally. He shifted slightly but didn’t move away.

      I swallowed, my eyes darting between them. “Just… thinking about how weird it is that we’ve been friends for so long and yet sometimes it feels like there’s still more to figure out.”

      Sara raised an eyebrow, but before she could respond, Stephen spoke. “About what?” His tone was casual, but there was an edge to it—a curiosity that mirrored my own.

      I shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “About us. All of us.”

      The room fell quiet for a moment, the only sound the faint hum of the TV screen saver bouncing around the room. Sara leaned back against the cushions, her fingers idly tracing patterns on the fabric of Stephen’s shirt she was wearing.

      Finally, she broke the silence. “Well, if you figure it out, let me know. Because I think I’m just along for the ride at this point.” She laughed softly, but there was something in her voice—something that made my pulse quicken.

      Stephen glanced at me then, his expression unreadable. But there was a question in his eyes—one I wasn’t sure I had the answer to.

      I took a deep breath and sat down beside Sara on the couch, close enough that our shoulders brushed. She turned to look at me, her expression softening.

      “You good?” she asked quietly.

      “Yeah,” I said, even though I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “Just… don’t go anywhere yet.”

      She smiled faintly and leaned her head against my shoulder—just as she had earlier with Stephen—and I felt that same strange warmth bloom in my chest.

      Stephen, sat down on her other side, his hand brushing against hers as he settled in. For a moment, none of us spoke. The tension in the room was palpable now—not uncomfortable but forbidden all the same.

      I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my ears. The words I’d been holding back for weeks—months, maybe—were bubbling up, and I couldn’t stop them. “I’ve always wanted to try a threesome.”

      The silence that followed was deafening. Sara froze, her head lifting slowly from my shoulder. Her eyes widened, and she stared at me like I’d just spoken in a language she didn’t understand. Stephen, on the other side of her, went still too. His gaze flicked between us, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then, slowly, a smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth—knowing, curious, and just a little dangerous.

      “May,” Sara said finally, her voice soft but laced with uncertainty. “What are you saying?”

      I hesitated, my throat dry. “I mean… with you. And Stephen.” My voice wavered, but I pressed on. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while. About… us. All of us.”

      Sara blinked, her lips parting slightly as if she were about to speak but couldn’t find the words. Stephen leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on his knees as he looked at me intently.

      “Are you serious?” he asked quietly.

      I nodded, my cheeks burning. “Yeah. I am.”

      Sara exhaled sharply and ran a hand through her hair. “Wow. Okay. That’s… not what I expected to hear tonight.”

      “It doesn’t have to be anything,” I said quickly, suddenly terrified I’d ruined everything. “I just… wanted to say it.”

      Sara looked at me for a long moment, her expression softening. Then she glanced at Stephen, who gave her a small nod—an unspoken agreement that they were in this together.

      “May,” Sara said slowly, reaching out to take my hand. Her touch was warm and steady, and it grounded me somehow. “This is… a lot.”

      “I know,” I whispered.

      She hesitated again before leaning in closer, her face inches from mine. My breath caught as her gaze flicked down to my lips and then back up to my eyes. “But… if you’re sure…”

      “I am,” I breathed.

      And then she kissed me—softly at first, tentative and unsure, like she was testing the waters. My heart raced as I kissed her back, my fingers tangling in the fabric of Stephen’s shirt she was still wearing. It was strange and familiar all at once—Sara’s lips on mine felt different than Stephen’s yet somehow right.

      When she pulled back slightly, her cheeks were flushed, and she looked at me with a mix of curiosity and vulnerability. “Okay,” she whispered.

      I turned to Stephen then, my pulse quickening as I saw the heat in his eyes. He didn’t say anything—he didn’t need to. Instead, he reached out and cupped my face gently before kissing me deeply. His kiss was firm and confident, grounding me in the moment even as my head spun.

      When he broke away, he turned to Sara and kissed her too—this time with the same intensity he had with me. Sara’s breath hitched, her hands instinctively reaching for his shoulders as their lips met. I watched, my heart pounding, as Stephen’s hand slid to the back of her neck, pulling her closer. The room felt electric, charged with something I couldn’t name but had dreamed about for so long.

      When they pulled apart, Sara looked dazed, her lips parted and her eyes dark. She turned to me, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached for the hem of Stephen’s shirt she was wearing. “May,” she said softly, “help me with this?”

      I nodded, my hands joining hers as we lifted the fabric over her head. The shirt fell to the floor, leaving her in just a simple lace bra. My gaze lingered on the curve of her shoulders, the softness of her skin, before I met her eyes again. There was no hesitation left in them now—only heat and a shared understanding.

      Her hands moved to the buttons of my blouse, and I let her take control, my breath hitching as she undid them one by one. When the fabric slipped from my shoulders, I felt exposed in a way that thrilled me. Her fingertips brushed against my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine.

      “You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

      Before I could respond, Stephen stepped closer, his chest bare now as he tossed his shirt aside. He wrapped an arm around each of us, pulling us into a tight embrace. His skin was warm against mine, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart as he kissed my temple and then Sara’s.

      “Are you both sure?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

      I nodded without hesitation. “Yes.”

      Sara echoed me softly. “Yes.”

      Stephen’s hands trailed down my back, his touch igniting something deep within me. At the same time, Sara leaned in to kiss me again—this time with more confidence. Her tongue brushed against mine tentatively at first, then more boldly as we lost ourselves in the moment.

      My hands fumbled with the clasp of Sara’s bra until it finally came undone. She let it fall away, and I couldn’t help but admire her—the softness of her curves, the way she looked at me with such trust and desire.

      Stephen’s lips found my neck as Sara kissed me deeply, his hands exploring every inch of skin he could reach. The sensation was overwhelming in the best way possible—like every nerve in my body had come alive at once.

      Sara’s fingers traced the waistband of my jeans before she undid the button and zipper slowly. I stepped out of them as they pooled at my feet, standing there in nothing but my underwear while both of their eyes raked over me hungrily.

      “You two are incredible,” Stephen murmured before kissing Sara again—harder this time—while his hand slid up my thigh. While there, he tugged on my panties until they fell to the floor, just as Sara peeled off her own pair.

      Sara then dropped to her knees, licking her lips while her hands moved across Stephen’s jean-covered thighs. “I’ve always wondered what your boyfriend tastes like,” she murmured.

      I dropped down beside her and unfastened Stephen’s jeans. “Well, why don’t you find out?” I pulled his cock out of his briefs, watching Sara’s eyes widen at how thick and long he was.

      She hesitated for just a moment, her gaze flicking up to me for reassurance. I nodded, my own desire flaring as I watched her lean in, her lips parting. The first touch of her tongue to the tip of his cock made him groan, his hand tangling in her hair. My heart raced as I took him into my own mouth, savoring the weight and heat of him against my tongue.

      We worked in tandem, our mouths moving together in a rhythm that felt almost instinctual. Sara’s soft moans mingled with Stephen’s low growls, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. I could feel the tension building in him, his hips rocking slightly as he struggled to stay still.

      “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You two are going to kill me.”

      Sara giggled softly, the sound vibrating against him, and I couldn’t help but smile around him too. Her hand reached out to intertwine with mine, our fingers locking as we continued to pleasure him together. The intimacy of it—her skin against mine, Stephen’s cock filling my mouth—was almost overwhelming.

      I pulled back slightly, letting Sara take more of him while I focused on teasing the sensitive underside with my tongue. Her eyes met mine, dark and glazed with desire, and I felt a surge of affection for her that went beyond friendship. This moment was about more than just physical pleasure—it was about trust, vulnerability, and the unspoken bond between us.

      Stephen’s breathing grew ragged, his grip tightening in our hair. “I’m close,” he warned, his voice barely more than a growl.

      Sara and I didn’t stop. If anything, we doubled down, our movements becoming more urgent as we pushed him toward the edge. When he finally came with a deep groan, Sara took most of it eagerly while I leaned back slightly just so I could watch her swallow every last drop.

      Stephen’s breathing grew ragged, his grip tightening in our hair. “I’m close,” he warned, his voice barely more than a growl.

      Sara and I didn’t stop. If anything, we doubled down, our movements becoming more urgent as we pushed him toward the edge. When he finally came with a deep groan, Sara took most of it eagerly while I leaned back slightly just so I could watch her swallow every last drop.

      But it wasn’t enough. I was filled with the urge to taste my best friend for the first time. I laid her back on the floor and climbed over her, kissing her lips then her jaw, slowly making my way down to her perfect breasts.

      Sara’s breath hitched as I took one of her nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. She arched her back, her fingers tangling in my hair, urging me closer. “May,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “That feels so good.” I switched to the other nipple, sucking gently at first, then harder as her moans grew louder.

      I kissed my way down her stomach, savoring the warmth of her skin beneath my lips. When I reached her pussy, I glanced up at her. Her eyes were dark with desire, her cheeks flushed. “Please,” she begged, and I didn’t need any more encouragement.

      I settled between her thighs. Her scent was intoxicating, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I pressed a soft kiss to the inside of her thigh before finally letting my tongue find its way to her wetness.

      Sara gasped, her hands gripping the carpet as I licked a slow, deliberate line up her center. I could feel how aroused she was, and it only made me want to give her more. I focused on her clit, sucking lightly at first, then increasing the pressure as she began to writhe beneath me.

      “Oh God, May,” she moaned, her hips bucking against my mouth. “Don’t stop.”

      I didn’t. I kept going, alternating between flicking my tongue over her clit and plunging it inside her until she was trembling on the edge. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, and then she came with a shuddering gasp, her body going taut before collapsing back onto the floor.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Stephen watching us intently, his hand stroking his cock. He was already hard again, his gaze locked on Sara’s flushed face as she caught her breath. I felt a surge of possessiveness mingled with desire—this was everything I had wanted.

      Sara reached for me then, pulling me up to kiss me deeply. “That was amazing,” she murmured against my lips. “Your turn?”

      Before I could say anything, she flipped me onto my back and settled between my thighs. I tugged on my nipples as her breath fanned across my wet pussy.

      Her tongue was electric as she lapped at me, her movements slow and deliberate, as if she were savoring every inch of me. I moaned, my hands gripping the carpet as she teased my clit with the tip of her tongue, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. “Sara,” I gasped, my hips lifting to meet her mouth.

      Stephen moved behind her then, his presence a warm weight in the room. I could hear his low, steady breathing as he knelt down, his hands gripping Sara’s hips. He ran the tip of his cock between her ass cheeks, teasing her as she continued to work me with her mouth. The sight of them together was almost too much to bear—my best friend’s head buried between my thighs and my boyfriend poised to take her from behind.

      “Stephen,” Sara whimpered, pausing for a moment to look back at him. Her voice was thick with need, and I could see the way her body trembled with anticipation.

      He didn’t hesitate. With a firm grip on her hips, he pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully inside. Sara let out a low moan, her head dropping forward as she resumed licking me, her tongue moving faster now, more urgent.

      I was caught in the middle of it all—Sara’s mouth on me, Stephen’s deep thrusts into her—and the sensation was overwhelming. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my breath coming in short gasps as I watched them together. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, each thrust driving Sara’s face harder against me.

      “Fuck,” Stephen groaned, his pace quickening. “You feel so good.”

      Sara moaned in response, her tongue working me relentlessly until I couldn’t hold back anymore. My orgasm crashed over me like a wave, my body shuddering as I cried out, my fingers tangling in Sara’s hair. She didn’t stop until every last spasm had left me trembling.

      As I lay there catching my breath, Stephen’s thrusts grew more erratic, his grip on Sara tightening as he neared his own climax. With a deep groan, he came inside her, his body jerking with the force of it. Sara let out a soft cry, her own release following close behind.

      For a moment, the only sound in the room was our heavy breathing as we all came down from the high. Stephen pulled out slowly and collapsed onto the floor beside us, his hand reaching for mine. Sara kissed my thigh gently before crawling up to lie on my other side.

      The next morning, the light filtered through the blinds, soft and golden, casting long shadows over us. For the first time ever, the three of us had shared the same bed. I stretched, my muscles pleasantly sore, my body still humming with the remnants of the night before.

      Beside me, Stephen shifted, his arm draped lazily over my waist. His warmth was familiar, grounding. But it was the other warmth—the unfamiliar one—that sent a quiet thrill through me.

      Sara.

      She lay on her side, half-covered by the sheets, her hair spilling over the pillow. Her breathing was steady, peaceful. If I hadn’t been awake to see it myself, I might not have believed the way the three of us had fit together last night.

      But now morning was here, and morning meant reality.

      I watched as Sara’s lashes fluttered, her brow furrowing slightly before her eyes opened. For a second, she looked content, relaxed. Then the realization seemed to hit, and she stilled.

      “Hey,” I murmured, my voice still thick with sleep.

      Her gaze flickered to mine, hesitant, searching. “Hey.”

      Stephen made a sleepy noise behind me, tightening his hold before groggily blinking awake. “Mmm. Morning.” His voice was rough, warm.

      Sara shifted, sitting up slightly. The sheet slid down her shoulder, revealing soft, golden skin. She bit her lip. I reached for her before she could move too far away, my fingers wrapping gently around her wrist. “You don’t have to go.”

      Sara stilled, her lips parting slightly. She glanced at Stephen, as if checking to see if he agreed. He met her gaze, his expression unreadable for a moment—then, slowly, he smiled. “She’s right. Stay.”

      She exhaled a quiet laugh, shaking her head. “I mean, is that… what you both want?”

      I didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

      Stephen’s hand slid up my back, grounding me. Sara studied us for a long moment, her eyes flickering with something unreadable—hope, maybe, or disbelief. Then, finally, her shoulders relaxed. “Okay,” she said softly.

      I grinned, tugging her back down between us. She let out a startled laugh as she landed against the pillows.

      “You guys are ridiculous,” she mumbled, but I could hear the smile in her voice.

      Stephen smirked, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You love it.”

      She rolled her eyes but didn’t deny it.

      I sat up, grinning. “I’m going to go make us some breakfast.”

      Sara stretched, her shirt slipping down one shoulder. “If I’m staying, I’m eating half your pancakes.”

      Stephen groaned. “You’re going to eat all my pancakes.”

      I just laughed, settling back into the warmth of them both. Our sleepovers were definitely about to change. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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      The restaurant glowed with candlelight, soft and golden, casting shadows across the pristine white tablecloth. A string quartet played in the corner, and Jake sat across from me, looking devastatingly handsome in his navy suit. His wedding band gleamed under the low light, a quiet reminder that we had made it—one year, married.

      I smiled at him over the rim of my wine glass. “Can you believe it’s already been a year?”

      Jake grinned, reaching for my hand. “Best year of my life.”

      Warmth bloomed in my chest. He had a way of making me feel like the center of the universe, like nothing else mattered. Tonight was perfect—until his phone buzzed on the table.

      He glanced at the screen, and in an instant, his expression shifted. His smile faded, replaced by a furrow in his brow.

      “What is it?” I asked, my fingers tightening slightly around my glass.

      Jake shook his head, exhaling through his nose as he locked the screen and set his phone aside. “Nothing,” he said, though the crease between his eyebrows didn’t smooth out. “Just… Jasmine is between jobs and can’t qualify for an apartment yet.”

      I blinked. Jasmine.

      My stomach twisted slightly, but I kept my expression neutral. “That’s terrible.”

      Jake nodded, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah. I guess she’s hoping she can find a place to stay until her first paycheck comes in.”

      The words were out of my mouth before I even thought them through. “Well, she can stay with us.”

      Jake’s head snapped up. His brows lifted, eyes searching mine. “Are you sure?”

      The air between us suddenly felt heavier, charged with something unspoken. Jasmine wasn’t just any friend. She was Jake’s old college crush—the one who had never reciprocated his feelings, the one he had talked about in passing with a nostalgic sort of fondness. They had never dated, but I knew. Every woman knows when another woman once had a place in her husband’s heart.

      I hesitated, but only for a moment. Then I forced a small smile, nodding. “Yeah, of course. It’s just temporary, right?”

      Jake studied me, his gaze careful, as if he were waiting for me to take it back. But I didn’t. Even though something in my chest tightened, even though doubt whispered at the back of my mind, I held his gaze and assured him.

      “I’m okay with it,” I said.

      And I almost believed it.

      Jake didn’t answer right away. His fingers traced the rim of his whiskey glass, eyes flickering with something I couldn’t quite read. Was it hesitation? Relief? Guilt?

      “Okay,” he said finally, his voice careful. “If you’re sure.”

      I smiled, or at least I thought I did. “I wouldn’t have offered if I wasn’t.”

      That part was a lie. I had offered without thinking—without considering what it would mean to have Jasmine in our home, living under the same roof, sitting at our kitchen table in the morning, wrapped in a blanket on our couch at night. I had met her only a handful of times over the years, and though she had always been friendly, something about her had unsettled me. Maybe it was because she was the kind of woman who seemed effortlessly captivating—who could make men lean in just by the way she tilted her head, who made women second-guess themselves without saying a word.

      Jake nodded, but his gaze lingered on mine, as if he were giving me one last chance to take it back. I didn’t.

      Instead, I reached for my wine glass and took a slow sip. “You should let her know.”

      Jake exhaled, then picked up his phone. He typed quickly, his fingers moving with the ease of familiarity. A few seconds later, his screen lit up again, the reply instant.

      “She says thank you,” he said, glancing up. “And that she’ll try not to be in the way.”

      I let out a small laugh, though I wasn’t sure why. “I doubt that.”

      Jake smirked, swirling the amber liquid in his glass. “You don’t think she’ll stay out of the way?”

      I shrugged, watching the way the candlelight flickered in his eyes. “I think Jasmine doesn’t know how to be in the background.”

      His expression shifted, but he didn’t argue. That alone made something tighten in my chest.

      The waiter arrived with our dessert, a rich chocolate soufflé with a drizzle of raspberry sauce. I picked up my spoon, but my appetite had dulled. Across from me, Jake dug into his with easy enjoyment, oblivious to the unease creeping into my bones.

      I had invited Jasmine into our home.

      I just hoped I wasn’t going to regret it.
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        * * *

      

      When the doorbell rang, my stomach twisted in a way I hadn’t anticipated. I had spent the morning tidying the guest room, fluffing pillows, folding towels, telling myself that this was fine—temporary, harmless, the right thing to do. But now, standing at the door, I hesitated.

      Jake, on the other hand, didn’t. He strode past me, pulling the door open with a casual ease that made my chest tighten.

      And there she was.

      Jasmine stood on our doorstep, framed by the golden light of the afternoon sun, looking unfairly, impossibly beautiful. Her dark hair spilled over one shoulder in thick, loose waves, catching the light with every movement. Her skin—smooth, warm, kissed with the kind of glow that made her seem airbrushed in real life—was without flaw. She wore a fitted black sweater, the neckline just loose enough to hint at the delicate collarbones beneath, and high-waisted jeans that hugged a figure I would have called effortless if I didn’t already know better.

      She had always been beautiful. I had known that, had seen it in passing, in photos, in fleeting social events where we exchanged polite words. But up close, with nothing between us but the threshold of my own home, it was… unnerving.

      “Hey,” she said, smiling in that easy, natural way that made people want to get close. “Thank you so much for this.”

      Her voice was soft, honeyed but not sweet. I could feel her gratitude, but there was something else too—something in the way her dark eyes flicked past me, searching for Jake before settling back on me with quiet assessment.

      Jake reached for one of her bags. “It’s no problem, really. Come in.”

      Jasmine stepped inside, and with her came the faint scent of jasmine and vanilla—light but lingering, the kind of scent that stays in a room long after someone has left it. I closed the door behind her, trying to ignore the way my pulse had quickened, trying to pretend I wasn’t aware of the way Jake’s posture had shifted, just slightly.

      She turned to me, still smiling, and I hated that I had to look up at her. She wasn’t much taller than me, but she carried herself like she was—like she took up space, like she knew exactly how much attention she drew just by standing there.

      “I really can’t thank you enough, Olivia.” Her gaze was warm, genuine, and yet somehow it unsettled me. “This means a lot.”

      My throat was dry. “Of course,” I said, my voice coming out a little too clipped. “It’s only temporary.”

      Something flickered across her face—amusement? Understanding? I couldn’t tell, and that only made my skin prickle.

      Jake gestured toward the hallway. “Come on, I’ll show you the guest room.”

      As he led her away, I stayed behind, gripping my arms tightly across my chest.

      Jasmine was beautiful. That much I had always known. But standing here now, I realized something else.

      I wasn’t just jealous of her.

      I was drawn to her.

      And that terrified me more than anything.

      It didn’t take long for Jasmine to settle in.

      By the second day, she had made herself at home, walking around in bare feet, draping herself over the couch with effortless ease, her long legs tucked beneath her. She fit into our space so seamlessly it was almost unsettling—like she had always been here, like she belonged.

      And Jake… he noticed.

      Not in a way that was obvious or inappropriate, but in ways that made my stomach twist with something I wasn’t ready to name. It was in the way he laughed more often now, in the way his body language softened around her. They had a history, not romantic but familiar, a shared past that allowed for easy conversation, for inside jokes I wasn’t a part of.

      “You still put ketchup on your eggs?” Jake teased one morning, shaking his head as he leaned against the counter.

      Jasmine smirked, flicking a piece of toast at him. “Don’t judge me, you’ve been wrong about breakfast foods since college.”

      I looked up from my coffee, feeling strangely out of place as they laughed like no time had passed between them.

      I had never seen Jake this way—not since the early days of our relationship, when we were still learning each other, still finding excuses to touch, to laugh, to lean in closer than necessary. It wasn’t that he didn’t love me now. I knew he did. But marriage had settled him, had settled us. Our interactions had become comfortable, familiar. Predictable.

      Jasmine wasn’t predictable.

      She was light and energy, magnetic without trying. She draped herself over the back of the couch when she talked, her fingers idly playing with the ends of her hair. She stole sips from Jake’s glass without asking. When she laughed, she reached out, brushing his arm, her touch fleeting but natural.

      I noticed everything.

      And it made me feel like a stranger in my own home.

      I tried to tell myself I was imagining it, that I was being ridiculous. But then there were moments—small, insignificant things that shouldn’t have mattered but did. Like the way Jake’s eyes lingered on her a second too long when she stretched in the morning, her tank top riding up just enough to reveal a sliver of skin. Or the way Jasmine’s gaze flicked toward me after, as if she knew I had noticed.

      I didn’t know what was worse—the jealousy curling in my chest, or the fact that I couldn’t stop looking at her either.

      Because Jasmine wasn’t just beautiful.

      She was intoxicating.

      And the longer she was here, the harder it was to ignore the way my body reacted to her—the warmth that spread beneath my skin when she leaned in close, the unspoken tension in the air when our eyes met and held just a second too long.

      I told myself it was just insecurity, that I was overthinking everything.

      But deep down, I knew the truth.

      Jasmine had changed something.
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        * * *

      

      The house was quiet, wrapped in the heavy stillness of late night. Jake had gone to bed hours ago, but sleep had eluded me. Instead, I found myself in the dim glow of the living room, curled into the corner of the couch with a half-empty glass of wine, my thoughts restless.

      Jasmine padded in from the kitchen, her steps light against the hardwood. She had changed into one of Jake’s old college T-shirts, worn thin with time, draping over her in a way that made my stomach tighten.

      “Couldn’t sleep?” she asked, her voice hushed in the stillness.

      I shook my head, watching as she lowered herself onto the couch beside me, tucking one leg beneath her. The couch was large, but suddenly it felt too small, her presence stretching into the space between us.

      She took a sip from her own glass, her eyes on me over the rim. “You’ve been quiet.”

      I let out a soft, breathy laugh, more exhale than amusement. “I guess I have.”

      Jasmine tilted her head, studying me. She did that often—looked at me too long, too deeply, as if peeling back layers I wasn’t ready to shed.

      “Are you regretting letting me stay?” she asked, her voice softer now.

      The question shouldn’t have made my chest tighten, but it did. I met her gaze, searching for any trace of teasing, but there was none. Only quiet curiosity, laced with something else—something I wasn’t ready to name.

      “No,” I said, but it wasn’t entirely true. I wasn’t sure what I regretted.

      Jasmine set her glass on the coffee table, shifting closer. “You don’t have to pretend, you know.”

      My breath caught. “Pretend what?”

      “That you don’t feel it too.”

      The space between us collapsed in an instant. She was close now, so close I could see the faint freckles dusting her nose, the way her lips parted just slightly, as if she were considering something dangerous.

      My pulse pounded in my throat. “Jasmine—”

      She reached out, her fingers brushing my knee, barely touching, and yet I felt it everywhere.

      I should have pulled away. I should have said something, anything, to break the moment before it unraveled into something I couldn’t take back.

      But I didn’t.

      Instead, I stayed frozen, caught in the pull of something I didn’t fully understand.

      And then, she kissed me.

      It was soft at first, hesitant, as if she was waiting for me to push her away. But I didn’t. My fingers curled into the fabric of her shirt, holding on, grounding myself against the way the room spun.

      The kiss deepened, a slow burn that ignited something buried too deep to name. Her hands slid up my arms, her touch featherlight but electric. I made a sound—something between a gasp and a sigh—and that seemed to undo her.

      But just as quickly as it had started, I pulled away, breathless, my heart hammering.

      “Jasmine, we—”

      She exhaled, her forehead resting against mine for a beat too long before she pulled back, her eyes searching mine. “I know.”

      We didn’t speak after that. She stood first, grabbing her glass and disappearing down the hall, leaving me alone with the weight of what we had just done.
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        * * *

      

      Jake noticed the shift almost immediately.

      The next morning, he stood in the kitchen, sipping his coffee as he watched me move about the room. He said nothing at first, but his eyes lingered—watchful, curious, assessing.

      Jasmine entered moments later, stretching her arms over her head, her shirt riding up just enough to reveal the smooth expanse of her stomach.

      Jake’s gaze flicked between us. Something tightened in his expression, not quite suspicion but something close.

      He wasn’t stupid.

      He saw the way I hesitated before meeting Jasmine’s eyes. The way she bit her lip, the way I flushed too easily.

      And yet, beneath the quiet tension in his gaze, there was something else—something darker, something intrigued.

      Jake stepped forward, brushing a loose strand of hair from my face, his touch lingering. “Everything okay, Olivia?”

      Jasmine’s breath hitched beside me.

      I swallowed, forcing a smile. “Of course.”

      Jake didn’t answer right away. Instead, he glanced toward Jasmine, his expression unreadable.

      “Good,” he murmured. But the way his fingers traced the small of my back told me he wasn’t convinced.

      He knew. And he wasn’t just protective.

      He was waiting.
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        * * *

      

      That night, the air in the house felt different, heavier.

      Jake had sensed it all day, his eyes lingering on me, on Jasmine, on the space between us that seemed to shrink and expand in turns. He hadn’t said anything outright, but I could feel it in the way his hand found the small of my back more often, in the way his gaze flicked toward Jasmine when he thought I wasn’t looking.

      And Jasmine… she was different too. Quieter. More watchful. Almost hesitant in a way that made my stomach twist, though I wasn’t sure if it was guilt or anticipation.

      By the time the three of us had settled in the living room, the weight of it was unbearable.

      Jasmine sat curled into the corner of the couch, legs tucked beneath her, cup of tea balanced in one hand. Jake was on the opposite end, his arm draped over the back, his body relaxed, but his eyes sharp. I sat between them, close enough to feel the heat of both their bodies, but not touching either.

      Jasmine sighed, tilting her head against the cushion. “It’s been a long time since I’ve felt… settled anywhere.”

      I glanced at her, something tightening in my chest. “Do you?”

      She smiled, small but real. “Yeah. I do.”

      Jake watched her, his fingers idly tracing the rim of his cup. “You’ve never really been one to settle, though.”

      Jasmine let out a quiet laugh. “Maybe I never had a reason to.”

      The air shifted again, thickening, pressing in around us. I felt it when Jake’s hand found my knee, his touch light but grounding. I felt it in the way Jasmine’s eyes lingered on his hand before flicking up to mine.

      She exhaled slowly, then set her cup down. “About last night…”

      I stiffened. Jake’s fingers tensed against my skin.

      She didn’t finish the sentence, and she didn’t have to.

      I swallowed, my pulse thrumming in my ears. “We don’t have to talk about it.”

      Jasmine’s gaze softened. “But do you want to?”

      Jake’s hand moved, sliding up to my thigh, not possessive but steady, like an anchor. His voice was quiet, measured. “Do you?”

      I looked between them, my heart hammering, my body betraying me with the way it warmed beneath their combined focus.

      I had spent the past day trying to ignore the way I had felt in that moment with Jasmine—the confusion, the ache, the wanting. But sitting here now, caught between my husband and the woman who had somehow shaken up everything, I realized something terrifying.

      I didn’t want to ignore it.

      I didn’t want to stop.

      My breath came unsteady. “I don’t know what I want.”

      Jasmine shifted, closing the space between us. “I think you do.”

      Jake exhaled, slow and deep, his grip on my thigh tightening, his body angling toward me.

      And then, just like before, the space disappeared.

      Jasmine reached for me first, her fingers sliding against my cheek, her touch warm, hesitant. I leaned into it without thinking, without breathing. Her lips were soft when they met mine, slow at first—like a question, like a promise.

      Then I felt Jake behind me, his body pressing close, his breath at my ear. His fingers trailed up my arm, sending shivers across my skin.

      He didn’t stop us.

      He didn’t pull away.

      And when I turned to him, my lips parting on a shaky breath, he kissed me like he had been waiting for this moment all along.

      Jasmine’s hand slid from my cheek down to my neck, her touch igniting a fire that spread through me. Her lips moved against mine with a hunger that matched my own, and when she pulled away slightly, her eyes were dark, searching mine for permission. I gave it to her with a nod, my breath hitching as she leaned in again, her kiss deeper this time, more insistent.

      Jake’s hands were everywhere—on my hips, my waist, my shoulders—his touch possessive yet tender. He kissed my neck, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin just below my ear, and I felt a shudder run through me. I turned to face him, our lips meeting in a kiss that was familiar yet new.

      Jasmine’s hands moved to the hem of my shirt, tugging it upward. I lifted my arms instinctively, letting her pull it over my head. Her gaze lingered on the curve of my breasts, her breath catching as she reached out to unhook my bra. The cool air hit my skin as it fell away, and I felt exposed but not vulnerable—not with the way they both looked at me.

      Her hands reached inside my panties and slid them down with my leggings. Her hands swept over my ass and legs as she moved the last of my clothes down toward the floor.

      Jake’s eyes darkened as he took me in, his hands sliding up my sides. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick.

      Jasmine leaned in again, her lips trailing down my neck to my collarbone. Her hands found Jake’s jeans, and I felt her fingers fumbling with the button before she managed to undo it. She slid down the zipper slowly, her eyes locked on mine as she reached inside and wrapped her hand around his hard cock.

      Jake groaned softly, his forehead resting against mine as Jasmine began to stroke him. My own arousal spiked at the sound, at the sight of her hand stroking a cock that was hard for her while he kissed me. I could feel the tension in his body, the way he was holding back.

      “Olivia,” he whispered against my lips, his voice rough. “Tell me what you want.”

      I hesitated for a moment, then turned to Jasmine. Her lips were swollen from kissing me, her cheeks flushed. I reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed quickly after, then her jeans and panties. Now she was naked like me.

      I kissed her again, harder this time, my hands exploring her body—her curves, her softness—as she moaned into my mouth. Jake’s hands joined mine, his touch firm and confident as he caressed us both.

      Jasmine broke the kiss and looked at Jake. “Your turn,” she said softly.

      He didn’t need to be told twice. He stood up, stripping off his shirt and jeans in one swift motion before kneeling between us on the couch. His hands found our hips as he pulled us closer to him.

      Jasmine’s hand brushed against mine as we both leaned in, our eyes locked on Jake’s cock, hard and straining between us. I glanced at Jasmine, her lips parted, her breath shallow, and for a moment, it was like the world had narrowed to just the three of us.

      I licked my lips and leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to trace the tip of him. Jasmine mirrored me on the other side, her own tongue meeting mine in a fleeting touch before we both pulled back slightly. My cheeks flushed at the intimacy of it, but I didn’t hesitate. I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the weight of him on my tongue, the way he groaned above us.

      Jasmine followed suit, her lips wrapping around him just below where I had taken him. Our movements were tentative at first, uncertain how to navigate this new dynamic, but soon we found a rhythm. My tongue swirled around him as I pulled back slightly, only for Jasmine to take over with a similar motion. Our eyes met again over his length, and it made me feel closer to her.

      Jake’s hands tangled in our hair, not guiding but simply holding on, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained as he tilted his head back. “You two... Jesus.”

      I could feel Jasmine’s lips moving against mine as we worked together, our tongues brushing occasionally in an accidental dance that sent a shiver down my spine. It was messy and imperfect and so intensely intimate that I could hardly think straight. My own arousal was dripping between my legs, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Jasmine was as wet as I was, too.

      Jasmine’s hand found mine again as we moved together, our fingers interlocking for a brief moment before we both focused on Jake. His hips bucked slightly beneath us, and I could tell he was close from the way his breathing hitched and his grip on our hair tightened.

      “I’m gonna—” he started to say, but his words broke off into a low groan as he came. I pulled back slightly but kept my lips around him as he pulsed against my tongue. Jasmine did the same until he was spent.

      I sat back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as Jasmine did the same. Her face was flushed, her eyes bright as she looked at me.

      “You’re turn,” she told me with a mischievous glint in her eye. My own eyes widened as she nudged my shoulders down toward the couch until I was laying on my back. She kissed her way to my breasts, sucking on one nipple and then the other, and began to pepper kisses down my stomach.

      I stopped her by clutching her hair. “No,” I said. “It’s our turn.”

      She knew what I meant. She climbed up my body and turned her hips, lowering them over my face. She dipped her head between our thighs, and together we began to taste each other for the first time.

      Her pussy hovered above me, glistening and warm, the scent of her arousal filling my senses as I tilted my head to meet her. My tongue flicked out tentatively, tasting her first, and she shuddered above me. Jasmine’s mouth was already on me, her tongue circling my clit with a skill that made my legs tremble. I moaned into her, my hands gripping her hips as I let myself get lost in the rhythm of it.

      From my vantage point beneath her, I could see Jake watching us, his cock already hard again as he kneeled behind Jasmine. His hands ran up her thighs, spreading her wider, and I caught the moment he positioned himself against her entrance. My breath hitched as I watched him push into her slowly, the way her body stretched to accommodate him. Her hips rocked back instinctively, and she let out a muffled cry against me before returning to her task with renewed fervor.

      The sight of Jake sliding deeper into Jasmine sent a jolt of heat through me. Her pussy tightened around him as she rocked back and forth, and I could feel the tension in her thighs on either side of me. I focused on licking her in time with their movements, my tongue tracing circles around her clit as Jake’s thrusts grew more urgent. Jasmine’s moans vibrated against me, and I could feel myself climbing closer to the edge with every stroke of her tongue.

      “Oh god,” Jasmine gasped, pulling away from me for a moment to catch her breath. “Olivia, don’t stop—don’t stop—” Her plea was desperate, and I doubled down, my tongue working faster as Jake’s pace quickened behind her. His hands gripped her hips tightly, pulling her back onto him with every thrust.

      I could see the moment Jasmine started to come—her body tensed above me, her thighs quivering as she cried out Jake’s name. Her pussy pulsed around him, and I felt a rush of wetness against my tongue. Jake groaned loudly, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge. He buried himself deep inside her one last time before stilling, his head thrown back in pleasure.

      Jasmine collapsed onto me for a moment before rolling off to the side, leaving me exposed and trembling with need. Jake knelt between my legs without hesitation, his fingers parting me gently before his mouth replaced them. His tongue was relentless, driving me closer and closer until I finally shattered under him. My body convulsed as I came, his name spilling from my lips in a broken moan.

      When it was over, we lay tangled together on the couch, our breaths slowly steadying in the quiet room. Jasmine’s hand found mine again, and this time we didn’t let go.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains, casting long golden lines across the hardwood floor. I stirred, becoming aware of the slow rise and fall of Jake’s chest beneath my cheek, the way his arm rested loosely around my waist. Jasmine was curled against my back, her fingers tracing absentminded circles along my forearm.

      For a long moment, none of us spoke.

      I didn’t know what to say.

      Last night had changed everything.

      I turned slightly, glancing toward Jake. His eyes were already open, watching me. There was no regret there, no hesitation—just quiet understanding.

      “Morning,” he murmured, his voice still rough with sleep.

      I swallowed, my throat dry. “Morning.”

      Behind me, Jasmine shifted, pressing a lazy kiss to my shoulder before sighing. “So…” she trailed off, her voice light, teasing, but beneath it, I could hear the uncertainty.

      I felt it too.

      I sat up slowly, letting the blanket slip from my shoulders. “What happens now?”

      Jake pushed himself up on his elbows, his gaze flicking between the two of us. “That’s up to us, isn’t it?”

      Jasmine bit her lip, and for the first time since she had walked into our lives, she looked unsure. Vulnerable. I reached for her hand, threading my fingers through hers.

      “We don’t have to figure everything out right now,” I said softly.

      She exhaled, her smile small but real. “Good. Because I have no idea what I’m doing.”

      Jake chuckled, running a hand through his hair. “Welcome to the club.”

      We all laughed then—light, hesitant, but real. And for the first time, I let myself believe that maybe, just maybe, this didn’t have to be an ending.

      Maybe it was something else. Something new. Something just beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Perfect Gift

          

        

      

    

    
      I sat at the kitchen island, stirring the spoon in my coffee absentmindedly, watching the cream swirl into the dark liquid. Melony leaned against the counter across from me, her arms crossed casually, her nails painted a deep shade of red that matched her lipstick. She looked effortlessly put together, as always, in a silk blouse and high-waisted jeans. I’d always admired her confidence, the way she carried herself like she knew exactly who she was and what she wanted.

      Melony was ten years older than me, and I only knew her and Wes through a house-sitting gig while I put myself through college. I’d been house-sitting for them for a while now, and Melony and I had started to grow closer. So much so, that I’d developed a little bit of a crush on her and her husband. I’d never tell her that, of course. Despite feeling closer to her, I was still a professional.

      “So,” Melony began, her voice smooth and deliberate, “our ten-year anniversary is coming up.”

      “Oh, wow,” I said, sipping my coffee to hide my nerves. I wasn’t sure why I felt nervous—this was Melony, after all. We’d known each other for years. “That’s a big one.”

      “It is,” she agreed, nodding slowly. “And I want to give Wes something... special. Something he’ll never forget.”

      I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What are you thinking?”

      She tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile. “Well,” she said, drawing out the word, “Wes has this... fantasy. Something he’s mentioned a few times over the years.”

      My stomach fluttered. I wasn’t sure where this was going, but the way she was looking at me made me feel like I was already in over my head. “Okay...”

      Melony uncrossed her arms and leaned forward slightly, resting her hands on the counter between us. Her eyes locked onto mine, unwavering. “He’s always wanted to have a threesome.”

      I choked on my coffee, coughing into my sleeve as heat rushed to my cheeks. “Oh,” I managed to say when I finally caught my breath. “Wow. That’s... that’s quite the gift.”

      She laughed softly, clearly amused by my reaction. “It is,” she said simply.

      I set my mug down carefully, trying to steady my hands. “So... do you have someone in mind? For the... third person?”

      Melony didn’t answer right away. Instead, she studied me for a moment, her gaze intense but not unkind. Then she smiled again—that same confident, knowing smile that made me feel like she could see straight through me.

      “Actually,” she said slowly, “I was thinking of asking you.”

      My heart skipped a beat. My mouth went dry. I stared at her, trying to process what she’d just said. “Me?” My voice came out higher than I intended.

      She nodded once, her expression serious now. “Yes, you.”

      I felt like the room had suddenly gotten smaller, the air thicker. My mind raced with questions—did she know about my crush on them? Was this some kind of test? Or was it just... an invitation?

      “I—” I started but stopped myself. I didn’t know what to say.

      Melony reached across the counter and placed her hand over mine. Her touch was warm and grounding even as it sent a jolt through me.

      “You don’t have to decide right now,” she said gently. “Think about it.”

      I swallowed hard and nodded, my throat tight. “Okay,” I managed to whisper. “I’ll... think about it.”

      She smiled, her hand lingering on mine for a moment before she pulled away and straightened up. “Good,” she said, her tone light again, as if we’d just been discussing the weather. “Let me know by Thursday. The anniversary is Friday.”

      “Friday,” I repeated numbly, like I was trying to cement the date in my brain.

      Melony glanced at her watch and sighed. “I should probably get going. Wes will be home soon, and I still need to pick up dinner.” She grabbed her purse from the counter and slung it over her shoulder, then gave me one last look. “Thanks for the coffee, Sara.”

      “Yeah, of course,” I said automatically, though my mind was still spinning.

      She headed for the door, her heels clicking softly against the tile floor. Just before she stepped out, she turned back to me with that same confident smile. “Oh, and Sara? Don’t overthink it. Just... trust your gut.”

      And then she was gone.

      I sat there for what felt like hours, staring at my now-cold coffee, replaying the conversation in my head. My cheeks were still burning, and my stomach was a tangled mess of nerves and something else—excitement? Curiosity? Fear? I couldn’t tell.

      I thought about Wes—his easy smile, his quiet strength, the way he looked at Melony like she was the center of his universe. I thought about Melony—her effortless grace, her confidence, the way she always seemed to know exactly what she wanted. And then I thought about me—awkward, unsure Sara, who had spent years secretly admiring them from a distance.

      Could I really do this? Could I really be that person for them?

      I got up from the counter and started pacing the kitchen, my thoughts racing faster than my heartbeat. Part of me wanted to say yes immediately—to throw caution to the wind and dive headfirst into this unknown territory. But another part of me hesitated, worried about crossing a line that could change everything between us.

      By the time I collapsed onto the couch later that night, I still hadn’t made a decision. Thursday loomed over me like a deadline I wasn’t ready to face. I pulled out my phone and stared at it for a long time, wondering if I should call Melony or text her or just... wait.

      In the end, I didn’t do anything except fall into a restless sleep filled with fragmented dreams of Melony and Wes and their hands that felt impossibly warm against my skin.

      The next morning, I woke up with a start, my panties soaked. My body was so flushed with heat that I felt my fingers instinctively dip inside my panties as if they had a mind of their own. I teased myself for a few minutes before the memory of yesterday’s conversation came rushing back all at once. Suddenly, without warning, I came all over my fingers.

      “What am I doing?” I muttered to myself as I dragged myself out of bed.

      But deep down, I already knew the answer. My gut had been screaming it at me all night long.

      I picked up my phone and opened a text to Melony before I could second-guess myself.

      “Hey,” I typed slowly. “I’ve been thinking about your offer... and I’m in. Let me know what I need to do.”

      I hit send before I could chicken out, my heart pounding like a drum. Almost immediately, the little typing bubbles appeared, and my stomach flipped.

      “Perfect,” she replied, followed by a wink emoji. “Come over Friday at 7. Dress nice. Oh, and Sara? Relax. It’s going to be fun.”

      I stared at the screen, my fingers trembling as I typed back a simple “Okay.” Then I tossed my phone onto the bed and buried my face in my hands. What had I just agreed to?

      The next two days were a blur of nervous energy and second-guessing. I spent way too much time staring at my closet, trying to figure out what “dress nice” meant in this context. Did she want me to look sexy? Classy? Somewhere in between? I finally settled on a black lace dress that hugged my curves without being too revealing, paired with heels that made me feel more confident than usual.

      Friday evening rolled around faster than I expected. My palms were sweaty as I stood outside Melony and Wes’s house, clutching a bottle of wine like it was some kind of lifeline. I rang the doorbell and immediately regretted it—what if Wes answered? What if he didn’t know? What if—

      The door swung open, and there was Melony, looking effortlessly stunning in a sleek red dress that made her skin glow. “Sara,” she said warmly, her eyes flicking over me with approval. “You look amazing.”

      “Thanks,” I stammered, holding out the wine like an offering. “I brought this.”

      She took it with a smile and stepped aside to let me in. “Come on in. Wes is just finishing up in the kitchen.”

      I followed her inside, my heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The house smelled like garlic and herbs, and soft jazz music played in the background. It felt... intimate, like I was stepping into a world that wasn’t mine but somehow invited me anyway.

      Wes appeared from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a dishtowel. He was wearing a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and his face lit up when he saw me. “Sara!” he paused. “What are you doing here?” Then, as if worried about how he’d come across, he added, “Not that I’m upset to have you, I just…well today is our anniversary.”

      I smiled at him. “I know. Melony invited me.” Wes glanced at his wife with playful suspicion.

      Melony looked toward the ceiling innocently and gave him no explanation. Wes, as if remembering his manners, walked over and gave me a quick hug, his cologne faint but intoxicating.

      “Thanks for having me,” I said, trying to sound casual even though my heart was racing.

      “I’m just going to put these leftovers in the fridge and grab us a few drinks. Meet you in the living room?”

      Melony looped an arm through mine and led me to the sofa. She motioned for me to sit down, and I did.

      “So,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Ready for tonight?”

      I hesitated for a second before answering. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

      She laughed softly and reached over to squeeze my hand. “Trust me, Sara. Wes is a fantastic lover. I doubt any of those college boys you know could hold a candle to him.”

      I swallowed. “So, does Wes know? About…your gift?”

      Melony wrinkled her nose and smiled while shaking her head. “I’m going to tell him when we cut the cake.” She jumped up suddenly. “Oh! That reminds me. The cake!”

      Melony rushed to the kitchen, passing her husband on his way out with some wine. Adrenaline coursed through my veins. He still didn’t know. Wasn’t he wondering why I was here? Surely, he had some idea…but as he sat down, his gaze seemed warm and open. It didn’t seem like he had any idea at all why I was there.

      Melony returned with a cake in her hands that read ‘Happy Anniversary,’ on it.

      Wes chuckled, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he watched his wife deliver it with exaggerated flair. She set the cake down on the coffee table in front of him, and began cutting it.

      Wes’s gaze flicked between Melony and me, curiosity dancing in his expression. “So,” he said, leaning back on the sofa, “what’s the big surprise? Or is this it?” He gestured to the cake.

      Melony’s smile turned sly as she sat down beside him, her hand resting lightly on his thigh. “Oh, this is just the beginning,” she purred.

      Wes raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued but still clueless. I felt my cheeks flush as I glanced away, suddenly feeling like I was intruding on something private. But then Melony reached over and took my hand, pulling me into their little bubble.

      “Wes,” she said, her voice steady but laced with excitement, “I’ve been thinking about your anniversary gift for weeks now. And I wanted to give you something...special. Something you’ve always talked about.”

      His brow furrowed slightly, but before he could ask what she meant, she continued. “Sara’s here because I asked her to be. Because I want tonight to be unforgettable—for all of us.”

      For a moment, Wes just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then his eyes shifted to me, and I saw the realization dawn on him. His lips parted slightly, and I could see the wheels turning in his head as he processed what she was saying.

      “Wait,” he said slowly, his voice low. “You mean...?”

      Melony nodded, her smile widening. “Yes. If you’re both okay with it.”

      The room felt impossibly quiet for a moment, the air thick with anticipation. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. Wes’s gaze lingered on me for what felt like an eternity before he finally spoke again.

      “Sara,” he said softly, “are you...sure about this?”

      I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his eyes. “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t,” I replied, my voice steadier than I expected.

      The corner of his mouth twitched into a small smile, and then he looked back at Melony. “You’re incredible,” he said, shaking his head in amused disbelief.

      She laughed lightly and leaned in to kiss him—a deep, lingering kiss that made my stomach flip. When they pulled apart, her eyes were dark with desire as she turned to me.

      “Come here,” she murmured, holding out her hand.

      I hesitated for only a second before taking it and letting her pull me closer. Wes watched us both with a mixture of awe and hunger as Melony guided me onto his lap. My breath hitched as I felt the warmth of his body beneath me—solid and reassuring despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside me.

      Melony ran her fingers through my hair before cupping my face gently with her hand. Her touch was soft, almost reverent, as she leaned in to kiss me. It was a slow, deliberate kiss that sent shivers down my spine. When she pulled back, her eyes searched mine, making sure I was okay. I nodded slightly, my heart racing but my body eager for more.

      Wes’s hands settled on my hips, his grip firm but not demanding. He looked up at me, his expression a mix of curiosity and desire. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion.

      I blushed, unsure how to respond, but Melony saved me by brushing her lips against my neck, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. “Relax,” she whispered against my skin. “We’ll take it slow.”

      Her words were reassuring, but the tension in the room was palpable. Wes leaned in, his lips grazing the curve of my shoulder as his hands slid up my sides. I let out a shaky breath, my body responding to their touches in ways I hadn’t expected.

      Melony’s fingers traced patterns along my back as she kissed Wes over my shoulder. The sight of them together—so intimate yet so inclusive—was intoxicating. I felt like I was being drawn into something that had always existed between them but now included me in a way that felt both thrilling and overwhelming.

      “Sara,” Wes said softly, drawing my attention back to him. “You can tell us to stop anytime, okay? This is about all of us.”

      I nodded again, grateful for his words but also desperate to keep going. Melony seemed to sense this because she smiled and began unzipping my dress with deliberate slowness. Her fingers brushed against my skin with each inch revealed, and I could feel Wes’s breath quicken beneath me.

      When it was fully unzipped, Melony pushed the fabric aside and let her hands explore the curves of my body. Wes followed suit, his touch tentative at first but growing bolder as he mirrored Melony’s movements. Their hands worked in tandem, unhooking my bra and then sliding off my panties.

      I was bare and vulnerable between them. I could feel Wes’s erection through his pants as he ground it against my body. I leaned my head back to moan and fell back against Melony’s shoulder. She tilted my chin to kiss me while Wes’s lips wrapped around my nipple, his tongue flicking me softly.

      The combination of their touches—soft and firm, gentle and urgent—was overwhelming in the best possible way.

      I felt Melony’s hands slide down to my hips, her fingers digging in just enough to anchor me as she guided me back against her. Her lips left mine, trailing down my neck in a series of slow, wet kisses that made me tremble. Wes’s mouth moved to my other breast, his tongue circling and teasing until I was gasping for air.

      “You’re so responsive,” Melony whispered into my ear, her breath warm and sending another shiver through me. “I love how you react to us.”

      Her words made me blush, but I didn’t have time to dwell on them because Melony began to undress. Her red dress pooled at her ankles as she began slipping out of her black lace bra and matching panties. Her body had mature curves but youthfully taut skin. I wanted to plant kisses all over her, but was quickly distracted by Wes’s next question. “Do you want more?” he asked, his voice low and thick.

      I nodded quickly, unable to form words. Melony chuckled softly behind me, her hands sliding up my sides and cupping my breasts. “Tell him,” she urged, her lips brushing against my ear. “Say it.”

      “Yes,” I managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

      Wes smiled, a slow, predatory grin that made my stomach flip. He guided me off of his lap and stood then, his hands going to the buttons on his shirt. My eyes were drawn to the movement, watching as he undid them, letting his shirt fall from his shoulders.

      “Unzip his pants,” Melony urged. She took my hands in hers and guided them to his hard erection. I unzipped his slacks and tugged them down along with his boxers. Then he was standing there completely bare, his cock hard and curving slightly toward his stomach.

      Melony’s hands tightened on my breasts as she let out a low hum of approval. “God, he’s gorgeous, isn’t he?” she murmured, her voice dripping with admiration.

      I couldn’t argue. Wes was stunning—broad shoulders tapering down to a narrow waist, his abs defined but not overly so, his skin smooth and golden in the dim light of the room. And then there was his cock—thick and heavy-looking, the tip already glistening with pre-cum.

      Melony gently nudged me forward, urging me to fulfill her command. Her voice was soft, yet firm as she spoke. "Go on," she encouraged, a faint smile playing on her lips. "Suck him."

      Without hesitation, I dropped to my knees in front of Wes. My hands lightly rested on his strong thighs as I leaned in, my lips brushing against the tip of his arousal before taking him fully into my mouth. A deep groan escaped from above me as he tangled his hand in my hair, guiding my movements.

      Behind me, Melony shifted closer, her body pressing against my back in a deliciously sinful way. Her hands explored every inch of skin they could reach, leaving a trail of electrifying sensations in their wake. She kissed along my shoulders and spine, her touch feather-light but setting my skin ablaze nonetheless. "You're doing so well," she murmured between kisses, her breath hot against my skin. "Look at him—he can't take his eyes off you."

      I glanced up at Wes through thick eyelashes and saw that Melony was right—his intense gaze was locked on me, his chest rising and falling rapidly as I pleasured him with my mouth. His grip on my hair tightened slightly when I took him deeper, emitting a low growl that sent a surge of heat straight to my core.

      As if sensing my heightened state of arousal, Melony's exploring hands found their way between my thighs. Her fingers brushed teasingly against my slick folds, sending shivers down my spine. "You're so wet," she whispered breathlessly, her own voice laced with desire and need.

      As I took Wes deeper into my mouth, his hips bucked and his cock hit the back of my throat. His taste was intoxicating, salty and rich, and I couldn't get enough. Melony's skilled fingers circled my clit in slow, deliberate strokes, sending shivers through my body. With each passing moment, pleasure built inside me, making me whimper and tremble.

      "That's it," Wes growled, his voice rough with desire. "Keep going, Sara."

      Just as I thought I couldn't take any more, Melony's fingers pushed inside me, expertly curling and stroking to make me cry out. Wes's grip on my hair tightened and his hips thrust shallowly as I continued to work him. Their movements were perfectly in sync, driving me closer and closer to the edge until I felt dizzy with need.

      "I'm going to come," Wes warned, his voice strained with pleasure.

      But Melony didn't stop her attempts, speeding up her fingers and gripping my hip firmly as she whispered in my ear, "Let her taste you, Wes."

      With a final groan, he gave in to the pleasure and came in my mouth. I eagerly swallowed every drop, working my throat around him until he was spent. But Melony wasn't finished yet; her fingers kept working inside me until I was trembling uncontrollably.

      "Come for me now, Sara," she urged softly but commandingly.

      Her words were all it took for me to shatter into ecstasy, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure ripped through me. Melony held me steady as I gasped for air, her fingers still moving inside me until I was completely spent.

      Wes collapsed onto the sofa next to us, his chest heaving as he caught his breath. He looked at Melony with a lazy grin spreading across his face and commanded, "Now come ride my face, Mel."

      Melony's mischievous grin lit up her eyes as she straddled his face, a glint of anticipation in her gaze. She lowered herself onto him, a soft moan escaping her lips as Wes's skilled tongue began to work its magic on her. Her head fell back in ecstasy as she teased and pinched her own nipples, reveling in the pleasure coursing through her.

      "Sara," Melony called out with breathless excitement. "I want to see you ride his cock."

      With a hungry look in my eye, I climbed onto the sofa, positioning myself over Wes's lap. His cock was still hard and glistening with their combined fluids. As I slowly sank down onto him, a gasp escaped my lips at the feeling of being completely filled by him. He felt thick and heavy inside me, stretching me in the most delicious way.

      "Oh god, you feel amazing," I moaned, my hands braced against Wes's chest for support.

      Melony leaned in close, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. Her hands cupped my breasts, teasing and flicking my nipples as we rocked together in perfect synchronization on Wes's cock. His strong hands gripped our hips, guiding our movements as he continued to expertly pleasure Melony with his mouth.

      "You're so beautiful like this," Melony whispered against my lips, her voice trembling with pleasure. Her fingers trailed down my stomach, brushing lightly over my throbbing clit as I rode Wes harder.

      "I can't take much more," I gasped, feeling another wave of intense pleasure building within me.

      "Me neither," Melony admitted with ragged breaths, her hips grinding against Wes's face in desperation. "Let's come together."

      Her words sent shivers down my spine and I nodded eagerly, increasing the intensity of our movements. Wes's hands tightened their grip on my hips as he groaned into Melony's pussy, driving her to the brink of orgasm. I could feel him throbbing inside me, his cock pulsing with each thrust.

      Breaking our kiss, Melony threw her head back and cried out in ecstasy, her body trembling as she reached her climax. The sight of her unraveling before me pushed me over the edge and I followed soon after, my body convulsing in pleasure as I came hard around Wes's throbbing cock. He held onto me tightly, his own release overtaking him with a deep, primal growl as he spilled inside me.

      As the intensity of our orgasms subsided, Melony slid off Wes's face and collapsed onto the sofa beside him, pulling me down with her. With lazy fingers tracing patterns on her husband's chest, she murmured softly, "Happy anniversary."

      Wes chuckled in contentment, his hand now resting possessively on my thigh. "Best one yet."
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      I swiped left on yet another guy with a bathroom selfie and a bio that just said, “Here for a good time, not a long time.” My thumb was starting to ache from the monotony of it all. The dating world felt like a desert—endless, barren, and filled with mirages of connection that evaporated the second you got close. I sighed, leaning back into the couch cushion, my wine glass half-empty on the coffee table. Another Friday night, another round of swiping through profiles that ranged from “meh” to “absolutely not.”

      Then, there he was.

      My thumb froze mid-swipe. Drew. Drew Anderson. Brooke’s Drew. My best friend’s husband. I blinked, as if that would make the picture change. But no—it was him. The same sandy-brown hair, the same crooked smile that Brooke always gushed about. His profile name was “Drew_Adventures,” and his bio read, “Lover of travel, good wine, and spontaneous nights.” My stomach dropped, and I sat up straight, my heart thudding in my chest.

      “What the hell?” I muttered under my breath, my voice trembling. My mind raced. Was this a joke? A fake profile? But no, the pictures were unmistakably him. One of him hiking in the Rockies, another at a beach bonfire, and—oh God—one of him shirtless in a bathroom mirror, flexing. My cheeks burned. I felt like I’d just walked in on him naked.

      I stared at the screen, my thumb hovering over the “like” button. A part of me wanted to swipe right, just to see what would happen. Would he match with me? Would he message me? What would he say? The curiosity was intoxicating, like poking at a bruise just to feel the ache. But then Brooke’s face flashed in my mind—her wide, trusting eyes, her laugh that could fill a room. I groaned, tossing my phone onto the couch like it had burned me.

      “This is so messed up,” I said out loud, pacing the living room. My mind spiraled. Was Drew cheating on Brooke? Or was he just… looking? Either way, it was bad. Really bad. And what was I supposed to do? Tell Brooke? Ruin her marriage? Or keep it to myself and let her live in blissful ignorance? I grabbed my wine glass and downed the rest in one gulp, as if it could wash away the knot in my stomach.

      I picked up my phone again, opening the app. Drew’s profile was still there, smiling up at me like he didn’t have a care in the world. I hovered over the “report” button, but my finger wouldn’t press it. What if I was wrong? What if this was some misunderstanding?

      “Screw it,” I muttered, swiping right. I wasn’t proud of it, but I had to know. If he matched with me, then I’d have myanswer. If not, maybe I could convince myself it was all in my head.

      Drew and I had never officially met. I’d only seen pictures of him on Brooke’s facebook. To Drew, I was just one of many countless friends of Brooke’s from girls’ nights. I was in a few of her photos, but I doubt he’d ever taken notice.

      The app dinged almost immediately. “It’s a match!”

      My stomach lurched. My hands were shaking as I opened the message window. Drew’s picture stared back at me, his smile suddenly sinister. My mind raced. What was I supposed to say? “Hey, aren’t you married?” seemed too confrontational. I needed to play this cool, gather information. But as I stared at the screen, my thoughts took a dangerous turn. What if… what if I flirted back? What if I saw where this went? The idea sent a thrill through me, shameful and electric.

      Before I could talk myself out of it, I typed, “Hey, adventurer. What’s the most spontaneous thing you’ve ever done?”

      He responded almost instantly. “Hey, beautiful. Let’s just say I’m not afraid to take risks. ;)”

      I swallowed hard, my heart pounding. This was bad. This was so bad. But I couldn’t stop. “Risks, huh?” I typed back. “Like what?”

      “Like swiping right on you,” he replied. “You’re stunning. What are you up to tonight?”

      I bit my lip, my mind racing. Brooke’s face flashed in my mind again, but it was getting harder to focus on her. Drew was charming, confident, and devastatingly handsome. And he was flirting with me. Me. Not Brooke. Me.

      “Not much,” I typed, my fingers trembling. “Just hanging out, looking for some excitement.”

      “Let me be your excitement,” he wrote back. “What do you say we meet up?”

      I stared at the screen, my breath shallow. This was crossing a line—a line I’d never thought I’d cross. But the temptation was overwhelming. What would it feel like to kiss him? To have his hands on me? To be the one he chose, even if it was just for one night?

      Brooke’s voice echoed in my head. “You’re my best friend, Ash. I trust you.”

      I closed my eyes, my chest tight. This wasn’t just about Brooke. This was about me. About the loneliness that had been gnawing at me for months. About the way Drew’s words made me feel wanted, desired, alive.

      I opened my eyes and typed, “Where and when?”

      He replied almost instantly. “The bar on 5th—the one with the red awning. In an hour?”

      My hands trembled as I typed back, “See you there.”

      I stared at my phone for a long moment, my stomach in knots. What was I doing? This wasn’t just some random guy—this was Brooke’s husband. My best friend’s husband. The man she loved, the man she trusted. And here I was, agreeing to meet him behind her back.

      I took a deep breath and forced myself to focus. This wasn’t about me. This was about Brooke. About finding out if Drew was really the kind of man who would cheat on her. If he was, then she deserved to know. She deserved the truth. And if I had to play along to get it, then so be it.

      I glanced at myself in the mirror, smoothing down my dress—a fitted black number that hugged my curves in all the right places. I hadn’t worn it in ages, but tonight, it felt necessary. If I was going to do this, I needed to look the part.

      Before I left, I grabbed my phone and sent Brooke a quick text: “Meet me at the bar on 5th with the red awning. It’s important.” I hesitated for a moment before hitting send, my thumb hovering over the screen. Part of me wanted to tell her everything—to warn her, to stop this before it went too far. But another part of me wanted to see how far Drew would go.

      I shoved my phone into my purse and headed out the door, my heart pounding in my chest.
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      The bar was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of whiskey and cigarette smoke. I spotted Drew almost immediately, sitting at a corner table with a glass of something amber in his hand. He looked even better in person than he did in his photos—tall, broad-shouldered, with a jawline that could cut glass.

      He stood up as I approached, his eyes sweeping over me appreciatively. “Ashley,” he said, his voice smooth as velvet. “You look incredible.”

      I forced a smile, my stomach churning with guilt and excitement. “Thanks,” I said, sliding into the seat across from him. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

      He grinned and signaled for the waiter. “What are you drinking?”

      “Whiskey sour,” I replied automatically, trying to keep my voice steady.

      He nodded and ordered for me before leaning back in his chair, his eyes never leaving mine. “So,” he said, his tone casual but his gaze intense. “Tell me about yourself.”

      I shrugged, playing along despite the tightness in my chest. “Not much to tell,” I said lightly. “Just your average girl looking for a little fun.”

      He smirked at that, leaning forward slightly. “Fun’s my specialty.”

      I laughed softly, trying to ignore the way his words made my pulse quicken. This was dangerous territory—territory I shouldn’t be anywhere near.

      We talked for a while—light banter about work, travel, hobbies—but there was an undercurrent of something else simmering beneath the surface. His eyes lingered on me a little too long, his smile a little too knowing. Every compliment felt like a step closer to crossing a line neither of us should be near.

      Then, my phone buzzed in my purse. I reached for it discreetly, glancing at the screen under the table. It was Brooke. “I’m here,” her text read.

      My stomach dropped. I didn’t respond immediately. Instead, I glanced around the room, scanning the crowd.

      “Ashley?” Drew’s voice pulled me back to the table. He was watching me intently, his brow furrowed slightly. “Everything okay?”

      I forced another smile, slipping my phone back into my purse. “Yeah, sorry,” I said quickly. “Just... work stuff.”

      He nodded slowly, though his gaze remained fixed on me as if he didn’t quite believe it. “You sure? You seem distracted.”

      I took a sip of my drink to buy myself a moment, the whiskey sour tangy on my tongue. “I’m fine,” I lied. “Just... thinking.”

      “About?” he pressed, leaning closer.

      I hesitated, then decided to go for it—subtly, carefully. “About how strange it is to meet someone new,” I said, meeting his eyes. “Especially when you’re... not exactly single.”

      His expression flickered for just a second—surprise? Guilt?—before he schooled his features into an easy smile. “What makes you think I’m not single?”

      I raised an eyebrow at him, playing coy but keeping my tone light. “Just a hunch.”

      He chuckled softly, leaning back in his chair again. “Well,” he said slowly, swirling the ice in his glass, “maybe I’m not looking for anything serious.”

      “Maybe,” I agreed lightly, though my stomach churned with discomfort.

      “You know,” he said in a low voice that sent a shiver down my spine, “you’re not what I expected.”

      I tilted my head slightly, feigning curiosity even as dread coiled in my gut. “Oh? What did you expect?”

      He shrugged one shoulder lazily but didn’t answer directly; instead he reached out and brushed his fingertips lightly across the top of my hand where it rested on the table—a gesture so casual yet so intimate that it made my breath catch.

      Before either of us could say anything more, a familiar voice cut through the air like a knife. "Well, isn't this cozy?"

      I froze, my heart slamming against my ribs. Slowly, I turned my head to see Brooke standing there, her arm looped through Drew's as if she’d been there all along. She was smiling—too wide, too sharp—and her eyes glittered with something I couldn’t quite place.

      "Drew," she purred, leaning into him slightly. "Having fun?"

      Drew didn’t even flinch. He just grinned up at her, completely unfazed. "Always," he said smoothly, his fingers tightening around hers.

      My mouth went dry. I glanced between them, trying to piece together what was happening. Brooke’s gaze slid to me, and for a moment, I saw something flash in her eyes—amusement? Challenge?

      "Ashley," she said, her voice dripping with sweetness. "looks like you’ve already met my husband."

      Her words hung in the air like a bomb waiting to detonate. I stared at her, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. "Brooke," I started weakly, but she cut me off with a wave of her hand.

      "Relax," she said with a laugh that sounded almost too casual. "I know what you’re thinking. But let me explain."

      Drew leaned back in his chair again, watching us both with an expression that was equal parts amusement and anticipation.

      "You see," Brooke continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "I have this... little kink." She paused for effect, her eyes locking onto mine. "I like to watch Drew flirt with other women. It’s… exciting."

      I blinked at her, my brain struggling to process what she was saying. "What?"

      My heart pounded in my chest as I glanced between them. Drew looked completely unbothered, sipping his drink as if this were just another Tuesday night.

      “Wait,” I said slowly, trying to process what she was saying. “You… know he’s on dating apps? And you’re okay with it?”

      Brooke shrugged nonchalantly, her grin widening. “It’s all part of the game.”

      I stared at her in disbelief. This wasn’t the Brooke I knew—or thought I knew. The Brooke who laughed too loudly at bad jokes and cried during rom-coms and always insisted on splitting the bill because she hated feeling indebted to anyone.

      “So,” Brooke said suddenly, breaking me out of my thoughts. She looked at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. “Now that you know our little secret… how about you come home with us?”

      My breath caught in my throat as I looked between them again—Brooke’s challenging stare and Drew’s lazy smirk that suggested he already knew my answer.

      “Are you serious?” I finally managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. My palms were sweating, and I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. This was insane. Completely insane.

      Brooke tilted her head, her smile never wavering. “Dead serious,” she replied, her tone light but firm. “You’re my friend, Ash. I trust you. And honestly…” She paused, her gaze flicking to Drew for a moment before returning to me. “I think it would be fun.”

      Fun? Fun? My mind was racing, and I couldn’t tell if I was more shocked or intrigued. And then there was Drew, sitting there like this was the most normal conversation in the world, his arm still draped casually over the back of the chair.

      “But…” I hesitated, searching for the right words. “How would that even work? What about… us? Our friendship?”

      Brooke stepped closer, her expression softening. “Look,” she said gently. “I know this is a lot to take in. But nothing has to change unless you want it to. This is just… something we do sometimes. It doesn’t mean anything more than that.”

      I swallowed hard, my eyes flicking to Drew again. He was watching me with that same amused expression, but there was something else in his eyes now—something darker, more intense that sent a shiver down my spine.

      “Ash,” Brooke said softly, reaching out to touch my arm. “You don’t have to decide anything right now. Just… come home with us. See how it feels. If it’s not for you, no hard feelings.”

      I looked at her hand on my arm, then back up at her face. She seemed so calm, so sure of herself—so different from the Brooke I thought I knew. And yet… there was a part of me that couldn’t deny the pull of curiosity—or the way my stomach fluttered when Drew’s eyes met mine.

      “Okay,” I heard myself say before I could stop it.

      Brooke’s face lit up with a grin so wide it almost made me laugh despite the tension in the air. “Great,” she said brightly, looping her arm through mine as she turned toward the door.

      Drew stood up smoothly, tossing some cash down for the bill as he followed us out of the bar. The night air chilled me, and I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves.

      The walk back to their place felt surreal—like I was watching myself from outside my body. Brooke chatted casually about nothing in particular while Drew walked silently beside us, his hands in his pockets and that same lazy smirk playing on his lips.

      When we reached their townhouse, my chest tightened with a mix of anticipation and dread.

      “Here we are,” Brooke said cheerfully as she unlocked the door and ushered me inside.

      The living room was warm and inviting, but I barely noticed any details as Brooke led me straight upstairs toward their bedroom.

      “It’ll be fun, I promise,” she reminded me softly as she paused outside the door, her hand resting on the knob.

      I swallowed hard and nodded, my throat too dry to speak. Brooke opened the door, and I stepped inside, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting shadows across the bed. It felt intimate, almost too intimate, and I hesitated in the doorway.

      Brooke turned to me, her eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite name. “Relax,” she murmured, her voice low and smooth. “We’re just going to have a little fun.”

      She stepped closer, her fingers brushing against my arm, sending a shiver through me. “Let’s get that dress off,” she said softly, her tone almost teasing.

      I swallowed again, my hands trembling as I reached for the zipper at the back of my dress. Brooke’s fingers joined mine, gently helping me slide it down. The fabric pooled at my feet, and I stood there in just my bra and panties, feeling exposed and vulnerable—but also strangely alive.

      Brooke’s eyes roamed over me appreciatively, and she reached out to trace a finger along my collarbone. “You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

      Behind her, Drew leaned against the wall, watching us with that same intense gaze. He started unbuttoning his shirt slowly, his movements deliberate. My breath caught as he revealed his chest—toned and defined—and then he moved to his belt.

      Brooke noticed where my attention had gone and smiled. “Like what you see?” she asked playfully.

      I didn’t answer; I couldn’t. My eyes were fixed on Drew as he pushed his pants down, revealing his cock—thick and hard—and I felt a jolt of heat between my legs.

      Brooke stepped behind me then, her hands sliding around my waist to rest on my stomach. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered, “Let me take care of you.”

      Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my panties, teasing at first before sliding lower. I gasped as she touched me—soft and wet already—and arched back against her instinctively.

      “That’s it,” Brooke murmured, her breath hot against my neck. “Just let go.”

      Her fingers moved in slow circles, coaxing whimpers from me as pleasure built within me like a fire spreading through dry kindling. Over her shoulder I could see Drew stroking himself slowly while he watched us intently—his eyes burning into mine—and it only heightened everything Brooke was doing to me.

      My knees felt weak but Brooke held me steady; her body pressed firmly against mine kept me upright. Waves of sensation crashed over me relentlessly, my climax hitting hard enough that stars exploded behind closed eyes.

      When Brooke removed her fingers, she whispered, “Why don’t you go have a taste?”

      I stared at Drew’s cock and licked my lips. Brooke helped me remove my bra, her fingers brushing against my nipples as she slid the fabric from my chest. Then she pulled my panties down and helped me step out of them.

      Pushing on my lower back, she sent me closer to her husband. I knelt before him.

      My knees hit the plush rug, and I felt the weight of their attention settle on me. Drew’s cock was inches from my face, and I could see the veins running along its length, the way it twitched slightly as he breathed. My mouth watered, and I hesitated for just a moment before Brooke’s voice cut through the silence.

      “Go on,” she urged softly from behind me. “Suck him.”

      I leaned forward, my lips parting as I took the tip of his cock into my mouth. The taste of him was salty, masculine, and I let out a soft moan as I slid further down, taking more of him in. My hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what I couldn’t fit into my mouth.

      Brooke let out a low hum of approval, and I glanced up to see her moving toward the armchair in the corner. She hiked up her dress, revealing long, toned legs, and sank into the chair with an air of deliberate elegance. Her fingers trailed up her thigh, and I watched as she slipped them beneath the fabric of her underwear.

      Drew’s hand tangled in my hair, gently guiding my movements as I bobbed my head up and down. His breath hitched, and he let out a low groan that sent a shiver down my spine. I could hear Brooke’s soft sighs from across the room, her fingers working between her legs as she watched us.

      “That’s it,” Brooke murmured, her voice breathless. “Take him deep.”

      I obeyed, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked harder, my tongue sliding along his length. Drew’s grip tightened in my hair, and he began to thrust into my mouth in shallow movements at first, then deeper as he gave in to the sensation.

      Brooke’s moans grew louder, mingling with Drew’s groans and the slick sounds of my mouth around him. Her hips rocked against her hand faster now—I could see it in the way her body moved—and her head fell back against the chair.

      “Fuck,” Drew growled suddenly, his hips stuttering. And then he was coming—hot bursts flooding into my mouth—forcing me to swallow quickly. Brooke’s body tensed and she cried out as she came to the sight of us.

      For several long moments no one spoke; only heavy breaths filled air thick with heat until finally Brooke broke silence first: “Good girl. Go to the bed. I want to reward you.”

      I did as I was told. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and lay back on the bed. Brooke came toward me, still fully clothed. Her dress had fallen back into place, and I felt vulnerable beneath her as she slid between my legs.

      She pressed her palm to my stomach to hold me in place as her tongue caressed my slick folds, teasing me in all the right ways.

      I gasped, my back arching off the bed as Brooke’s tongue found its rhythm. She was slow at first, savoring me, her breath hot against my skin. My hands tangled in the sheets, gripping them tightly as she circled my clit with the tip of her tongue.

      “Oh God,” I whimpered, my hips lifting involuntarily. Brooke chuckled softly against me, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through my core.

      “You taste so good,” she murmured before diving back in, her tongue working me with purpose now. I could feel the tension building, coiling deep inside me. My moans grew louder, more desperate, and Brooke’s fingers dug into my hips as she held me steady.

      “Brooke—please—” I begged, my voice trembling.

      She didn’t stop. If anything, she intensified her efforts, her tongue swirling and flicking until I was on the edge, teetering precariously. And then she sucked gently on my clit, and I shattered. My body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over me, and I cried out, my vision blurring.

      Brooke didn’t pull away until the last tremors had subsided, and even then, she placed a soft kiss on my inner thigh before climbing up to meet me. Her lips found mine in a deep, hungry kiss, and I could taste myself on her tongue—salty and sweet. It was intoxicating.

      She broke the kiss slowly, her eyes locked on mine as she moved to sit behind me. She propped herself against the headboard and pulled me back until my head rested in her lap. Her fingers traced lazy patterns across my chest before they found my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my nipples in slow circles.

      I sighed contentedly, still floating in the aftermath of my orgasm. But then Drew moved closer, his hands finding my hips as he positioned himself between my legs.

      “Ready?” he asked softly.

      I nodded breathlessly, and Brooke’s fingers tightened slightly around my nipples as Drew slid into me in one smooth motion. I gasped at the fullness of him—the way he stretched me perfectly—and Brooke’s lips pressed against my temple.

      “She feels amazing,” Drew groaned, his hips snapping forward in a steady rhythm.

      Brooke hummed in agreement, her hands still teasing my nipples as Drew picked up speed. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered praises—how beautiful I looked like this, how good I felt around him.

      The combination of Drew thrusting into me and Brooke’s hands on my chest had me spiraling again. My toes curled against the sheets as pleasure built within me once more—thick and heavy.

      “Come for us,” Brooke urged softly just as Drew reached down to rub my clit with his thumb. That was all it took to send me over the edge again with a cry that echoed through room. Drew grunted loudly. His pace faltered momentarily before he shuddered and filled me bareback.

      Drew collapsed beside me, breathless and spent, while Brooke’s fingers continued to trace patterns across my skin, her touch feather-light. The room felt warm, alive with the weight of what we’d just shared. I lay there between them, my heart still racing, my body humming with satisfaction.

      “So,” Brooke said after a long silence, her voice playful as she twirled a strand of my hair around her finger. “How was that for your first time with us?”

      I laughed softly, turning my head to look up at her. “Are you seriously asking me that right now? I think you both know the answer.”

      Drew propped himself up on his elbow, grinning down at me. “Come on, Ash. Humor us. We like hearing it.”

      I rolled my eyes but couldn’t suppress the smile tugging at my lips. “Fine. It was... incredible. Unbelievable. Did that cover it?”

      Brooke leaned down, her lips brushing against mine in a quick kiss. “Close enough,” she murmured, smirking.

      Drew chuckled, his hand resting on my hip as he traced circles there with his thumb. “So,” he said casually, though his tone held a hint of mischief, “are we talking one-time thing here? Or...?”

      I raised an eyebrow at him, feigning innocence. “Or what?”

      “Or are you up for more?” Brooke finished for him, her gaze steady on mine.

      I pretended to think about it for a moment, tapping my chin dramatically. “Hmm. Let’s see... spend more nights like this with two of the most attractive people I know? That’s a tough decision.”

      Brooke swatted my arm lightly, laughing. “You’re such a brat.”

      “But you love it,” I shot back, grinning.

      “We do,” Drew admitted, his voice softening as he looked at me. “You know that, right? You’re not just... someone we brought into this. You’re our favorite.”

      The sincerity in his words caught me off guard, and for a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. I glanced between them—Brooke’s warm smile, Drew’s earnest gaze—and felt something shift inside me. This wasn’t just about the physical connection we shared; it was deeper than that.

      “I know,” I said finally, my voice quiet but steady. “And you’re mine too.”

      Brooke squeezed my hand gently before leaning over to kiss Drew briefly, and I couldn’t help but smile at the way they looked together—so in sync, so them. They turned back to me almost simultaneously.

      “So,” Brooke said again, her tone light but hopeful this time. “What do you say? Round two sometime soon?”

      I laughed outright at that, shaking my head as I pulled the sheets up around me. “You two are insatiable.”

      “Guilty,” Drew admitted without shame.

      I pretended to consider it for another moment before shrugging nonchalantly. “Well... I suppose if you insist.”
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      Jenna and I had claimed a wobbly little table by the window, our two oversized mugs forming small halos of steam between us. Winter sunlight slanted through the glass, painting pale streaks on the scratched tabletop.

      Jenna was mid-rant, her hands gesturing wildly like they always did when she got going. “I mean, seriously, Kels—how is it that every guy I date somehow turns out to be either emotionally unavailable or, like, a conspiracy theorist? Like, do I have a sign on my forehead that says ‘Apply here if you’re a mess’?”

      I laughed into my coffee. “I don’t know. Maybe we both do. Remember Matt? The one who thought aliens were controlling traffic lights to monitor our spending habits or something?”

      Jenna groaned and dropped her forehead dramatically onto the table. “Don’t remind me. I still get Facebook messages from him sometimes—you know, just checking if I’ve ‘seen the truth’ yet.”

      “Oh my God.” I snorted into my latte and shook my head. “I swear, Jenna, between him and Travis—remember Travis? The guy who thought he was God’s gift to humanity because he could play Wonderwall on guitar—I think we’ve hit some kind of karmic jackpot for bad boyfriends.”

      “Oh, Travis,” Jenna said wistfully, sitting back up and batting her lashes in exaggerated mockery. “He really thought he was going to be the next Ed Sheeran, didn’t he?”

      We both burst out laughing so loudly that an older woman across the room shot us a disapproving glance over her book. I covered my mouth with my hand and tried to compose myself as Jenna leaned in closer.

      “But seriously,” she said after a pause, blowing on her coffee and looking at me with one eyebrow raised. “What’s it gonna take for us to actually find someone who doesn’t make us want to throw our phones in a lake after three dates?”

      “I don’t even know.” I sighed deeply and stared into the swirling foam of my half-drunk latte. “I feel like it’s not even worth trying anymore. Like every time I put myself out there, it’s just… disappointing.”

      “You’re telling me,” Jenna said flatly before perking up slightly. Her tone turned teasing as she added, “Except John.”

      The name hung in the air between us like a bell still ringing after being struck.

      I looked up from my mug slowly. “Oh no,” I groaned. “Don’t bring him up.”

      “Why not?” Jenna smirked mischievously over the rim of her cup as she took another sip. “I’m just saying—I really thought you two were going to last forever.”

      “Well,” I deadpanned, swirling what was left of my coffee around in circles, “forever turned out to be three years and change.”

      Jenna made a little pouty face that would’ve been almost convincing if it weren’t for the glint of amusement in her eyes. “If you don’t want him anymore,” she said lightly, tilting her head playfully to one side, “I will gladly take him off your hands.”

      I choked on my coffee, sputtering as I grabbed a napkin to dab at my mouth. “Oh, by all means, Jenna. You’re welcome to him—if you can find him. Who even knows what John’s up to these days? It’s been years.”

      Jenna’s smirk widened into something positively devious, and for a second, I felt that prickling sense of unease that always came when she was about to drop some dramatic bombshell. She leaned forward across the table, lowering her voice like we were in on some kind of conspiracy.

      “I know what he’s up to,” she said, her words drawn out in a sing-song tone.

      I frowned at her, confused. “What are you talking about?”

      Her eyes darted over my shoulder towards the counter. “He’s ordering a coffee right behind you.”

      My heart plummeted into my stomach so fast I thought I might actually throw up the overpriced latte I’d just been laughing over. “What?” I hissed, clutching the edge of the table and staring at her like she’d suddenly grown two heads.

      Jenna’s smirk didn’t falter. If anything, it grew even more wicked as she nodded in the direction behind me.

      I froze. My palms felt clammy, and I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears as I tried to decide whether or not to turn around. Every rational part of me screamed not to look—that ignorance really was bliss and that it couldn’t possibly be him anyway. But curiosity—or maybe sheer dread—won out.

      Slowly, like someone easing open a creaky door in a horror movie, I turned my head.

      And there he was.

      John Davenport stood at the counter with one hand tucked into the pocket of his dark coat, casually scrolling through his phone while the barista worked the espresso machine. His hair was shorter than I remembered but still had that same messy charm that always made it seem like he’d just rolled out of bed in the most annoyingly attractive way possible. He looked… the same and yet completely different. Familiar but sharper somehow. Older.

      I whipped back around so quickly that I almost knocked over my mug. “Oh my God,” I muttered under my breath, slumping in my chair like a teenager trying not to get caught by a teacher after passing notes in class.

      Jenna looked like she was having the time of her life watching me squirm. “Told you,” she said smugly.

      “Shut up,” I hissed, clutching at my coffee cup as if it could shield me from whatever cosmic joke this was turning out to be.

      “It’s fate!” She clapped her hands together dramatically.

      “It’s not fate,” I whispered furiously. “It’s bad luck.”

      Before Jenna could reply—or worse yet, say something loud enough for him to hear—I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. My stomach did another sickening lurch as John turned away from the counter with his drink in hand… and started walking towards us.

      “Oh no.” The words escaped me in a panicked whisper before I could stop them. My first instinct was to dive under the table and pretend this wasn’t happening—but then again, when had my life ever been so kind as to let me escape awkward situations unscathed?

      "Hey," John's voice cut through the air like a knife, smooth and casual. It sent a shiver down my spine, and I couldn't tell if it was from dread or something else entirely. I lifted my gaze reluctantly and found him standing at the edge of our little table. His eyes flicked between us, landing on Jenna first.

      "Jenna," he said with a small nod, his expression unreadable but polite. Then his gaze shifted to me, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe. "Kelsey."

      “John,” Jenna replied, all sugar-sweetness and venom at the same time. Only she could pull that off so effortlessly.

      I blinked up at him, trying to gather my thoughts—or at least some semblance of composure. "Hi," I finally managed, my voice sounding much smaller than I'd intended. Great start.

      He smiled then, that same infuriatingly charming smile I remembered all too well. It crinkled the corners of his eyes just enough to make him look genuine—and damn it if that didn’t make my stomach do a little flip despite myself.

      "You two catching up?" he asked casually, gesturing to our coffee cups as though this were the most normal reunion in the world.

      "Something like that," Jenna said smoothly before taking an exaggerated sip of her drink. Her eyes sparkled with amusement over the rim of her cup, and I had the sudden urge to kick her under the table.

      John lingered for a second longer before pulling out the chair next to me without asking. He sat down uninvited, placing his cup on the table like it belonged there—and apparently, so did he.

      I stared at him, dumbfounded. "Uh… what are you doing?"

      "What?" He looked genuinely confused for half a second before that playful smirk of his returned. "Thought I'd join you."

      “Oh,” Jenna interjected brightly before I could sputter out any kind of response. “By all means, John. Join us.”

      I shot her a glare that could have melted steel, but she just grinned at me like she’d done me some sort of favor.

      “So,” John started, settling into his seat with all the ease in the world as if this wasn’t completely bizarre and horrifying for me. He turned his attention back to Jenna first because of course he did—Jenna always seemed to hold people’s attention longer than anyone else—but then again, maybe he was hedging his bets with safer ground before turning fully to me. “What’s new? It’s been… what? Five years?”

      “Six,” Jenna corrected cheerfully without missing a beat. She leaned forward slightly, tilting her head almost conspiratorially. “Time flies when you’re having fun—or not having fun in your case?”

      The insinuation in her tone landed heavily between them like an unspoken dare. My throat tightened as I watched John take it in stride; he chuckled softly under his breath but didn’t rise to whatever bait she was dangling this time around.

      She knew why we’d broken up all those years ago, but I never expected her to use it against us. John had wanted to try the swinger lifestyle, an open relationship, but I just wasn’t interested. Truth be told, I was scared, but these days I was less so. I couldn’t help but think, if I’d known him these days, maybe I would’ve been open to it.

      “I’m doing fine,” he said evenly before glancing back at me—and suddenly it felt like the whole room had gone silent except for us three. “What about you, Kelsey? How’ve you been?”

      I opened my mouth to answer, but the words got stuck somewhere between my brain and my tongue. The weight of his attention pressed down on me like a spotlight, and I could feel Jenna’s eyes boring into the side of my head as if she were silently daring me to speak.

      “Uh…” My voice cracked embarrassingly. I cleared my throat and tried again, forcing a smile that probably looked more like a grimace. “I’ve been… good. You know. Busy.”

      John raised an eyebrow, his smirk softening into something that almost resembled curiosity—or maybe amusement. “Busy with what?”

      I fumbled, my mind coming up completely blank. What had I been busy with? Work? Friends? Binge-watching crime dramas on Netflix while eating cereal out of the box? None of it seemed appropriate to say out loud at that moment.

      “Life,” I blurted finally, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “Just… life.”

      Jenna snorted into her coffee, and I shot her another glare. She didn’t even try to hide her grin this time.

      “Well,” John said slowly, leaning back in his chair as though he had all the time in the world to dissect my inadequate response. “Life’s a good thing to be busy with.”

      I nodded stiffly, wishing desperately for a meteor—or at least a fire alarm—to break up the excruciating tension.

      “So…” Jenna began, her tone laced with mischief as she swirled her drink lazily in its cup. “What brings you here today, John? Slumming it at our favorite coffee shop, or was this just a happy coincidence?”

      John’s smirk widened just enough to make me uneasy. “Would you believe me if I said it was fate?”

      Jenna laughed sharply—a sound that was equal parts disbelief and amusement. “Fate? Really? That’s your line now?”

      John shrugged, unbothered by her skepticism. “Stranger things have happened.”

      I could feel the air shifting between them—an undercurrent of something unspoken but potent nonetheless. It wasn’t quite anger or resentment anymore; it was… something else. Something I couldn’t quite put my finger on but that made me want to squirm in my seat all the same.

      “And what about you?” Jenna asked suddenly, turning her attention fully back to me with a sly smile that immediately put me on edge. “Have you found ‘fate’ lately too? Or are you still playing it safe?”

      “Jenna,” I hissed under my breath, my hands gripping the edge of the table so hard my knuckles turned white.

      “What?” She blinked at me innocently, though the glint in her eye betrayed her true intentions. “I’m just making conversation.”

      “Can we not do this right now?” I muttered, my voice low enough that only she and John could hear.

      “Do what?” Jenna leaned back in her chair, one leg crossed over the other as her smirk widened. “I mean, it’s a fair question, isn’t it? You’ve always been so… careful, Kelsey. But maybe you’ve changed. Have you?”

      Before I could respond—not that I knew how to—John tilted his head slightly, his gaze settling on me with an intensity that made my pulse quicken. "Have you?" he asked softly, his lips curving into a small smile that felt more like a challenge than genuine curiosity.

      I wanted to disappear. Or maybe throw my coffee at Jenna for putting me in this position. My tongue felt like lead in my mouth, and all I could manage was an awkward laugh that sounded more like a cough.

      Jenna didn’t let up. “Why did you two break up again?” she asked, her tone feigning innocence but her words cutting through the tension like a knife. She rested her chin on her hand and batted her eyelashes at me playfully, knowing full well the answer.

      Both John and I froze. He shifted in his seat uncomfortably, his eyes darting between me and Jenna as if deciding whether or not to intervene. I stared down at my coffee cup like it held the secrets of the universe.

      “Oh, that’s right,” Jenna said before either of us could muster a response. Her grin was wicked now, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “John wanted an open relationship, but you didn’t.” She turned to John with a raised eyebrow. “How’d that work out for you?”

      “Jenna,” I said sharply this time, my face burning with embarrassment and anger in equal measure.

      “What?” She shrugged innocently again but didn’t bother hiding the amusement dancing behind her eyes. “It’s just interesting, isn’t it? People grow up, change their minds…”

      My hands balled into fists under the table, nails digging into my palms as I tried to keep my composure. John looked like he was about to respond—probably with another deflection—but Jenna beat him to it.

      “But something tells me you’ve grown up a lot since then,” she said pointedly to me.

      John turned toward me fully now, one brow arched high in silent question. His expression was unreadable—polite curiosity mixed with just a hint of something sharper. Amusement? Intrigue? Whatever it was made me feel both exposed and oddly exhilarated at the same time.

      “Is that right?” he asked finally, his voice low and even as though he were testing the waters.

      I opened my mouth to deny whatever ridiculous implication Jenna was making but found myself unable to form words under his steady gaze. My throat felt tight, my heart pounding faster than I cared to admit.

      “I—” I started, but Jenna cut me off before I could finish.

      “Why don’t we have a test run?” she suggested casually, as though she were talking about splitting an appetizer rather than flipping my entire world upside down.

      “A what now?” My voice came out strangled as my head snapped toward her.

      “A test run,” Jenna repeated smoothly, swirling her coffee with her spoon like this was the most natural conversation in the world. "You know, to see how things feel. You’ve been holding onto so much tension around John—maybe this is exactly what you need to loosen up."

      I stared at her, dumbfounded. “I don’t even know what that means.”

      She leaned closer, dropping her voice but keeping her grin sharp. “It means you stop overthinking for once and just… let things happen.” She glanced at John, who sat back in his chair, eyebrows raised but otherwise calm, like he was enjoying the show. “What do you think? Are you game?”

      “I—uh…” John cleared his throat, scratching the back of his neck with a nervous chuckle. For maybe the first time ever, I saw him looking slightly unsure of himself. “This isn’t exactly how I pictured catching up with you two,” he admitted, his gaze flickering to me.

      “Don’t tell me you’re scared,” Jenna teased, clearly reveling in everyone else's discomfort but her own.

      “No one’s scared,” I snapped before John could respond. My voice was sharper than I intended, and both of them turned toward me in surprise. I sighed, running a hand through my hair and forcing myself to calm down. “Look, this whole conversation is insane.”

      “Is it?” Jenna tilted her head innocently but there was nothing innocent about the glint in her eyes. “Or is it just outside your comfort zone?”

      I hated how well she knew me sometimes. Hated that she could see right through my carefully constructed walls and poke at the parts of me I didn’t know how to deal with yet. And most of all, I hated that she wasn’t entirely wrong.

      John cleared his throat again, breaking the silence that had stretched too long between us. “Look, if this is too weird or whatever…” He trailed off awkwardly, looking between Jenna and me like he was trying to gauge whether this situation was salvageable.

      “No!” Jenna said quickly before I could speak. “It’s not weird! Right, Kelsey?”

      Her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that left no room for argument. She was pushing me—forcing my hand—and we both knew it.

      “Right,” I heard myself say before my brain could catch up with my mouth.

      John blinked at me in surprise while Jenna’s grin grew wider than ever.

      “See? That wasn’t so hard,” she said smugly as she stood up from the table and grabbed her bag. “Let’s go.”

      I hesitated for a moment too long, staring after her as if this was some elaborate prank she’d pull the plug on any second now. But when she turned back to raise an expectant eyebrow at me, I realized this was real—she was serious.

      With a sigh that felt more like surrender than agreement, I pushed back my chair and followed her out of the coffee shop without another word.
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      The ride to Jenna’s place felt like a fever dream—a mix of nervous energy and suppressed curiosity swirling in the air between us as we sped through the quiet streets. The hum of her engine filled the silence after I finally gave up pressing her for details about what exactly she thought she was doing.

      “You’ll thank me later ,” Jenna said, her voice light but edged with certainty. Her fingers tapped the steering wheel to the rhythm of a song only she could hear. I stared at her profile, trying to figure out if she was seriously this confident or if she was just better at faking it than I’d ever be.

      "Or," I countered, "I'll regret this for the rest of my life."

      Jenna laughed, throwing me a side glance. “You’re so dramatic. What’s the worst that could happen?”

      I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. There were too many answers to that question, and none of them felt good enough to say out loud. Instead, I turned my gaze out the window and watched the city blur past us.

      When we pulled into Jenna’s driveway, John parked behind us and stepped out of his car. He looked up at Jenna’s house with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension, as if he wasn’t sure what he’d just agreed to either. For once, I found myself relating to him more than I wanted to.

      Jenna practically bounced up the steps to her front door, glancing over her shoulder with a sly smile before unlocking it and stepping inside. I lingered near John for a second longer than necessary, catching his eye without meaning to.

      “You okay?” he asked quietly.

      I nodded too quickly, brushing past him before he could read too much into my hesitation. “Yeah. I think so.”

      The words felt heavier than I intended as they left my mouth. John didn’t say anything—just followed me inside where Jenna had already kicked off her shoes and was pouring more coffee, as if we needed any more.

      “Relax,” she said over her shoulder when she saw us hovering awkwardly near the entrance like kids waiting for permission to enter a room. She held up three mugs and gestured toward the living room. “Come on, make yourselves comfortable.”

      John took a mug without protest and sank into one corner of Jenna’s plush gray sofa. I hesitated again before finally sitting down in the opposite corner, keeping as much distance between us as possible without making it obvious.

      Jenna plopped down between us with all the grace of someone completely unbothered by anything that might have been running through our minds. She handed me a mug before raising hers in an impromptu toast.

      “To new experiences,” she said, winking at me before clinking her cup against mine—and then John’s—without waiting for either of us to respond.

      I took a sip more out of necessity than enjoyment, hoping it would distract me from the whirlwind inside me even just a little bit.

      “So,” Jenna began after a moment of silence that stretched just long enough to feel uncomfortable. She set her mug down on the coffee table and leaned back against the cushions with an air of casual confidence that only made me feel more self-conscious by comparison. “How goes first?”

      “What?” I blurted out before I could stop myself.

      She laughed again—soft but genuine—and reached over to pat my knee reassuringly. “Relax, Kelsey. I already know that I’m going to start with you. To loosen you up.”

      Her hand drifted up my thigh as she leaned in closer. She looked like she was going to kiss me, sending a shiver down my spine. Jesus, I’d never kissed Jenna before, but now that we were here, I wanted to.

      I felt my heart racing as Jenna leaned in. Her lips met mine, soft and insistent. I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the kiss. Jenna's tongue teased at my lips and I parted them, allowing her to deepen the kiss. Her hand slid further up my thigh, fingers trailing along the inseam of my jeans.

      I was acutely aware of John watching us from the other end of the couch. Part of me wanted to look at him, to see his reaction, but I kept my eyes closed, focusing on the sensations of Jenna's mouth on mine, her hand on my leg.

      Jenna broke the kiss, pulling back slightly. "Let's get you out of these clothes," she murmured. Her fingers found the hem of my shirt, tugging it upwards. I raised my arms, allowing her to pull it over my head.

      She tossed my shirt aside and her hands went to the button of my jeans. I lifted my hips as she slid them down my legs, leaving me in just my bra and panties. Jenna's eyes roamed over my body appreciatively.

      "God, you're gorgeous," she said, trailing her fingers along my collarbone. She reached behind me, unhooking my bra. As she slid the straps down my arms, she leaned in, pressing soft kisses to my shoulder, my chest, the swell of my breast.

      My breath hitched as Jenna's mouth found my nipple. She swirled her tongue around it before sucking gently, sending sparks of pleasure through me. Her hand cupped my other breast, thumb brushing over the nipple.

      I couldn't help the moan that escaped me. Jenna smiled against my skin as her free hand slid down my stomach. Her fingers dipped beneath the waistband of my panties, teasing.

      "These need to go too," Jenna said, hooking her fingers in the fabric. I lifted my hips again as she pulled them down and off.

      Now completely naked, I felt exposed and vulnerable. But the way Jenna was looking at me - with hunger and desire in her eyes - made me feel sexy and wanted.

      Jenna's lips trailed down my body, peppering kisses along my skin. When she reached the apex of my thighs, she looked up at me, a wicked glint in her eye. "Ready?" she asked.

      I nodded, not trusting my voice. Jenna's tongue darted out, licking a stripe up my slit. I gasped at the contact, my hips bucking involuntarily.

      Jenna's hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as she went to work with her mouth. Her tongue circled my clit before flicking across it rapidly. I moaned loudly, my hands fisting in her hair.

      Jenna's tongue worked magic between my legs, alternating between teasing licks and firm pressure. I writhed beneath her, lost in the sensations. My eyes fluttered open and I caught John's gaze. His pupils were blown wide with arousal as he watched us.

      Jenna slid two fingers inside me, curling them as she sucked on my clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. I could feel my orgasm building rapidly.

      "Oh god, Jenna," I moaned. "Don't stop, I'm so close."

      She increased her pace, her fingers pumping in and out as her tongue flicked rapidly over my sensitive bud. The tension coiled tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as I came with a cry, my back arching off the couch.

      Jenna worked me through the aftershocks before pulling away with a satisfied smirk. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand before turning to John. In one fluid motion, she straddled his lap and captured his lips in a searing kiss.

      John's hands immediately went to Jenna's hips, pulling her closer. I watched as their kiss deepened, tongues tangling. John's hands slid under Jenna's shirt, caressing her skin.

      Jenna broke the kiss just long enough for John to pull her shirt over her head. Jenna mirrored his movements by removing his shirt, too. She dove back in, kissing him hungrily as her hands roamed his chest. John's fingers deftly unfastened Jenna's jeans. She stood, shimmying out of them before helping John remove his own.

      I sat up, reaching around Jenna to unhook her bra. As it fell away, John cupped her breasts reverently. He leaned in, trailing kisses along her collarbone before taking a nipple into his mouth. Jenna's head fell back with a moan.

      John lavished attention on Jenna's breasts as she threaded her fingers through his hair. After a moment, Jenna gently pushed John back. She sank to her knees in front of him, her fingers hooking in the waistband of his boxers.

      As Jenna tugged John's boxers down, her eyes widened. "Oh wow," she breathed, taking in the sight of him. Her hand wrapped around his length, stroking slowly.

      John's eyes met mine, full of gratitude and desire. He leaned over, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. I melted into it, savoring the familiar taste of him.

      We continued kissing as Jenna took John into her mouth. His groan vibrated against my lips. I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him close as Jenna worked him with her mouth and hand.

      John's breathing grew ragged. I knew he was getting close. "Jenna," he gasped. "I'm gonna-"

      She increased her pace, taking him deeper. John's hips jerked as he came with a low groan. Jenna swallowed around him, working him through his release.

      When she finally pulled away, John slumped back against the couch, panting heavily. I leaned in to kiss him softly.

      "That was incredible," John murmured against my mouth.

      Jenna sat back on her heels, looking pleased with herself. "Glad you enjoyed it," she purred.

      I turned to Jenna, drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks and swollen lips. "Your turn," I said with a grin.

      Jenna's eyes darkened with desire as I guided her to lie back on the plush carpet. I settled between her legs, trailing kisses along her inner thighs. Her skin was impossibly soft beneath my lips.

      I glanced up, meeting Jenna's gaze as I slowly dragged my tongue along her slit. Her breath hitched, hips canting upward seeking more contact. I obliged, circling her clit with the tip of my tongue before sucking gently.

      Jenna's fingers tangled in my hair as I continued to tease her with long, languid licks. "Please," she whimpered. "More."

      I redoubled my efforts, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks of my tongue. Jenna's thighs trembled on either side of my head as I built her towards her peak. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them to hit that spot that made her see stars.

      "Oh fuck," Jenna cried out. "Right there, don't stop!"

      I maintained my rhythm, feeling her inner walls start to flutter around my fingers. With a few more well-placed licks, Jenna came undone. Her back arched as she cried out in pleasure, grinding against my face as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

      I eased her through the aftershocks before pulling away. As I sat up, I noticed John watching us intently, his arousal evident once more.

      "That was so hot," he said, voice husky with desire.

      John lowered to the floor beside us and I crawled over to him, capturing his lips in a heated kiss. "Ready for round two?" I murmured against his mouth.

      John nodded eagerly. "Absolutely."

      Jenna leaned on her elbows, still flushed and breathless. She was beautiful, and I couldn’t believe I’d never seen her this way before.

      

      I gave John space to slip between her thighs. He ran the tip of his cock over her wet slit as if they were virgins, about to have sex for the first time.

      I watched as John slowly pushed into Jenna, both of them gasping at the sensation. He started with shallow thrusts, gradually building up speed and intensity. Jenna wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper with each thrust.

      My hand drifted between my own legs as I watched them together. The sight of John's muscular back flexing as he moved inside Jenna was incredibly arousing. I circled my clit with my fingers, matching my movements to their rhythm.

      "God, you feel amazing," John groaned, burying his face in Jenna's neck.

      Jenna's nails raked down his back as she arched up to meet his thrusts. "Harder," she panted. "Fuck me harder."

      John obliged, pounding into her with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by their moans of pleasure. I could feel my own orgasm building as I watched them, my fingers working faster against my clit.

      "I'm close," Jenna cried out, her body tensing beneath John's.

      "Me too," John grunted, his hips stuttering as he neared his peak.

      I felt my own release wash over me just as Jenna cried out in ecstasy. John followed soon after, burying himself deep inside her as he came with a low groan.

      For a moment, the only sound was our heavy breathing as we all came down from our respective highs. John carefully pulled out of Jenna. He surprised me by turning to me, still fully hard. He cupped my face and kissed me passionately, his tongue massaging mine.

      “God, I’ve missed you,” he said. Then he laid me back and entered me with one deep, hard thrust. He played with my nipples while he fucked me I gasped as John filled me completely, my body stretching to accommodate him. The familiar sensation of him inside me sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer as he began to move.

      "I've missed you too," I whispered against his lips, my hips rising to meet his thrusts.

      John's fingers expertly teased my nipples, sending little jolts of electricity straight to my core. I moaned loudly, arching my back to push my breasts further into his hands.

      Beside us, Jenna had recovered enough to start touching herself again. Her fingers circled her clit as she watched us intently, her eyes dark with renewed arousal.

      "You two look so hot together," she purred, her free hand caressing her breast.

      John's rhythm faltered for a moment as he turned to look at Jenna. I could see the desire in his eyes as they roamed over her body. A pang of jealousy shot through me, but I pushed it aside. This was what I wanted, what I needed to prove to him.

      "Kiss her," I urged, surprising myself with how much I wanted to see it.

      John hesitated for a moment, his hips stilling. "Are you sure?"

      I nodded, pulling him down for a quick, passionate kiss. "I'm sure. I want this. I want us to share everything."

      With a groan, John leaned over and captured Jenna's lips in a searing kiss. The sight of them together, combined with John still buried deep inside me, was incredibly erotic. I felt my arousal spike, my inner walls clenching around him.

      I watched, mesmerized, as John's tongue danced with Jenna's. Their kiss was passionate, hungry, and I felt a mix of arousal and jealousy coursing through me. John's hips began to move again, his thrusts becoming more forceful as his excitement grew.

      "Oh god," I moaned, my nails digging into his back. "Don't stop, John. Please don't stop."

      He broke away from Jenna, his eyes dark with lust as he looked down at me. "Never," he growled, increasing his pace.

      Jenna's hand found mine, our fingers intertwining as she continued to pleasure herself. "This is so hot," she panted. "You two are incredible together."

      I turned my head to look at her, taking in her flushed cheeks and heaving chest. Without thinking, I leaned over and kissed her softly. John groaned above us, his hips stuttering at the sight.

      "Fuck, that's sexy," he said, his voice husky with desire.

      I broke the kiss, smiling at Jenna before turning back to John. "I told you she’s changed," Jenna teased.

      I rolled my hips to meet his thrusts in agreement. "I want this. I want us."

      John's movements became more erratic, and I could tell he was close. I felt my own orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure in my core. Jenna's fingers moved faster on her clit, her breath coming in short gasps.

      "I'm close," I moaned, arching my back. "John, please..."

      He reached between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight circles. The added stimulation pushed me over the edge, and I cried out as waves of pleasure washed over me. My inner walls clenched around John, and with a final, deep thrust, he followed me into ecstasy.

      As we came down from our high, I heard Jenna's soft whimper as she reached her own climax. John collapsed on top of me, his weight comforting and familiar. I stroked his back gently, feeling more content than I had in months.

      I marveled at how right this felt. Any lingering jealousy had melted away, replaced by a deep sense of contentment and connection. I realized that loving John didn't mean I had to possess him completely. Sharing him with Jenna had only made our bond stronger.

      John turned his head to kiss me softly. "Thank you," he murmured against my lips. "For being open to this. For showing me how much you've grown."

      I smiled, running my fingers through his sweat-dampened hair. "Thank you for giving us another chance."

      Jenna propped herself up on one elbow, looking at us both with a mixture of affection and satisfaction. "So," she said with a playful grin, "same time next week?"

      We all burst into laughter, the sound filling the room with joy and possibility. As I lay there wrapped in John's arms, Jenna's hand intertwined with mine, I knew that this was just the beginning of a beautiful new chapter in our lives.
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      It was nearly two in the afternoon when I heard the knock on my office door. I frowned, glancing at my screen where three half-finished emails were open, none of them coherent enough to send. Everyone else in the office usually just walked in without knocking—an unspoken rule of our small workspace.

      "Come in!" I called, pushing my chair back a little and straightening my blouse.

      The door opened, and there he was. Vic. My husband. Standing there with that stupidly handsome smirk that made my stomach flip, even after three years of marriage. He was wearing his favorite leather jacket over his work polo, and his dark hair was slightly disheveled like he'd run his hands through it a few too many times on his way here.

      “Surprise,” he said, stepping inside and shutting the door behind him before I could protest.

      "Vic!" I hissed under my breath, standing up so fast I nearly knocked over my chair. "What are you doing here? This is my job!"

      "I know," he said casually, as if that wasn’t the most obvious thing in the world. "I figured I'd come see how you're settling in." He looked around my tiny office—a glorified cubicle with a door—and raised an eyebrow. "Cozy."

      I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to look stern even though my heart was doing loops at the sight of him. "You can't just show up like this! Diana could walk by any second!"

      "Diana’s in a meeting," he replied smoothly, leaning against the wall like he belonged there. "I saw her heavily engrossed in a conversation when I came in."

      "Still," I whispered urgently, glancing toward the closed door as if she might appear out of thin air anyway. “You can’t just barge in here.”

      "Relax, Kelsey,” he said, grinning that infuriating grin that always melted me on sight. “I’ll be quick.”

      “What do you mean ‘quick’?” I asked suspiciously, narrowing my eyes at him as he pushed off the wall and took a slow step toward me. His eyes—dark and mischievous—flickered to the desk behind me for half a second before meeting mine again.

      “You know exactly what I mean,” he murmured, his voice dropping into that low tone that sent shivers down my spine no matter how hard I tried to resist it.

      "Vic," I warned, holding up a hand as if that would stop him from closing the distance between us—which it certainly did not. He stepped right into my space, close enough for me to catch a faint whiff of his cologne mixed with leather and something uniquely him.

      "You’re tense," he murmured softly, brushing his knuckles lightly against my cheek before skimming them down to rest beneath my chin. His thumb tilted it upward just enough that I had no choice but to meet his gaze head-on.

      "Of course I'm tense,” I whispered back sharply, though there wasn’t much bite left in it now that he was touching me like that. “If Diana finds out you’re here..."

      “She won’t,” he interrupted smoothly, leaning closer until his lips were barely an inch from mine.

      "Besides, I don't care if she does."

      "Vic!" I said, knowing full well that was the wrong thing to say as soon as the words left my lips. His grin widened mischievously before he closed the remaining distance between us, crushing his mouth to mine in a searing kiss.

      I sank against him, all thoughts of Diana and my new job and what could happen if we were caught melting away in the face of his heat and nearness. His hands slid up my sides, underneath my blouse, cupping my breasts through my bra. My nipples hardened immediately, betraying me even more than the growing wetness between my thighs did.

      Without thinking, I reached down to unbutton his pants, freeing him from his confines like it was second nature. He was hard and hot in my hand—ready for me just as much as I was for him. Vic groaned into my mouth as I stroked him a few times, teasing both of us further.

      "Condom?" he managed to gasp out between hungry kisses along my jawline.

      "Desk drawer," I breathed, nodding towards it without breaking eye contact with him. He fumbled around for a few seconds before producing a foil packet which he tore open skillfully with his teeth before sheathing himself in record time.

      "Lift your skirt," he growled lowly, nudging at my thighs with his hips until I got the message and hiked up the fabric of my work-appropriate A-line skirt. My panties were already soaked through when he reached beneath them, rubbing at where I needed him most before sliding two fingers inside of me effortlessly—and yes, despite our joined state of undress and Diana being just on the other side of these thin office walls—I still cared about her hearing us too much to let out more than a small whimper of pleasure. Vic chuckled darkly against my neck as if he could read my mind; then he replaced his fingers with himself: slow... so agonizingly slow... until every inch had been sheathed inside me until we were joined together completely again; just like that we were one person instead of two separate beings anymore.

      And then he started moving inside me, slowly at first but picking up in intensity with each passing second until all I could think about was the way his body felt against mine; how good he felt inside me. The world melted away, all of it vanished into nothingness as we moved together desperately seeking release.

      "Kelsey," he moaned out my name like a prayer, his hips digging into mine harder and faster as we both teetered on the edge. "I'm going to..."

      That's when the door flew open. Our eyes snapped open simultaneously, meeting Diana's wide-eyed and shocked gaze. Vic pulled himself free quickly and stuffed himself back in his pants while I pulled down my skirt.

      “Diana,” I muttered, my heart racing. “I, um, thought you were busy.”

      Diana cocked a brow. “Clearly. You know this is against policy, don’t you? I could fire you for this.”

      Vic looked at me apologetically before turning to Diana. “Please, don’t blame her. It’s all my fault.”

      Diana smirked. “I can see that. You seem like a man who would be hard to resist.”

      Her comment made me uncomfortable. Diana was a very attractive and powerful woman.

      Vic, however, didn’t seem to register the tension in the room—or maybe he didn’t care. Instead, he stepped in front of me protectively, his posture calm but firm. “What can we do to make this right?” he asked, his voice steady and confident.

      Diana tilted her head, her gaze trailing over Vic with a slow deliberation that made my stomach churn. There was something predatory about the way she smiled, like she had been handed an opportunity she’d been waiting for. “Oh, I have an idea,” she said smoothly, crossing her arms over her chest and leaning against the doorframe. “But it might not be to Kelsey’s liking.”

      I stepped forward quickly, my face flushed with embarrassment and anger. “Diana, please. This won’t happen again. It was a mistake—just a moment of poor judgment.”

      Her eyes flicked to mine, sharp and assessing, before they returned to Vic. “A mistake? Maybe. But I think a mistake like this needs... proper consequences.” She straightened up and walked further into the room, closing the door softly behind her with a click that made my pulse spike.

      Vic stiffened beside me, sensing the shift in her demeanor. “We’re willing to cooperate,” he said cautiously. I shot him a horrified look. Cooperate? Was he serious?

      Diana stopped a few feet away from us, her smile widening as if she enjoyed our discomfort. “That’s good to hear,” she said lightly before turning her attention back to me. “Kelsey, you’ve got potential here—you’re smart, resourceful—but I also can’t overlook what just happened in this office.”

      “I understand,” I stammered quickly. “And I’ll do whatever it takes to prove myself—to fix this.”

      Her eyes gleamed as if those were the exact words she’d been waiting for. “Anything?”

      The air in the room felt suffocating, charged with an energy I didn’t know how to navigate. Vic’s hand brushed against mine subtly—a small gesture of reassurance even though we were both way out of our depths here.

      “What do you want?” Vic asked finally, cutting through the oppressive silence.

      Diana’s lips curled into a slow smile as her gaze slid back to him. “Simple,” she said smoothly. “If Kelsey wants to keep her position here—and if you want to ensure no... unfortunate rumors spread about certain inappropriate workplace activities—then you’ll both agree to indulge me.” Her eyes flicked between us meaningfully.

      I swallowed hard, unable to believe what I was hearing—and yet part of me wasn’t surprised at all by Diana’s audacity. She was powerful and beautiful and used to getting exactly what she wanted.

      Vic broke the silence first. "Indulge you how?"

      Diana laughed softly—an unnerving sound that sent chills down my spine—and stepped even closer until she was standing just inches from Vic. She reached out leisurely and adjusted the lapel of his jacket as if testing boundaries.

      “Well,” she began slowly, her voice dripping with amusement, “let’s just say I’d like to get better acquainted with your husband here... intimately.”

      My breath caught in my throat as Vic’s jaw tightened visibly.

      “You’re joking,” I said sharply, my voice trembling as it echoed in the oppressive silence of the room.

      Diana’s smile didn’t falter. If anything, it deepened, turning into something sharper, more wicked. “Do I look like I’m joking, Kelsey?” she asked, her words curling in the air like smoke. Her hand lingered on Vic’s lapel for a beat too long before she finally let it fall to her side. “You said you’d do anything to keep your job. I’m simply holding you to that promise.”

      I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, each beat reverberating in my ears like a drum. My mind raced as I searched for some way out of this nightmare. This wasn’t happening—this couldn’t be happening.

      Vic shifted beside me, his expression unreadable. He turned his head slightly in my direction, his hazel eyes locking onto mine for a fleeting moment before he spoke. “Kels,” he murmured softly, just loud enough for me to hear. “You don’t have to do this.”

      But Diana cut back in before I could respond. “Oh, come on now,” she said with a mock-pout, as if this were all some sort of game to her. “Don’t be such a prude about it. Surely you can see how... beneficial this arrangement could be for all of us.”

      I turned to Diana then, anger bubbling up past the fear and disgust that had been swirling inside me like a storm. “You’re crossing a line,” I hissed, my voice low but filled with venom.

      She raised an eyebrow at me as though amused by my defiance. “Am I? Or are you simply unwilling to admit that maybe—just maybe—you’d enjoy this too?” She looked at Vic pointedly before her gaze slid back to me.

      The insinuation made my stomach twist painfully. Hot tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, but I refused to let them fall—not here, not in front of her.

      Vic cleared his throat then, drawing both of our attention back to him. His voice was even when he spoke, but there was an edge to it—a quiet warning laced with steel. “You’re out of line,” he said firmly.

      Diana didn’t so much as flinch. Instead, she cocked her hip and smirked at him like nothing he said mattered. “Out of line? Maybe,” she replied nonchalantly before taking a step closer toward him again—so close that there was barely any space left between them now.

      I clenched my fists at my sides as jealousy surged through me like lightning—even though I knew none of this was Vic’s fault; even though deep down I trusted him completely.

      “I’ll give you two some time to discuss,” Diana said suddenly, turning on her heel and striding toward the door with an air of authority that made my skin crawl. Before stepping out into the hallway though, she glanced back over her shoulder and added lightly: "Don't take too long."

      And just like that—she was gone, leaving Vic and me alone together in the suffocating tension of my office.

      For several long moments neither of us spoke; we simply stood there amidst the wreckage of everything that had just happened, the air between us thick and heavy. My breathing was shallow, uneven, as if my lungs couldn’t quite remember how to function. Vic reached for me then, his fingers brushing against mine in a silent effort to steady me, but I jerked my hand away instinctively.

      “Don’t,” I whispered, shaking my head. The word came out sharper than I intended, but I couldn’t help it. My emotions were raw, stripped bare by everything that Diana had just thrown at us. “I just… I need a minute.”

      Vic frowned, his hand hovering midair before he let it drop back to his side. “Kelsey…” His voice was low, almost pleading. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t—”

      “You didn’t what?” I snapped, cutting him off as the dam finally broke and all the anger and frustration came pouring out of me. “You didn’t think she’d come in here and proposition you like that? Or you didn’t think twice about offering yourself up like some… some bargaining chip to save my job?”

      His face paled at my words, but he didn’t look away from me. “I was trying to protect you,” he said quietly, though there was a thread of defensiveness there now.

      “Protect me?” I laughed bitterly at that, the sound hollow and humorless. “By agreeing to sleep with my boss? Do you have any idea how messed up that sounds?”

      His jaw tightened, and for a moment he looked like he was going to argue—but then he sighed and ran a hand through his hair instead. “What was I supposed to do?” he asked after a beat, his voice rough around the edges. “She’s got all the power here, Kels. If you lose this job…”

      “I know,” I interrupted, my voice breaking as tears finally spilled over onto my cheeks. “You think I don’t know that? But what she’s asking for—it’s not normal, Vic! This isn’t normal! And now she’s made it so that no matter what we do—whether you go through with it or not—I’ll never be able to walk into this office again without feeling humiliated.”

      He stepped toward me then, carefully closing the gap between us until he was close enough to reach out again—but this time, when he took my hands in his, I didn’t pull away.

      “Kelsey,” he said softly, his thumbs brushing over my knuckles as if trying to calm me down by sheer force of will alone. “I hate this just as much as you do. But if it’s between letting her win or seeing you lose everything you’ve worked so hard for—”

      “It shouldn’t be either,” I cut in angrily, yanking my hands free from his grasp as fresh tears streaked down my face. “It shouldn’t have to be either.”

      “I know,” he murmured again, his voice barely audible now.

      For a moment we just stood there in silence once more—me shaking with anger and grief while Vic stared at me like he wished more than anything that he could fix this somehow.

      And then the door opened again without warning.

      Diana strolled back in like she owned the place—which technically she did—and leaned casually against the doorframe with that same smug smile playing at her lips. "Time's up, lovebirds," she purred, her eyes gleaming with predatory satisfaction. "Have you made your decision?"

      I felt Vic stiffen beside me, his body going rigid as if bracing for impact. My stomach churned with a nauseating mix of anger, fear, and—to my shame—a flicker of arousal that I desperately tried to stamp out.

      "We..." Vic started, his voice strained. He glanced at me, uncertainty clouding his features. "Kelsey, I—"

      "Yes," I heard myself say, the word falling from my lips before I could stop it. Both Vic and Diana looked at me in surprise. "Yes," I repeated, my voice stronger this time even as my insides quivered. "We've decided. We'll... we'll do it."

      Diana's smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth. "Excellent," she purred, pushing off from the doorframe and sauntering towards us. "I knew you'd see things my way eventually, Kelsey. Now, Vic..." She turned her predatory gaze on my husband. "Why don't you come with me to my office? We have some... business to discuss."

      Vic hesitated, his eyes darting between Diana and me. I could see the conflict written all over his face—the desire to protect me warring with his own moral compass.

      "It's okay," I whispered, even though every fiber of my being was screaming that it wasn't. "Just... just go."

      He swallowed hard, nodding once before following Diana out of the room. As the door clicked shut behind them, I sank into my chair, burying my face in my hands. What had I just agreed to? How could I possibly sit here knowing what was about to happen in Diana's office?

      Minutes ticked by, each one feeling like an eternity. My mind raced with images of what might be happening just down the hall—Diana's hands on Vic's body, her lips on his... I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the mental pictures, but they only grew more vivid.

      To my horror, I realized that my body was responding to these thoughts in ways I hadn't anticipated. A warmth was spreading through my lower belly, my breath coming faster as unbidden arousal coursed through me.

      Before I knew what I was doing, I was on my feet and moving towards the door. I told myself I was going to put a stop to this madness, but deep down, I knew that wasn't entirely true.

      My heels clicked softly against the polished floor as I made my way down the hall to Diana's office. The door was slightly ajar, and I could hear muffled sounds coming from within. My heart pounded in my chest as I pushed it open.

      The sight that greeted me made me freeze in my tracks. Vic was on his knees before Diana, her skirt pushed up to her hips, and his face buried between her thighs.

      I stood there, transfixed, unable to look away as my husband pleasured my boss. Diana's head was thrown back, her fingers tangled in Vic's hair as she ground against his face. A low moan escaped her lips, sending a jolt of electricity through my body.

      "Well, well," Diana purred, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. "Looks like someone couldn't stay away after all."

      Vic's head snapped up, his eyes wide with shock and guilt as he saw me standing in the doorway. "Kelsey, I—"

      "Shh," Diana silenced him with a finger to his lips. "Don't stop now, darling. We have an audience to entertain."

      My cheeks burned with shame, but I couldn't bring myself to leave. Diana's knowing smirk told me she could see right through me, could sense the arousal I was trying so desperately to hide.

      "Come in, Kelsey," she commanded, her voice husky with desire. "Shut the door behind you."

      As if in a trance, I obeyed, my trembling fingers fumbling with the doorknob. The soft click of the latch echoed in the suddenly silent room.

      Diana's eyes never left mine as she slowly stood up, smoothing down her skirt. "You know," she mused, circling around Vic like a predator stalking its prey, "I had a feeling you might enjoy this more than you let on."

      I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. Diana chuckled, the sound sending shivers down my spine.

      "Oh, don't bother denying it," she said, moving closer to me. "I can see it in your eyes, the way your breath quickens, how your body trembles." She was inches away from me now, her perfume intoxicating. "You want this just as much as I do."

      Before I could respond, Diana turned back to Vic, who was still kneeling on the floor, looking utterly lost. "Stand up," she ordered, and he complied immediately.

      "Now," Diana continued, her voice dripping with anticipation, "I'm going to fuck your husband right here, right now. And you, my dear Kelsey, are going to watch every. Single. Second."

      My heart raced, a mix of jealousy and excitement coursing through my veins. As Diana began to undress Vic, her eyes locked on mine, I realized with a start that I was more aroused than I had ever been in my life.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away as Diana slowly unbuttoned Vic's shirt, running her hands over his bare chest. My breath caught in my throat as she unzipped his pants, freeing his already hard cock.

      "Look how ready he is for me," Diana purred, stroking him firmly. Vic groaned, his eyes flicking between Diana and me.

      I felt a surge of heat between my legs, my panties growing damp. Without conscious thought, my hand drifted down to press against my aching core through my clothes.

      Diana noticed immediately. "That's it," she encouraged. "Touch yourself while you watch me fuck your husband."

      She pushed Vic onto the nearby couch, straddling him in one fluid motion. I gasped as she sank down onto his length, taking him fully inside her.

      "Oh god," Vic moaned, his hands gripping Diana's hips.

      I couldn't hold back any longer. I slipped my hand into my panties, my fingers finding my slick folds. As Diana began to ride Vic with abandon, I matched her rhythm, circling my clit.

      The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure - Diana's breathy cries, Vic's deep groans, and my own soft whimpers. I was so turned on I could barely think straight.

      Diana's head fell back, her long dark hair cascading down her back as she rode Vic with increasing intensity. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each thrust, and I found myself mesmerized by the sight. Vic's hands roamed her body, caressing her curves and teasing her nipples.

      "That's it, baby," Diana moaned. "You feel so good inside me."

      I watched, transfixed, as my husband's cock disappeared into Diana over and over. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, mingling with their cries of pleasure. My own fingers moved faster against my clit, matching their frenzied pace.

      "Look at your wife, Vic," Diana commanded. "See how turned on she is watching us fuck."

      Vic's eyes locked onto mine, dark with lust. "Fuck, Kelsey," he groaned. "You look so hot touching yourself."

      His words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I slipped two fingers inside myself, pumping in time with Diana's movements. The coil of pleasure in my core wound tighter and tighter.

      "I'm close," Diana panted. "Fuck me harder, Vic. Make me come all over your cock while your wife watches."

      Vic gripped Diana's hips tightly, thrusting up into her with powerful strokes. I could see the muscles in his abs flexing with each movement, his face contorted in ecstasy. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

      "Oh god, oh god," I whimpered, my fingers working furiously. "I'm gonna come."

      "Yes!" Diana cried out. "Come with us, Kelsey. Come while you watch your husband fuck me!"

      With a final thrust, Vic threw his head back and groaned loudly. Diana's body tensed, her back arching as she climaxed. The sight of their shared orgasm pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, waves of pleasure crashing over me as I watched my husband empty himself into another woman.

      As the aftershocks of our orgasms subsided, Diana slowly lifted herself off Vic and collapsed onto the sofa beside him. I watched as my husband's softening cock slipped out of her, glistening with their combined fluids.

      "Well," Diana said, her chest still heaving, "that was certainly... memorable." She turned to look at me, a satisfied smirk on her face. "I hope you enjoyed the show, Kelsey."

      I nodded, not trusting my voice just yet. My body was still tingling from my intense orgasm.

      Vic cleared his throat. "So, uh, about Kelsey's job..."

      "Ah yes," Diana replied, stretching languidly. "I suppose I did make a promise, didn't I?" She sat up, her eyes moving between Vic and me. "Very well. Kelsey can keep her position... for now."

      Relief washed over me, but it was tinged with something else - a strange mixture of shame and excitement. "Thank you, Diana," I managed to say.

      She waved her hand dismissively. "Just make sure it doesn't happen again. Unless..." Her lips curled into a mischievous smile. "Unless you want it to, of course."

      I felt my cheeks flush as Diana's words stirred something deep inside me. The thought of this happening again sent a thrill through my body.

      "I think we should go," Vic said, sitting up and reaching for his clothes.

      As we dressed and prepared to leave, I couldn't help but steal glances at Diana's naked form as she slowly got dressed. The image of her riding Vic was seared into my memory. I knew I'd never be able to look at either of them the same way again.

      "See you at the meeting this afternoon, Kelsey," Diana called as we headed for the door. "Try to behave yourself in the meantime."

      I nodded, but a part of me was already wondering what I'd have to do to end up in this situation again. The hunger that had awoken inside me craved more.

      As Vic and I left Diana's office, I realized that our relationship - and my professional life - would never be the same. But the excitement coursing through my veins told me that maybe, just maybe, that wasn't such a bad thing after all.
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      “Two thousand dollars in three days,” Jenna said, her voice practically vibrating with excitement as she leaned across the counter. “Can you believe that? Three days, Lydia. And I haven’t even done anything crazy yet.”

      I looked up from chopping the carrots for the salad I was making. We were at Jenna’s place, but she hated cooking. I cocked an eyebrow at her. "Two thousand dollars?” I whistled. “That’s insane. Like—what do you mean by 'haven’t done anything crazy yet'?”

      She grinned, flipping her long blonde hair over one shoulder as she perched on the stool by her kitchen island. “I mean, it’s just been lingerie pics so far. A little teasing here and there. Nothing explicit.” She shrugged like it was no big deal, but her smirk told me she was loving every second of this new venture.

      I leaned back against the counter and crossed my arms, giving her a long look. “Jenna, I have to admit, I don’t know how you do it. Like…you’re willingly showing your body to random people online for money?”

      “You make it sound so dirty,” she said with an exaggerated pout. Then her expression softened into that mischievous grin of hers. “It’s not like that at all! It’s empowering. These guys are eating out of the palm of my hand, begging for more, tipping me just because I breathe in their general direction.”

      I laughed despite myself and shook my head. “Okay, okay, good for you, really. I’m happy for you.” I paused, smirking a little as I gestured at the full curves she always flaunted so effortlessly. “Honestly, though? Not surprised you’re making money off your looks. You’d be crazy not to.”

      Her eyes lit up at the compliment as if she didn’t already know exactly how stunning she was. Still, she tried to play humble for about two seconds before breaking into a smug smile. “Well…I mean…if you’ve got it…”

      “Flaunt it,” I finished for her with a laugh.

      “Exactly!” She leaned forward conspiratorially, lowering her voice even though we were alone in her apartment. “Although…the solo stuff is cool and all, but honestly? What would really rake in the cash is if I could find a guy to work with.”

      My face must’ve given away my surprise because her eyes widened with mock scandalization. “Oh my god, Lyds! Don’t look at me like that—it’s not weird! Tons of creators do it.”

      “No judgment," I said quickly, holding up my hands in mock surrender. "I’m just processing here.”

      “It’s simple economics,” Jenna continued confidently, waving a manicured hand through the air as if she were explaining some kind of business strategy rather than planning to film videos with some random dude on OnlyFans. “Couples content sells way better than solo content. People freak for that kind of chemistry.”

      “Well,” I said slowly, reaching back for my soda on the counter and taking a sip while trying not to grin too much, “what are you looking for? Like…a co-star application form or something?”

      “Don’t tempt me; I might actually make one,” she joked before sighing dramatically and propping her chin on her palm. “But seriously, the guy's gotta meet certain criteria. First off, he needs to be hot—obviously. And second…” Her eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and determination. “…he’s gotta be, you know, gifted. Big dick energy isn’t enough. I’m talking about the real deal.”

      I nearly choked on my soda, setting the can down as I burst into laughter. “Oh my god, Jenna! You’re just gonna put an ad out? ‘Must be tall, handsome, and packing?’”

      “Don’t tempt me,” she quipped again with a smirk. Then her expression turned serious—or at least her version of serious, which still carried that air of playful chaos she always seemed to radiate. “I mean it, though. Having the right partner would take my content to the next level. People already love me solo, so imagine if there was a sexy guy in the mix.”

      “Well,” I said between chuckles, grabbing the cutting board and dumping the carrots into the salad bowl before turning back to her. “Too bad you can’t borrow Sam.”

      The words tumbled out before I could fully think them through, half-joking and entirely expecting Jenna to laugh it off like she normally would.

      Instead, her eyes widened—really widened this time—and for once in her life, she actually looked speechless for a few seconds. Then that unmistakable glint of trouble lit up her expression as she straightened on the stool. “Lydia. Lydiaaaa,” she said slowly, dragging out my name like it was some kind of revelation. “You’re always bragging about how big Sam is. He’d be perfect.”

      I blinked at her, utterly caught off guard by her earnestness. My laughter died in my throat as I stared at her in disbelief. “Wait—Jenna—hold on—you can’t be serious right now.”

      “Oh, I’m dead serious,” she said without missing a beat, leaning forward as if she were already devising a game plan in that wild mind of hers. “Think about it! He’s hot as hell—don’t even try to deny it—and you’ve told me yourself how…impressive he is downstairs.” She wiggled her eyebrows for emphasis.

      “Jenna!” I exclaimed, heat rushing to my cheeks as I slapped her arm lightly in protest.

      “What? Am I wrong?” she shot back with a grin.

      “That’s not the point!” I sputtered, though my mind had inexplicably latched onto the image she was painting. The thought of Sam—my boyfriend—on camera with Jenna was surreal and ridiculous…and maybe just a little bit intriguing in a way that made me feel strange even admitting to myself.

      Realizing my silence had gone on too long, Jenna pressed further. “Come onnnn,” she said in a sing-song voice that usually preceded one of her harebrained schemes. “You’ve got to admit it’s not the worst idea in the world.”

      “You’d need to get him to agree to it first,” I muttered after an awkward pause that left me feeling more exposed than I wanted to admit.

      She pointed at me like I’d just confirmed something vital for her master “You mean you need to get him to agree to it,” she corrected smoothly, her grin widening. “He’s your boyfriend, Lydia. You’ve got the… how do I put this… leverage.”

      “Leverage?” I repeated, crossing my arms and trying to focus on the steady rhythm of the knife as I chopped cucumbers. But my mind was spinning in ways it hadn’t before. Jenna always managed to throw me off balance like this.

      “Yes, leverage,” she said matter-of-factly. “I mean, if it were me, I’d be thrilled if my girlfriend came to me with an opportunity like this. He’s got the looks, the… equipment, and let’s be real—if you’re the one taking the pictures, you’d be there the whole time anyway. No funny business.” She waggled her eyebrows again.

      I froze mid-chop and turned to face her fully. “Wait—what?”

      “You could take the pictures,” she repeated plainly. “That way you’d know exactly what’s going on between us—which is nothing beyond what’s in front of the camera! It’s a win-win.”

      Her suggestion hit me like a lightning bolt, sending a strange thrill zipping through my chest that I couldn’t quite explain—or maybe didn’t want to explain. There was something oddly intimate about the idea of being in control of the camera, of seeing Sam like that in a new kind of spotlight while keeping everything under my watchful eye.

      I shook my head quickly, trying to ground myself before Jenna could read too much into whatever dumb expression I was probably wearing. “You’ve officially lost it,” I said lightly, though my voice lacked any real conviction.

      “Oh, come on!” she said again with that exasperated tone she reserved for whenever she thought I was being too stubborn for no reason. “Just think about it for two seconds! It makes perfect sense. You trust me. You trust him. And he trusts you. What’s the big deal? Besides—” She gestured grandly toward herself with both hands like she was announcing her own coronation, “—I’d cut you guys a generous percentage of the profits.”

      “Generous?” I snorted.

      “The most generous!” She flashed her teeth in an exaggerated smile before tilting her head at me with mock seriousness. “Look, I’m not saying this is gonna change your life or anything—though it might—but just ask Sam about it. Worst-case scenario? He says no and we all move on with our lives.”

      I chewed on her words for a moment longer than I wanted to admit before finally sighing and turning back to finish chopping vegetables. “Fine,” I said quietly after a beat of hesitation.

      “Fine what?” she asked eagerly.

      “I’ll try talking to him about it,” I muttered without looking up from the counter.

      She let out an excited squeal and clapped her hands together triumphantly. “Yes! That’s my girl!”

      “But I’m not guaranteeing anything,” I added quickly, shooting her a warning glance that only made her grin widen further.

      “Noted,” she said breezily as if she’d already won—which, knowing Jenna, she probably felt like she had.

      Shaking my head in disbelief, I pulled out my phone and called Sam while Jenna watched me intently.

      The phone rang twice before Sam picked up, his voice warm and familiar on the other end. “Hey, babe. What’s up?”

      I hesitated for a split second, suddenly hyper-aware of Jenna perched on the kitchen stool across from me, her chin propped in her hands like she was watching a reality show unfold in real time. “Hey,” I began, clearing my throat and trying to sound nonchalant. “So, um… Jenna and I were talking, and she had this idea. Kind of…unconventional.”

      There was a brief pause on the line before Sam chuckled softly. “Unconventional how?”

      I glanced at Jenna, who mouthed “Just rip off the Band-Aid!” with a dramatic gesture that almost made me laugh. Turning away from her theatrics, I lowered my voice. “She’s been doing really well with her OnlyFans stuff lately—like, seriously well—and she thinks she could make even more money if she added, you know… a guy.”

      Sam went quiet.

      “And,” I continued quickly before he could say anything, “she thought maybe you could help out. Like, as the guy.”

      “Wait.” His tone shifted, curiosity edging into amusement. “Jenna wants me to…?”

      “Be in some of her content,” I finished for him. My face burned as I said it out loud, even though Jenna had been making it sound so… business-like.

      There was another pause. Then: “She asked you to ask me about this?”

      “Well,” I said cautiously, glancing back at Jenna again—who was now pretending to zip her lips shut but failing miserably at hiding her grin—“she figured you’d be more comfortable hearing it from me instead of her directly.”

      Sam let out a low laugh that traveled warmly through the receiver and settled somewhere in my stomach. “I mean… wow. That’s definitely not what I thought I’d hear today.”

      “I told her it was crazy,” I admitted hastily, though even as I said it, part of me knew that wasn’t entirely true anymore. Crazy? Yes—but also strangely intriguing in ways I didn’t want to untangle just yet.

      “So,” he said slowly, his tone still laced with incredulity but also something else—interest? Playfulness? “What exactly would this entail?”

      “Well…” God, why did my voice sound so awkward? “You wouldn’t be doing it alone or anything. I’d be there too—to take the pictures.” The words tumbled out faster than I intended as if saying them quicker would make them less mortifying.

      “Wait—you’d be taking the pictures?” He sounded equal parts surprised and amused now. “Is this some kind of couples bonding exercise Jenna dreamed up?”

      “Of course not!” I shot back defensively before realizing how ridiculous this entire situation already sounded without adding unnecessary layers to it.

      Sam laughed again, and for some reason, it made me relax just a little bit—even if Jenna’s wide-eyed anticipation wasn’t helping matters much on my end. “Okay,” he said after a moment that felt like forever. “Why don’t we talk about this in person? I’ll come over now.”

      “Now?” My heart gave an involuntary thump at his quick response to the whole thing. “You’re sure?”

      “Yeah, why not? I’m curious.” His teasing tone was light, but there was a seriousness underneath it. “I’ll be there in ten.”

      “Okay,” I murmured, hanging up as he said goodbye. I had barely placed the phone down before Jenna leaned forward eagerly.

      “Well?” she demanded, her voice brimming with excitement.

      “He’s coming over,” I said, trying to sound casual but failing miserably. My pulse hadn’t quite settled from the conversation, and Jenna could sense it.

      “Oh my God.” She clapped her hands together and hopped off the stool, already halfway across the kitchen. “I’ll go change into something sexy.”

      I opened my mouth to respond but decided against it. Instead, I watched her disappear down the hallway toward her room. As soon as the door clicked shut, I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding.

      Her apartment felt eerily quiet in her absence, save for my own thoughts racing around like they were trying to outrun each other. The way Sam had reacted—so calm and even intrigued—sent an unexpected flutter through me. Maybe it was the thought of him being so open-minded or his willingness to dive into something unusual just because I brought it up. Either way, it left me feeling both giddy and nervous at the same time.

      When the doorbell rang five minutes later—faster than I anticipated—I jumped slightly before smoothing my hands over my jeans and heading for the door. Jenna was still in her room changing; she probably hadn’t even heard it.

      Pulling open the door, I found Sam standing on the porch with that easy smile of his that always managed to untangle any tension inside me. He was dressed casually in a fitted gray T-shirt and dark jeans, but somehow he still looked effortlessly put together—a stark contrast to how frazzled I felt.

      “Hey,” he greeted, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation as he always did. His eyes scanned me briefly before settling with amusement. “You look like you’ve just been caught red-handed doing something illegal.”

      I rolled my eyes and shut the door behind him. “Well, considering what we’re about to discuss…”

      He laughed under his breath and leaned back against the wall by the entryway, crossing his arms in that annoyingly cool way of his. “So where’s our mastermind?”

      “Changing,” I said plainly, motioning toward the hallway where Jenna’s door remained closed. “She wanted to make an impression.”

      Sam raised an eyebrow at that but didn’t say anything right away. Instead, he tilted his head slightly as he studied me. “And you’re okay with all this?”

      “I mean…” I hesitated, feeling my cheeks heat up again under his gaze. “It’s not like she asked us to rob a bank or anything.” I know I should have, but I was too embarrassed to tell him how excited the thought made me.

      Sam smirked but didn’t press further; he seemed content with my vague answer for now.

      Before either of us could say more, Jenna’s bedroom door swung open and she strolled out like she was stepping onto a runway. My breath hitched. Jenna had gone all out, wearing a sultry lace bodysuit that left very little to the imagination, paired with thigh-high stockings and heels that clicked ominously against the hardwood floor. Her confidence radiated from every inch of her, and her smirk was pure mischief as she took us both in.

      Sam’s jaw dropped audibly, his easygoing demeanor evaporating in an instant. I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks, both from embarrassment and a strange, unfamiliar twist of envy. I had always known Jenna was beautiful—undeniable, striking—but seeing her like this, so unapologetically bold and magnetic, was something entirely different.

      “Wow,” Sam muttered under his breath, quickly averting his eyes to the floor when he realized he’d been staring too long.

      “You’re too kind,” Jenna teased, twirling slightly as if to give us the full show. Then her gaze locked on me pointedly. “Don’t be shy now, Lydia. Grab the camera.”

      The camera. Right. I’d almost forgotten about it in the chaos of her grand entrance. I swallowed hard and moved mechanically toward the counter where her sleek DSLR rested, the weight of it unfamiliar in my hands as I picked it up.

      Jenna tilted her head as she gestured toward Sam with one perfectly manicured hand. “You don’t mind helping out with this, do you?” she asked him in a voice that was almost sickly sweet but tinged with challenge.

      Sam hesitated for just a second too long. “Of course not. It sounds fun.”

      Jenna stepped forward and tugged at Sam’s shirt playfully, her fingers brushing against his stomach as she pulled it up over his head. He froze momentarily before lifting his arms to let her remove it completely.

      “Already?” I blurted out finally, my voice higher-pitched than I intended as my grip tightened on the camera.

      “What?” Jenna turned to me with an innocent expression that didn’t fool me for a second. “We’re all adults here, aren’t we? And besides…” She swept her gaze over Sam’s now-bare chest appreciatively before grinning at me like we were sharing some private joke. “…he’s photogenic.”

      Sam rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly but didn’t protest further—though I noticed his eyes dart toward me briefly, checking my reaction.

      As if sensing my hesitation—or maybe simply choosing to ignore it—Jenna grabbed Sam by the wrist and started leading him toward her bedroom without another word. My stomach flipped at the sight of them together like that—so comfortable, so casual—and before I realized it, my legs were moving on their own.

      “Let’s get this show on the road,” Jenna announced cheerfully once we were inside her room. The space was dimly lit except for the soft golden glow of string lights draped across her headboard—a setup clearly designed for these kinds of photoshoots.

      I hovered awkwardly by the doorframe as Jenna turned back to Sam and pushed him gently onto the edge of her bed. He looked up at her with wide eyes that mirrored some mix of confusion and amusement while she straddled his lap briefly, leaning in close enough to whisper something into his ear. I couldn’t hear what she said, but the way Sam’s lips parted slightly and his breath hitched told me enough—it wasn’t innocent.

      “Lydia,” Jenna called over her shoulder, her voice light but commanding. “You’re missing the best angles. Get closer.”

      I tightened my grip on the camera, my palms suddenly slick with sweat. My feet felt like lead, but I forced myself to step forward, crossing the small space until I was only a few feet away from them. Jenna smirked at my hesitation before sliding gracefully off Sam’s lap. She stood before him, her fingers toying with the waistband of his jeans as if daring me to look away.

      “Relax,” she said smoothly, her words meant more for me than for Sam. “This is just art.”

      Art. Sure. That’s what we were calling it now.

      Jenna’s fingers moved deliberately, unfastening the button of Sam’s jeans with ease before tugging the zipper down slowly. The sound seemed deafening in the quiet room, and I swore I saw Sam’s Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard.

      I raised the camera to my face, thankful for the shield it provided even as my heart thundered in my chest. Through the lens, everything felt surreal—a scene unfolding that I wasn’t entirely sure I was supposed to be part of. Yet, I couldn’t tear my gaze away.

      When Jenna knelt in front of Sam and pulled his jeans down just enough to free him, I nearly dropped the camera. Sam groaned softly under his breath as she wrapped her hand around him, her movements confident and deliberate.

      “Lydia,” Jenna said again, this time softly but with an unmistakable edge of amusement. “I need you to focus. Start shooting.”

      My hands trembled slightly as I adjusted the focus on the lens and snapped a few tentative shots. The soft click of the shutter seemed oddly loud in the charged silence between us. Jenna didn’t even flinch; she was completely in her element, tilting her head this way and that as if posing for an invisible audience.

      Sam let out another strained breath when Jenna leaned forward and kissed along his length teasingly before taking him into her mouth without hesitation. His hands gripped tightly at the edges of the bed as he threw his head back, a low groan escaping his lips.

      Through the viewfinder, I watched everything—too intimately. Jenna’s movements were fluid and practiced as she worked him, her lips gliding up and down with an almost hypnotic rhythm while one hand stroked whatever she couldn’t take in fully. Sam looked wrecked already, his chest heaving as he tried—and failed—to keep himself together.

      And then there was me.

      My thighs clenched involuntarily as heat pooled low in my stomach—a mix of emotions so tangled that I wasn’t sure where one ended and another began. Jealousy burned sharp at seeing them like this together—at seeing him like this with someone else—but arousal simmered just beneath it, undeniable and impossible to ignore.

      “Keep shooting,” Jenna murmured without looking up, her voice muffled but somehow still commanding.

      I obeyed without thinking , my fingers moving on autopilot while my mind reeled. The clicks of the shutter punctuated the room, a hypnotic rhythm that seemed to match their increasingly frantic movements. Sam’s hands had moved to grip Jenna’s hair now, guiding her mouth up and down as she moaned her approval.

      “Fuck,” he hissed out between clenched teeth, his hips bucking upward as if he couldn’t help but follow her lead. “Jesus, Jenna—”

      That was when I remembered to breathe again. This wasn’t an anonymous man in one of Jenna’s explicit photos—this was Sam, my Sam. The man I loved more than anything, lost in the moment with someone else.

      But before I could process that thought any further, everything changed.

      Sam’s grip on Jenna’s hair tightened, almost desperate, as he arched his back with a hoarse moan. I knew the signs well enough to know he was close—too close—and in the split second that registered, he pulled her off him and away from the bed.

      “Condom,” he managed to grunt out, his voice nothing more than a ragged breath.

      Jenna shot me a victorious smirk over her shoulder before sauntering over to her purse,; she fished out a condom packet with practiced ease and returned to him in seconds. She was so damn confident—so unaffected by what they were about to do.

      My heart raced as I watched them—watched him sheath himself in that latex barrier as if it somehow made everything okay. Jenna stood and slowly removed her bodysuit until she was completely bare. Sam followed suit, removing his jeans and briefs completely until he was naked. Then Jenna straddled him once more, positioning herself at his tip before slowly lowering herself onto him inch by aching inch. Sam’s eyes rolled back into his head as she took him deep within her, his hands fisting the sheets on either side of them as if they were all that was holding him together.

      And me? I just stood there, invisible fingers squeezing my chest as I snapped photo after photo. The room seemed to shrink around us, and all I could focus on was the sight of them together: Jenna’s head thrown back in ecstasy, her breasts bouncing with each rise and fall of her hips, and Sam’s clenched jaw in an attempt to maintain control. The sounds—deafeningly loud and intimate—echoed off the walls: their labored breathing, the wetness of their bodies coming together, the creak of the bedframe under their weight.

      Sam reached between Jenna’s legs and played with her clit while she rode him like he was made for her. He sucked on her nipples, looking up at her adoringly. It was almost as if I wasn’t even there, except for the sound of my heart hammering against my ribs.

      Jenna and Sam came together, moaning in unison, and I got it all on camera. They came down, staring into each other’s eyes like something had changed between them.

      And then, when Sam glanced at me, my heart swelled. He looked at me with all the love and adoration he had before. Something about that made me feel like our love was unbreakable. Somehow, I felt even more confident than before this ordeal.

      Jenna climbed off of him with a smirk and a wink. She walked over to me, still naked, and wiggled her fingers. “Let me see the photos.”

      I handed her the camera, trying to ignore the arousal between my legs and I watched as she scrolled through them. “These are gorgeous,” she said. “You should take all of my photos from now on.”

      Her gaze met mine and my breath hitched. “So? Did it turn you on? To watch?”

      I stumbled over my words, but she was smiling like she already knew the answer. She set down the camera and lifted my shirt from my body. And I let her. Sam came toward me and helped her to undress me. They peppered me with kisses while they slowly removed my clothes until I was completely naked.

      Jenna leaned in and whispered, “Now it’s my turn to watch.”

      Her and Sam led me toward the bed and lay me on my back. Jenna climbed over my face, straddling it and lowering her hips. I felt Sam’s hands on me as he removed the condom he’d used on Jenna and entered me bareback. The sensation of having both of them on me at once was overwhelming.

      Sam cupped my breasts while he slipped inside, filling me completely. I gasped as Sam began to move, his thick length sliding in and out of me with long, deep strokes. His hands kneaded my breasts, fingers teasing my nipples into stiff peaks. The dual sensations of his cock stretching me and his hands on my chest sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

      Above me, Jenna lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. I eagerly lapped at her folds, tasting her arousal mixed with Sam's essence. She ground against my face as I explored her with my tongue, circling her clit before dipping inside.

      Sam's pace increased, his hips snapping forward to meet mine. Each thrust sent shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through me. I moaned into Jenna's pussy, the vibrations making her cry out and grip my hair tightly.

      The three of us moved together in a frenzied rhythm. Sam pounded into me relentlessly while I devoured Jenna, drunk on her taste and scent. My entire world narrowed to the feeling of being filled from both ends, caught between my two lovers.

      I felt my climax building, a tight coil of heat in my core. Sam's fingers found my clit, rubbing tight circles as he continued to thrust. The added stimulation pushed me over the edge and I came hard, my cries muffled against Jenna's sex.

      My orgasm triggered theirs. Jenna's thighs clamped around my head as she shuddered above me. Sam groaned, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside me. For a moment, we were suspended in shared bliss before collapsing together in a tangle of sweaty limbs.

      Sam wrapped an arm around me and kissed my forehead. “I think it’s safe to say this wasn’t just about the pictures.”

      Jenna leaned up on an elbow and wiggled her eyebrows. “You can say that again.”

      I blushed beneath them, feeling more loved than ever. “Does that mean we’re going to do this again?” I asked, hopeful.

      Jenna leaned in and rubbed her nose against mine before kissing me for the first time. She licked her arousal from my lips then slipped it inside. When she pulled back, I could barely open my eyes, the pleasure was so intense. “Yeah,” she whispered seductively. “In fact, I’m ready to go again.”

      “Again?” Sam teased.

      I nodded in agreement. “Yes, again. As soon as possible.” The three of us laughed and rolled around on the bed together, completely forgetting about the camera as we started round two.
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      Dan’s gaze lingered as if he wanted to say or do something but didn’t have the confidence to.  I looked away from him, opting instead for the hands in my lap as I sat in the passenger seat of his car.  Our date was nice.  A little boring, but nice.  But I still wasn’t sure about this whole therapy tactic of seeing other people, and I think Dan could pick up on that.

      I lifted my eyes to see my house through his windshield as he sat idling in my driveway.  It was the house I’d bought with my husband, Chris, back when times were better.  Nothing was seriously wrong in our marriage outside of our bedroom issues.  We otherwise were very happy and still each other’s best friends.

      But it had been almost a year since we’d slept together.  We tried.  We tried almost everything.  The more we tried, and failed, the quicker the arguments started happening.  About little things.  About chores.  About money.  Deep down, we both knew we weren’t angry about anything but our stale time in the bedroom.

      “Let me walk you to the front door,” Dan suggested when he realized he’d lost my attention.

      “Sure,” I said, feigning a smile for the sake of being polite.  The two of us stepped out of his car and walked to the porch.  Dan, trying to get up his nerve to make a move, brushed a strand of my brown hair out of my face and tucked it behind my ear.

      “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he told me, and I felt my stomach flip.  It had been a few months since Chris had said anything like that to me, though he used to tell me daily.  I felt a knot in my flipping stomach though.  Because as nice as the compliment was, I didn’t want to hear it.  Not from Dan.  I didn’t want to hear those words come from anyone but Chris.

      Dan leaned his head forward and I braced for the kiss.  His lips were soft and trembling with nerves as he pushed them to mine.  He slid soft, limp hands along my waist and tried to find the strength to pull me closer.  I kissed him back, but my kiss was just as lifeless.  I just wasn’t interested in kissing another man, even an attractive one like Dan.

      He pulled away, his eyes sparkling with gratitude.  “Goodnight, Melissa,” he said.

      “Goodnight,” I replied, thankful that I’d told him my husband would be home so he wouldn’t expect an invitation inside.

      Dan slowly walked back down the driveway, glancing over his shoulder at me a few times on the way.  I breathed a sigh of relief as he slipped into his car and started the ignition.  I watched with sadness as he pulled the car away.  Sadness because I knew this therapy tactic wasn’t for me.

      I pushed open the front door and was swallowed in darkness.  I thought I was alone.  I exhaled and tossed my keys onto the hall table.  I jumped when I heard his voice.

      “Didn’t want to invite him in?” asked Chris.

      I squinted my eyes and once they adjusted, I saw him sitting on the living room sofa, giving him a perfect view through the glass window of the front door.  He probably saw everything.

      “I told him you’d be home,” I said.

      “Was the only thing stopping you?” he asked.  His acidic tone made me angry.

      “Do you have a problem or something?” I asked him.  “We both agreed to do this, you know.”

      “Yeah, well, I didn’t think you’d move on so quickly,” he said, standing from the sofa and walking toward me.  He looked good angry, even if I had to be on the receiving end of it.  Chris was tall and wide – built like a football player.  His blue eyes looked like stars glistening in the darkness of the room.  As he came closer, the moonlight illuminated his jaw and his pouty lips.  Maybe this therapy was working, because I wanted him more than ever.

      “You’re welcome to go on a date any time you want,” I reminded him.  “With any woman you want.”

      “But I haven’t, have I?” he asked.  “Because I’m loyal.”

      “Maybe that’s the problem,” I said.  “You need to try someone new too.  If it’s just me, you’re going to fly into a rage anytime some guy kisses me.”

      “What are you saying?”

      I sighed and shook my head.  “I’m saying we need to find you a girl.”

      “I can find my own women,” he said confidently.  He was right about that.  Any girl would be lucky to even be seen by a man like him.  I remember when my legs would get weak any time he saw me.  My chest felt like it was tearing in two.  What had gone so wrong between us?

      “Then find someone,” I told him.  “So that we can give this an honest effort.  For now, I’m going to bed.”

      I dropped off my purse in the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water before trudging my way to the bedroom.  Chris and I had agreed to take turns sleeping on the sofa and tonight was his night.

      Despite my exhaustion from our marital troubles, I laid awake in bed all night, tossing and turning.  I only got a few winks of sleep before the sun’s rays started pouring through the curtains.

      “Thank god it’s Saturday,” I groaned to myself.  I got out of bed, brushed my teeth and took a shower.  By the time I’d entered the living room, Chris had made up the sofa and left.  There was a note on the coffee table.

      Off to find a girl, it read.

      I rolled my eyes and went to the kitchen to make some breakfast.  In the middle of toasting a bagel, my cellphone rang.  I smiled when I saw Amber’s name on the caller ID.

      “Hey Bestie,” I said.  “How goes it?”

      “Hey,” she said. Even in that one word, I detected a hint of uncertainty in her voice.  “Did you send Chris over here this morning?”

      “What?”  I tried to process what she was saying.  Why the hell would Chris be visiting Amber?

      “I know you guys are doing some weird therapy thing,” she said, “where you see other people?”

      “Yeah...”

      “Well, I think including best friends in that might be a mistake.”

      My bagel popped out of the toaster and I started to spread cream cheese on it.  “What exactly did he say?” I asked her.

      “He said that you told him he needed to find someone to go out with.”

      “I did say that.”

      “So he asked me out.”

      I nearly dropped my butter knife on the floor.  “He did what?”

      “So you didn’t send him?”

      “No, Amber.  Why would I do that?”

      “I don’t know.  I was just checking.”

      My head was spinning.  My heart was racing.  How dare Chris go after Amber like that.  My best friend.  We were practically sisters.  He could have any girl he wanted, but he went after Amber.

      “He’s probably just trying to get back at me,” I said.  “He got pretty jealous when I came back with Dan last night.”

      “Oh,” said Amber.  “That makes a lot of sense.  Not that I mind the attention.  I mean I’m flattered.  And, you know…if you had been okay with it I probably would’ve gone out with him.”

      I stopped breathing momentarily.  “You would have?”

      She laughed, but I could sense the tense arousal in it.  “I mean, your husband is a hunk.  Who wouldn’t?  But of course, if you had nothing to do with it, then it would just be a bad idea all around.”

      I stared at my bagel, suddenly losing my appetite.  My body felt like jelly.  Wiggly and tingly all over.  I tried to picture Chris asking Amber out and felt a fire burning inside me that was so hot I felt feverish.

      “I think I’m going to go,” I told her.  “I think I need to lay down.”

      “Oh, ok,” she said.  “Well give me a call when you’re feeling better.”

      “Sure thing,” I said, and hung up the phone.

      I expected to go to the sofa and lay back until I felt normal again, but my body had another idea.  I returned to the bedroom, locked the door, and slipped under the covers.  Then I reached in my nightstand drawer and pulled out my small, pink vibrator.

      I unfastened my pants and pressed the vibrator to the outside of my cotton panties.  I closed my eyes and saw images of Chris and Amber kissing, touching, and moaning.  I bit my lower lip and felt the intense vibration through my entire body.  My nipples were hard.  My legs spread.  I thought about Chris bending Amber over a table and fucking her from behind.

      I cried out in painful euphoria.  It was so intense as it split through me like shooting stars across my skin.

      I clicked the vibrator off and lay in bed, trying to come to terms with my own desires.  I only had a moment before the front door opened and closed.

      I knew I had to confront him, but what I didn’t know was what I would suggest next.
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      “I heard you went to see Amber,” I told Chris as I met him in the kitchen.  He had just removed a beer and brought it to his lips.  His stare was distant and cool.

      “Yeah?” he asked.

      I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to exert some level of dominance over him.  “So what?  You like her or something?”

      He shrugged and I rolled my eyes.  “She’s hot,” he said.  “I figured that if I’ve got to go out with someone that it should be someone I know.”

      “Yeah, and someone I know.  A little too well,” I said.

      A smile curled into one side of his face.  It made my stomach turn and also made my legs quiver.  “You can’t tell me who to date,” he said.  “Especially if I’m not allowed to get mad at you for kissing Danny boy.”

      “You are some piece of work,” I said.  I threw up my hands and turned my back to him.  “Fine,” I said.  “Go out with her.  What do I care?”  But as angry as the idea made me, it aroused me even more.  I wondered if he really would date her.  If she would say yes now that I’d officially given permission.

      “Good,” he said. “I will.”  Chris stepped up behind me close enough that the heat of his body wrapped around me.  His lips met my ears and when he spoke, I could feel his breath tickle my skin.  “And then you’ll know how hard it is to reel in that jealousy.”

      He set his beer down on the table, still mostly full, and brushed past me on his way to the front door.  He opened it and slammed it closed, rattling every bone in my body.

      Not long later, I received a call from Amber.  “Chris is back here,” she said.  “He said you were okay with this?  You didn’t seem okay earlier.”

      I hesitated while twisting my hair in my hands.  “Yeah,” I said.  “It’s fine.  I’d rather him go out with someone we both know, right?”

      “If you’re sure,” she said.  “Call me if you change your mind.  I’ll end the date in the middle if you need me to.”

      “Don’t worry,” I said.  “Have fun.  Keep him from picking up anyone else.”

      “Sure thing,” she said, and then I heard Chris’s voice in the distance.  “I guess I should go,” she said.  “We’ll talk later?”

      I swallowed hard.  “Yeah,” I said, and the phone clicked.

      I waited all afternoon for Chris to return.  I sat in silence.  I poured myself a drink.  I was nervous and horny and confused.  Why had I let them go out together?  Why had I imagined them together while I’d masturbated?

      I was surprised when Chris’s car pulled up and he wasn’t the only one who stepped out of it.  He’d brought Amber home with him.  They probably knew I was there.  She probably wanted to see if I was okay.  But something in me told me to hide.  I rushed to the coat closet by the door and stepped inside, pulling the door closed behind me except for the tiniest crack.

      The front door opened and the two of them were laughing.  Amber called out my name, but I hid deep in the closet, staring at their silhouettes through the crack I the door.

      “Guess she isn’t home,” said Chris.

      “That’s weird,” said Amber.  “I would’ve thought she’d be waiting for you.”

      “We’re separated,” he reminded her, and hit me like a punch in the gut.  “She probably doesn’t care at all that we went out together.”

      “You still live together,” she told him.  “And you still love each other.”  Amber stroked his face and Chris pulled her waist into him.

      “But this,” he said, glancing down to his pelvis, “doesn’t work anymore.”

      “Maybe it’s a confidence issue,” she said.  “Maybe you need to take some of the pressure off.”

      “Show me,” he told her, his eyes dark and full of lust as they stared into hers.  I could see her blond locks falling down the back of her short black dress.

      “I don’t know,” she said, clearly under his spell.  “What if Melissa comes home?  What if it breaks her heart?”

      “Then I’ll tell her it was for her.  That I fucked you for her.”

      “Yeah, like she’ll believe that,” said Amber.  But she looked at him sympathetically.  “I do want to help you,” she added.

      My heart was racing.  Their hands roamed each other’s bodies.  Tenderly at first and then slowly wandering into more forbidden areas.  What if they found out I was watching them?  What would happen to the three of us if I let them continue?  Despite my questions, I couldn’t stop them.  I was too curious to see more.  To see them fulfill my new fantasy, as twisted as it was.

      Chris leaned in and kissed Amber.  She kissed him back.  My heart pounded in my chest.  My eyes were wide open, straining to see as much as they could through the crack in the door.  Chris’s hands lowered from Amber’s back to her ass.  He gripped it tightly and she moaned into his kiss.  He brought her body close to his and her hands slowly lowered between them.

      Amber started unbuckling his jeans.  “You don’t seem to be having trouble so far,” she said, letting me know that he was hard.  Hard for her.

      Chris pulled down the straps of Amber’s dress while he kissed her neck and shoulders.  He was tender with her.  Romantic.  I was more jealous than I’d ever been, and yet I had to see more.

      I felt dirty when Chris managed to pull Amber’s dress off and I was still watching.  It was one thing to spy on my husband doing something I’d told him to do.  It was another thing to spy on my best friend while she had sex.  But the dirty feeling made me hot and flushed all over.  I slipped and hand between my thighs up under my skirt until my fingers brushed against my wet, cotton panties.

      I tried to stifle a moan as my fingers pressed in, sparking my clit at the same time that Chris was unhooking Amber’s bra.  He leaned down and sucked in one of her perfect pink nipples.  She arched her back and moaned.  Her eyes were closed, but as they fluttered open, they widened as if she saw me.

      She gasped and pulled back up, but she didn’t make it clear to Chris – or to me – if I’d been found out.

      “It seems I know how to press your buttons,” teased Chris.  But Amber kept looking back over her shoulder until our eyes met again.  When she was sure of what she’d seen, I expected her to out me.  For us all to get in a big argument and for me to have to explain why I was hiding in the closet.  But she didn’t.  All she did was wink before returning to my husband.

      Having her know that I was watching was even more exciting than just spying.  She lifted my husband’s dark shirt above his head and ran her hands over his toned torso.  She dropped to her knees, wearing only her black heels and white panties.  She worked her fingers inside the waist of Chris’s unzipped jeans and briefs and tugged gently down.

      His cock stretched out.  Proud and hard. Very hard.  She gripped the base of his cock and licked the underside with her tongue.  Chris moaned, working his fingers through her blond hair.  And then she sucked him in.  She wrapped her pouty pink lips around the head of his cock and sucked him all the way in.

      My breath was shallow and loud.  Too loud.  I had to try and stifle them by breathing only through my nose.  I lifted up my blouse and teased my nipples through my bra while my free hand slipped inside my panties to finger my pussy.  I was so hot and wet – wetter than I’d been in a long time.  It seemed something about Amber was able to fix what was broken with me and Chris.

      Chris pumped his cock in and out of her tight, wet mouth.  They both moaned and groaned as she sucked him, and it had me quivering like a virgin again.

      All of a sudden, Chris lost control.  He hunched forward and gripped her head as he thrust himself deep into her throat.  He groaned and I could tell from his expression that he was coming.  I could tell from the sound of Amber swallowing that his load was shooting down her throat.

      It was so wrong.

      So dirty.

      But so fucking exciting.

      Chris withdrew his cock and picked up Amber by the shoulders.  He brought her over the sofa, setting her ass up on the arm of it.  He dropped to his knees and pulled her panties to the side.  With his back to me, I cracked the door open a little wider.

      Amber’s pussy was beautiful.  It was puffy and smooth and dripping wet.  I’d never seen her pussy before.  I’d definitely never seen how sexy she looked while getting her pussy eaten out.  But Chris was a pro down there.  He knew all the right ways to tease and suck to bring a girl to orgasm.

      Amber’s hooded eyes caught sight of me in the widened crack of the door.  She moaned as Chris licked her, but it seemed like she was moaning for me.  I wondered if she could see my hand plunged inside my panties.  Or the hand that was on my breast teasing my nipple.  I hoped she could.  I hoped this could be our little secret.

      She slid her fingers through Chris’s hair and held him close while she rocked her hips.  She rocked and arched and moaned, thrusting her bare tits into the air.  I suddenly felt the urge to suck on them while Chris sucked on her pussy.

      I was nearly brought to orgasm by that sight alone.  But then she began to shake and moan.  “Fuck,” she said.  “Fuck, Chris.  You’re going to make me come.”

      She said his name.  She said his fucking name and it sent me over the edge.  I felt my climax building and I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming.  My knees were weak.  My legs were like jelly.  I leaned against the interior closet wall and felt the hot electricity shooting through me.

      Amber and I came at the same time.  Our breaths were matched as we came down together.  But Chris wasn’t done.  He was hard again.  He hadn’t had enough.

      He stood up and turned Amber around until she was bent over the sofa.  Fuck, I thought as I remembered the image I’d masturbated to earlier.  He pulled her panties down her soft, creamy legs but left her heels.  He spread her legs wide, running his fingers up and down her wet slit from behind.

      It didn’t matter that I had just come.  This sight was too arousing to ignore.  My best friend’s perfectly plump pussy was about to get fucked by my husband’s cock.  I wanted to come when he did.  I wanted to come to the sight of them together.

      He pressed the tip of his cock to her wet slit and pushed in.  I watched with racing adrenaline as his cock slowly disappeared inside another woman.  Fully claimed.  Forever changed.  I knew I would never be able to fuck Chris again without thinking of her, but it excited me.

      I slipped my fingers back inside my panties and pushed them inside me.  I thrust with the same rhythm that Chris used when fucking Amber.  He pulled back slow and pushed in fast.  He did this a few more times until everything was fast and hard and rough.  He reached forward for Amber’s blond hair and tugged on it until her back was arched.  He gripped her hips with his free hand and slammed into her over and over again.  Her tits swayed and she whimpered with each forward push.

      I couldn’t get over how hot my best friend looked in that position, being dominated by my husband.  He pounded her again and again as if he couldn’t get enough.

      He brought her body up against his and wrapped his arms around her waist.  He pushed up and in as she wrapped her arms around his neck.  She glanced back around his body until her gaze met mine.  I watched the way she winced each time he pushed in deep.

      “Fuck,” he groaned and I knew he was about to explode.  I fingered myself hard and rough.  I pulled at and twisted my nipples as they fucked.  I almost lost control.  I almost cried out.  But somehow, I’d reeled it in enough to not be caught.

      My body shook as Chris’s stalled.  His cock was buried deep inside of Amber and that’s where he shot his load.  No condom.  No concerns.  But it was the thought of his semen swimming around inside her that made my climax peak.

      I bit my wrist to keep quiet as the most overwhelmingly powerful orgasm pushed through me.  Blinding light and white hot heat made it feel almost like a near death experience.  By the time I came down, I certainly felt like I’d been born again.

      I pulled the door closed a little more so as not to be seen.

      “Feel better?” Amber asked Chris.  I could hear them gathering their clothes.

      “Amber…you’re not going to tell Melissa are you?”

      She chuckled.  “Why would I?  You guys are separated.  It’s not her business.”  I smiled at the fact that we had our own twisted little secret now and Chris was none the wiser.

      Chris sighed with relief.  “This was the first time I’ve gotten hard in a while,” he told her.  “Thank you.”

      She laughed.  “Thank you,” she said.  “You were a really good fuck.”

      Chris walked up to Amber and kissed her cheek as if they were just good friends and nothing more.  “I guess I should take you home.”

      “That would be good,” she said.

      The two of them left and I didn’t step out of the closet until I heard the sound of the car starting in the driveway.  Not long after they pulled away, my phone buzzed.

      You’re welcome, it said from Amber.  I think your husband is fixed now.  And don’t worry.  Your dirty little secret is safe with me. XX

      I smiled and put my phone away.  When Chris returned that night, I expected him to ignore me out of guilt or boredom or insecurity.  But he didn’t.  He found me in the bedroom, his eyes burning with intensity.

      “Take off your clothes,” he said.  “I want to give you the best fuck of your life.”
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      The girls and I sat around my living room making plans for my upcoming bachelorette party.  But Farrah, my maid of honor, was strangely silent.  I leaned forward in my chair and gripped her bare knee.  “You know, it is customary that the maid of honor makes the party plans.”

      Farrah tossed her luscious dark hair behind her and her full, red lips frowned.  “I know, Danielle,” she said.  “And I wanted to -”

      “But you can’t make it,” I said, finishing her sentence as I leaned back in my chair.  The other girls were staring at us with sorrowful expressions.

      “I don’t mind taking over,” said Brittany, her blue eyes lighting up.  Brittany had wanted to be my maid of honor all along.  I felt guilty choosing Farrah over her – after all, I’d known Brittany since childhood.  But I was instantly best friends with Farrah when I met her in college, and I knew there was no better woman to be my maid of honor at my wedding.

      Hearing that she would miss my bachelorette party almost made me not want one.

      “Okay, Brit,” I said.  “You can plan it.”  But as I said the words, my eyes darted to Farrah’s face, hoping for an explanation written on it.  She avoided my gaze, her green eyes fixed on the hardwood floor under her heels.  I knew that I wouldn’t be getting an answer any time soon.

      I barely paid attention to the rest of the party plans and Brittany didn’t seem to notice.  Farrah, however, was taking glances at me on occasion.  It was as if she was checking in on me to make sure I was okay.  But I wasn’t okay.  Outside of missing my wedding, this was the most important thing for her to do.  I couldn’t imagine having any fun without her there.

      Later, when the other girls had left, Farrah stayed behind to have a drink with me.

      “Are you going to tell me why you’re missing my bachelorette party?” I asked her.

      Her eyes met mine and were filled with apologies.  Apologies that never made it to her lips.  “I can’t,” she said.  “But it’s a prior engagement.  Something I agreed to before I knew when we were throwing your party.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me before?  I could’ve moved the date.”

      “I couldn’t ask you to do that,” she said.  “Not because of some stupid little gig I have.”

      My heart stopped.  “A gig?  You mean, a music gig?  Why didn’t you tell me?  You’ve been trying to get booked for months.”

      Her eyes shifted to the side and she shrugged.  “I didn’t want to jinx it, you know?  And besides…it works out that it’s during your party.  That way you’re not going to feel obligated to come visit me.”

      “You’re shy then,” I teased.  “You don’t want the attention.”

      “I guess I don’t,” she said, smiling weakly.

      “Well, I’m still unhappy about it but I guess I can forgive you.”  I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her in close.  She smelled like apples and sunshine.

      “Thank you,” she said.  “I didn’t know when I’d work up the nerve to tell you.”

      Her fingers stroked my hair and I drifted into a state of bliss.  I never wanted to let her go.  I rubbed her back and inhaled her apple scent while picturing the two of us running through a sunlit orchard together.  There were moments – if I was honest with myself – in which I’d thought about kissing her.  But I could never work up the courage, and now that I was getting married it wouldn’t make any sense.

      I pulled away from her before the temptation to press my lips to hers overwhelmed me.  “Well, it’s still a shame I’ll be missing your show.  It’s at the Red Room, I’m guessing?”

      “You know it,” she said, holding her wine glass up to mine.  “That’s the only place I get booked these days.”

      “Maybe one day it’ll take off,” I told her.  “You’re still in your early twenties.”

      She threw back her head and laughed.  “I don’t imagine it will, but I still like to play.  And it brings in some extra money.”

      We chatted for a few hours before she finally said her goodbyes.  Normally, I’d be trying to keep her by my side as long as possible, but there was something I wanted to do once she left.  I pulled out my phone and dialed Brittany.

      “Hey girl,” she said enthusiastically.

      “I want to move the party,” I told her.  “Let’s have it at the Red Room instead.”

      “The Red Room?  That’s hardly a place for a bachelorette party,” she said with a tone of confusion.

      “I don’t care.  We’ll keep it low key.”

      “If that’s what you want,” she said.  “Then I’ll book it.”

      “It’s what I want,” I said and then I ended the call.

      Farrah wasn’t as shy as she was letting on, and there was no way I was letting her perform without the support of her best friend.  I grinned all the way to bed at the thought of surprising her.
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      I climbed into the passenger seat of Brittany’s SUV and waved to the other girls behind me.  “So when is Ben having his bachelor party?” asked Janice, the only redhead of the group.

      “Tonight, actually,” I said.  “He’s having his at his friend’s house.”

      “Are they getting a stripper?” asked Naomi.

      I shrugged, feeling my heart race at the thought.  “I didn’t ask.  It’s their night, you know?”

      “I think it’s so sexist,” said Janice.

      “I don’t know,” I said with a smile.  “I don’t think it’s a big deal.”

      Brittany turned to me with wide eyes.  “You mean, you’re okay with another girl giving your man a lap dance while she’s in a bikini?  Or god forbid…naked.”

      I pulled my jacket on so the girls wouldn’t see the chills crawling over my skin.  I pressed my thighs together, hoping they wouldn’t notice that I was actually a little turned on by the idea.  Under the guise of checking my makeup, I looked in the visor mirror to make sure my cheeks weren’t too red.  They felt hot enough that I figured they’d give me away.

      When I felt confident no one had picked up on my arousal, I changed the subject.  “I have a surprise for you guys anyway,” I said.  “I think Farrah is going to be playing at the Red Room tonight.”

      “She is?” asked Janice.  “Is that why she’s missing the party?”

      I nodded with swelling pride in my chest.  “I couldn’t ask her to miss a gig for my party, now could I?”

      “This is why you should’ve picked me as your maid of honor,” said Brittany.  “I have nothing to do all day.  Jason wants to get me pregnant and doesn’t want me lifting a finger until it happens.  So I’ve been bored to tears.  Your wedding is the only thing keeping me from going crazy.”

      “I thought that’s what you wanted,” I told her.  “To stay at home.”

      “Oh I do,” she said.  “Once there are kids, I’ll be the happiest girl on the planet.  But right now, it’s just me.  I’m starting to go stir crazy.”

      “I’ll try to hang out more,” I told her, feeling overwhelmed with guilt.  “I didn’t know.”

      A bright red light washed over her face and I realized we’d arrived.  “Let’s go surprise Farrah,” Brittany said.

      The four of us climbed out of the car and walked into the jazz bar.  Farrah played the saxophone better than anyone I knew.  But of course, I hardly knew anyone that played anything.

      We found a table in the center and ordered a round of drinks.  I was wearing a bachelorette sash that the girls had picked out for me, but everything else about the party was low key.  Just like I had asked.

      We stayed over an hour waiting for Farrah to show up on stage, but she never did.

      “You’re sure this is what she was doing tonight?” asked Brittany.

      I was dumbfounded.  I stumbled over my words as I muttered, “Yeah, I think so.”

      “You know what we should do?” said Janice.  “It would get your mind off of Farrah.  We should go spy on the bachelor party.  Danielle – do you know which house it’s at?”

      I stared at her a moment before answering.  I did know the address, and part of me did want to spy on the sexy stripper that would be teasing my husband.  But I knew it wouldn’t be the right thing to do.  I sat there, trying to decide between what I wanted and what was right.

      “They went to Matt’s house,” I said, turning to Brittany.  “I’ll plug the address into your phone.”

      The four of us paid our tab and got into the SUV.  My nerves were frayed and wired as we neared the house.  I couldn’t believe we were actually doing this.

      “Maybe I should go alone,” I told them when we pulled up onto the street outside.  “Just in case it’s offensive.”

      “You can’t do that,” said Brittany.  “We’re all here for you.  What if what you see makes you angry?”

      I knew that wouldn’t be the case, but I couldn’t explain to them that the thought of it all aroused me.  So I agreed to let them come with me.  The four of us looked ridiculous tip toeing up to Matt’s living room windows in our heels and tight dresses.

      “I can’t see anything,” said Janice, peeking in through the slit in the curtains.

      “Maybe a back window would be better,” said Brittany.

      We wrapped around the side of the house, keeping low at every window, until we were comfortable in the backyard.  By now, it was pitch black, aiding us in our secrecy.

      We crowded underneath the large bay window that separated the back yard from the expansive living room inside.  I could hear music and guys hollering.  I slowly lifted myself up and carefully peeked through the window.  My breath caught in my throat.

      Brittany was the first to speak.  “Is that-“

      “It’s Farrah,” said Janice.

      I watched as Farrah’s naked torso danced in the center of a circle of guys.  Ben was there, leaning forward and licking his lips.  It was my dream fantasy come true – but I couldn’t tell the girls that.  I had to act upset even though my panties were soaking wet.

      “You guys should probably leave,” I told them.  “I’m going to have to break this party up.”

      “We can’t do that,” said Brittany.  “You need support.  You need us girls by your side.”

      I snapped at them.  I didn’t want to, but it was the only way to get them to leave.  “I need to have a private discussion with my fiancée, do you understand?”

      The three of them nodded and slowly slinked away.  “Call us,” whispered Brittany before disappearing behind the other girls and heading back to the car.  I heard it start up and drive away, and then I peeked through the window again.

      Farrah looked gorgeous.  Her stomach was lean and taut.  Her breasts were small but deliciously perky.  Her nipples were tanned and hard, begging to be sucked on.  She wore only a black thong and I wondered how long it would be before that would come off as well.

      Farrah neared Ben, smiling as if they’d done this before.  The thought of it made my stomach knot but made my skin tingle with electricity.  She straddled his lap, rubbing her small breasts in his face.  And then I watched in suspense as he gripped her sides and wrapped his lips around her nipple.

      She arched back, rocking her hips against his lap.  Her long, dark hair fell back behind her.  Her neck was fully exposed as my soon to be husband sucked on her tits.

      I inched up my dress and pressed my fingers to my soaked panties.  But I knew it wouldn’t be enough.  Just watching them wasn’t what I wanted.  Because as jealous as I was of Farrah for stealing Ben’s attention, I was almost more jealous of Ben.  I wanted Farrah for myself.  I always had.  And tonight was no different.

      I pulled down my skirt and decided to play the angry fiancée.  I walked around to the front door and knocked, my body shaking with nerves.  When Matt answered, his face went pale.

      “Tell everyone but Farrah and Ben to leave,” I told him sternly.

      “But it’s my house,” he started.

      I pulled open my purse and shoved a few twenties at him.  “Take the guys to a bar.  Leave me here with Ben and Farrah.”

      He nodded and ushered the guys toward the attached garage to leave.  I let myself inside to find Farrah clutching her clothes to her chest and Ben’s wide, sorrowful eyes.

      “Danielle,” he said.  “It’s not what it looks like.”

      “Is this the kind of bachelor night you want?” I asked.

      “Danielle, please,” begged Farrah.  “I didn’t want to tell you that I do this on the side…I had no idea where my gig was tonight but I couldn’t cancel.  You understand don’t you?”

      I smiled.  “I understand,” I said, stepping toward her and pulling her dress away from her.  I dropped it on the floor and brushed my hand down the middle of her chest.  The way she inhaled at my touch made me smirk.

      “If this is what you want, Ben, then you can have her.”

      “It’s not,” he lied.  “I want you.”

      “What if I told you that you could have both of us?” I asked him.

      Farrah cocked her brow and Ben looked confused.

      “I want to share you,” I told him.  “I want to share you with Farrah, but I want you to share her with me too.”

      “You mean…a threesome?” he asked.

      I turned to Farrah.  “If Farrah is alright with it,” I said.

      With that, Farrah stepped into me and cupped my face in her hands.  Her warm lips met mine and I was flooded with her sunny apple scent.  I wrapped my arms around her naked torso, pulling her into me.  I was still shaking; completely in disbelief at my brazenness.  But I was finally kissing Farrah.  And I would finally get to watch my man with another woman.  Both were fantasies I’d had for far too long.

      My hands moved toward the front of her body, cupping her small naked breasts.  I could feel the bullets of her nipples against my palms and I knew there was only one thing I wanted to do next.  I slid my palms down over her hips and broke our kiss.  I lowered my lips to her nipple and sucked it in, flicking my tongue across her delicious skin.

      I could hear Ben’s deep breaths as he watched us.  But what captivated me was the way Farrah gasped with delight.  Her fingers wove into my hair, holding me close, as she arched her back for me the same way she’d done with Ben.

      I moved my lips to her other nipple and her gasps deepened into moans.  I could hear the sound of Ben stroking his cock, and I smiled at the fact that he’d pulled it out already.

      I dropped to my knees, taking Farrah’s black thong with me.  I slid it down her smooth thighs and helped her step out of it.  It was the first time I’d ever seen her pussy.  It was shaved and dripping wet.  But what I loved most about it was its light brown tint and how puffy it was.  It was just begging to be licked and sucked on.

      I moved forward and Farrah slid her legs apart.  She gripped my head for support as my mouth devoured her pussy.  I pushed my tongue between her folds and slid it upward, teasing her clit.  Her legs weakened and quivered around me.  I helped her fall backward into the sofa, where she could hike her legs up to her stomach and give me full access.

      She tasted like peaches and honey as I drank every drop of her arousal.  I couldn’t believe I was eating out my best friend.  I couldn’t believe I was eating out my maid of honor at my fiancée’s bachelor party.  It was the best thing I could imagine to do before our wedding, but I knew I didn’t want it to end there.  I would be craving Farrah’s juicy pussy for the rest of my life.

      Farrah’s fingers gripped my hair and held me to her head.  I could hear Ben’s loud fapping sounds as he watched us.  I knew he wouldn’t last long.  Not with the night I had planned.

      Farrah arched her back and moaned.  I sucked on her clit and worked two fingers in and out of her pussy.  I felt her pussy walls contract around my fingers and her legs were shaking on either side of me.

      She let out a long, low moan that I never wanted to forget the sound of.  I lifted my eyes to hers, keeping my fingers in her slit and my mouth around her clit.  Her wide, green eyes held onto mine as she came for me.

      I was soaking wet by the time her orgasm had finished.  Watching my best friend come was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  Farrah patted the spot on the sofa beside her, but I wasn’t ready to come just yet.  I wanted to have some more fun first.

      I climbed over Farrah and whispered in her ear.  “I want you to wrap your pretty lips around Ben’s cock.”

      Farrah’s eyes were wide and her cheeks were bright pink.  But she didn’t ask questions.  She didn’t protest.  I smiled at that.  She was such a good girl.

      Farrah slid out from under me and dropped to her knees in front of Ben.  Ben flicked his gaze to me one more time before allowing his cock to be swallowed by a new woman.  When I nodded, letting him know it was okay, he reached for his shirt and slid it over his head.  Then he worked his pants and briefs to his ankles before kicking them off with his shoes.

      With the two of them naked, I felt left out.  So I unzipped my dress and stepped out of it.  I removed my bra and soaking wet panties, dropping them to the floor.  But I left my heels on.  I liked the way I felt naked in a pair of heels.

      I knelt down beside Farrah and watched her lips move up and down the length of my fiancée’s cock.  He was thick, and I loved seeing it stretch her mouth wide open.  There was a smile in her eyes when she saw me next to her, and they opened wide when I moved toward his cock, joining her.

      I licked Ben’s balls before sucking the into my mouth one by one.  Ben had one hand on each of our heads.  His jaw was slack and he groaned.  His eyes seemed in disbelief, even if they could see that we were actually there, sharing his cock between us.

      Farrah and I switched places.  I sucked on Ben’s cock while she moved to his balls.  I loved feeling the heat of her warm body beside mine.  I could feel a trickle of my wetness dripping down my thighs.  My pussy ached for attention, but I denied it.  I wanted to see this through all of the way before relieving myself.

      I felt Ben’s cock swell inside my mouth as it stretched toward the back of my throat.  I pulled off of him quickly and lifted Farrah’s head.  I wanted to see his cum on her beautiful face.  So I licked his balls and stroked his cock, pointing it toward her.

      Farrah was such a good girl.  She opened her mouth wide and closed her eyes.  I looked up while sucking on Ben’s balls and watched thick white ropes shoot from his cock onto her forehead and drip down over her cheeks.  I let go of Ben’s balls and turned Farrah’s face toward me.  I stretched out my tongue and licked every stream of cum that coated her face until she was clean.

      Farrah kissed me.  Her tongue explored my mouth, searching for any spare drops of Ben’s cum.  Our bare tits pressed together as we kissed, and Farrah’s hands cupped my breasts.

      My body was shaking.  She was caressing me as we swapped Ben’s cum between us.  I wanted to orgasm.  I wanted to spread my legs and shove her face in my wet pussy until I screamed.  But still, I held back.

      I brushed Farrah’s hair to the side and kissed her neck.  Then I whispered, “I want you to fuck him.”

      Her eyes were saucers.  “Are you…are you sure?”

      “I’m surer than I’ve ever been,” I told her.

      Farrah stood up and climbed over Ben’s lap.  This time, Ben didn’t wait for my approval.  He couldn’t help himself.  Farrah’s warm, puffy pussy was inches from his cock and no nod from me would matter.  He had to have her.  And seeing the way he instantly slid his cock inside her took my breath away.

      I watched from behind as his cock disappeared inside my best friend’s pussy.  There was no going back now.  It was done.  Whether they came or not wouldn’t matter.  He was inside her, as deep as he could go, and nothing would take that image from my mind.

      Luckily, I never wanted to lose that image anyway.

      I placed my hands on Farrah’s hips and helped to guide her rocking motions on Ben’s cock.  I knew the way he liked it, and I wanted her to give him the best.

      Ben’s hands wandered over Farrah’s gorgeous body.  They stroked every curve and strummed every nerve.  His fingers pinched her nipples.  His thumb circled her clit.  I could see the electricity buzzing through her as she readied herself for a second climax.

      I felt feverish.  I wanted to be a part of it.  So I climbed behind her.  I pushed her hips forward enough until I felt my pussy rubbing against Ben’s balls.  I grinded myself over his pelvis while she rocked on his dick.

      In unison, we moved like a wave over him.  He could feel both of our pussies and it drove him crazy.  Ben made sounds I’d never heard before.  Grunts and groans as he watched the two of us fuck him.

      My tits were pressed tightly to Farrah’s back.  Her ass was pressed tightly to my pelvis.  My clit kept sparking like a match against Ben’s sack and it was more than I could handle.  His balls were soaked in my wet arousal.

      I reached between Farrah’s legs and played with her clit.  When I heard the beginning of that familiar climactic moan, I knew I would come too.  As if her electric orgasm had created a spark through me, we came together, riding my fiancée’s swelling cock.

      “Fuck,” groaned Ben as he hunched forward and wrapped his arms around the two of us.  I could tell by his thrusting that he was pumping his seed deep inside Farrah’s pussy.  I knew it was risky to let him come without a condom.  Farrah could get pregnant.  But the thought of that excited me more than it should have.

      An intense rolling heat spread through me as I pictured his cum filling her deep.  Through that heat, I felt my release like a thunderstorm.

      As if the three of us were the same person, we all came down together.  I climbed off of Ben and collapsed on the floor while Farrah leaned forward against him.

      I lost myself in the sounds of the three of us panting.  For the longest time, no one said a word.

      It was Ben who finally broke the silence.  “What the hell do we do now?” he asked.

      I looked up at him, his cock still deep inside Farrah.  “More of this,” I told him.

      He grinned, his eyes still full of disbelief.  “You’re going to make the best wife ever,” he said.  I smiled.  If only he knew this was as much for me as it was for him.
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      “Nora, someone has been staring at you all night.”  I turned in the booth to look in the direction of Melissa’s stare.  But the only person I saw was way too handsome to be who she as talking about.  He was a little on the older side with a salt and pepper look to his hair, but everything else about his physique was impeccable.  He had broad shoulders and a sharp jaw with the sexiest five o’clock shadow growing on it.

      I turned back to my friend.  “Who?” I asked, still in utter disbelief that she could be talking about him.

      Melissa laughed.  “Mr. Brown Leather Jacket over there,” she said.  I turned around again to notice that the handsome older man was wearing a brown leather jacket.  Only now, he was closer to me.

      He flashed a sly smile as he neared our table, pulling his hands free from his jacket pockets. “Can I buy you ladies a drink?” he asked.

      “It’s okay,” said Melissa.  “You don’t need to buy me one.  I know who you’re here for.”  My eyes shot wide in her direction as she slipped out of the booth.  But Melissa had always been like that.  Blunt and direct.  It was one of the things I loved about her, and yet, in this moment it was terrifying.

      “Mind if I sit down?” asked the sexy beast.  I was so intimidated that I almost told him not to.  But instead, my lips trembled and a reply fell from them.

      “No,” I said.  “I don’t mind.”

      I expected him to sit across from me, but he didn’t.  He slipped into my side of the booth.  His jean covered thigh was pressing up against my bare one.  My dress was short, but in this instance I’d wished it was shorter.

      I could feel the heat of his body pulsating next to me.  My eyes were locked on him.  My mind was curious.  He smelled like orchards, but he looked like a city dweller.  I’d hardly said a word to him and I already wanted his hand between my legs, teasing me under the table.  But he was more of a gentleman than that.

      “I’m sorry if this is too forward,” he said, his voice harsh and deep, “but you’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.”

      I playfully rolled my eyes.  So his one flaw was pickup lines.  So what?  He could have the worst pickup line in the world and I’d still go to bed with him.

      “Okay,” he said with a laugh.  “You’re not one for lines.  I get it.”

      My eyes stopped rolling and landed on his pouty lips.  I could feel my breasts rise and fall as I breathed.  I wondered if he noticed.  I wondered if he wanted me as badly as I wanted him.

      His eyes were a grayish blue as they landed on my lips.  Then they drifted lower, gazing at my body, but only for a second.  He then picked his gaze back up to my face and smiled.  “My name is Graham,” he said.

      I choked out a response.  “Nora,” I told him.

      His hand landed on my thigh, under the table.  “It’s nice to meet you, Nora.”

      I knew I shouldn’t just let him touch me like that.  I knew I shouldn’t let a stranger move so quickly.  But what my mind knew and what my body wanted were two completely different things.  My body thought he moved too slowly.  Too carefully.  My body already wanted his dick pumping in and out of me.  My mind was screaming at me to be a lady, but also to be safe.  To practice caution.

      My mind shut down the second his lips landed on mine.

      Graham slid his hand through my blond locks and gripped as he angled my head back for a kiss.  His pouty lips were rough as they claimed my mouth.  His tongue slipped in, strong and dominant, and my scared, vulnerable tongue brushed against it.

      My panties were completely soaked by the time he’d pulled me from the booth and pulled me outside.  He pushed me up against the dark alley wall and hiked up my dress.  If anyone walked through here, they’d get a nice good look at my pussy as he moved my panties to the side.  But I didn’t care.  I wanted him more than I’d wanted anyone.

      He unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock.  I gasped as he buried it inside me.  It was huge.  Thick and long.  He pumped it into me again and again.

      He hand wrapped around my neck, but he was careful.  His eyes never left mine as he fucked me against the dirtiest wall I’d ever been pressed against.  My warms wrapped around his neck and my legs wrapped around his hips.  With one quick, dirty motion he pulled the top of my dress down and exposed my tits.  He sucked on them and I let out a moan loud enough for streetwalkers to hear.  I didn’t care.  He fucked me so good.  I wanted to let the world know.

      Graham’s thick, strong hand moved between my legs.  His thumb found my clit and circled over it while his huge cock stretched me wider and wider.  I was ready to come in a flash, needing little more than his touch and his kiss to do me in.

      I cried out and shook against his strong body.  Not once did he ever let me slip or fall into the filth below us.

      When he came, it was the most primal sound I’d ever heard. Deep and guttural.  I felt his cum shoot up inside me.  A twisted part of me hoped I’d become pregnant and carry his child, if only to keep a little piece of him with me forever.

      He withdrew his cock and shoved it back into his jeans.  He slowly lowered my legs to the ground and fixed my clothes for me.  My legs were wobbly as I tried to stand without him.  He noticed and kept his arms around me.

      “I don’t normally do things like this,” I told him, suddenly feeling ashamed of how I must’ve looked.

      He smiled.  “I know,” he said.  “That’s why I picked you.”

      My heart raced while I wondered what the hell he meant.  “Is this a regular thing for you?” I asked.

      He shook his head.  “No, not really.  Occasionally.”

      We stared into each other’s eyes, silence passing between us.  I didn’t want to let him go, but I didn’t want to seem clingy either.  “Well, it was nice,” I told him, trying to walk slowly away from him.

      “Don’t tell me you don’t want my number,” he said teasingly.

      I turned back around and smiled.  “I thought you’d never ask,” I teased back.
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      “Oh, Melissa, it was so hot,” I whispered into my cellphone.

      “You naughty, naughty girl,” she teased.

      “Nora Michaels?” called the receptionist.

      “Shit, Melissa.  I gotta go.”

      “Good luck!” she called out before I ended the call.  I stood up and dusted off my black skirt. My body was shaking.  I was nervous as hell.  I was at a job interview and all I could think about was Graham from the other night.  He still hadn’t contacted me, but I hadn’t contacted him either.  My legs were wobbly just thinking about him.

      The receptionist showed me to the office and opened the door.  I blushed as I saw a slender brunette leaning over my interviewer and giving him a kiss.  “Is that his wife?” I asked, and the receptionist nodded with a smile.

      As the woman pulled back, my heart stopped.  There was Graham, sitting behind the desk, adjusting himself after his wife kissed him.

      “Sorry about that,” said the woman, whose green eyes were fixed tightly on me.  “I don’t normally act so unprofessional.”

      Graham’s eyes met mine and his jaw tightened.  He hadn’t been expecting me.  The woman left the desk and walked past me, but not before saying, “I love your blouse.”  I blushed when I noticed her eyes move to my chest for just a moment.  Before I could process it, she was out of the room along with the receptionist.

      “Take a seat, Nora,” he said, pointing toward the chair across from him.

      I slowly walked to the chair and sat down.  “Are you going to explain your wife to me?” I asked him, my tone sounding angrier than I’d meant it to.

      He exhaled.  “It’s not what you think,” he said.

      “Oh really?  Where have I heard that one before?”

      He scowled and lay his hands flat on the desk.  I swallowed my pride as my body immediately responded to how fucking good he looked in a dark blue suit.  “My wife and I have…an arrangement.  I’m not a cheater.”

      “Is that true?  So if I go tell her right now about us, she’ll know?”  I was testing him.  I didn’t believe one word he was saying.

      But then he leaned back in his chair and smiled.  “Be my guest,” he said.  I looked back toward the door and considered running off to find her, but I didn’t know where in the building she’d be.  “Allow me,” Graham added.

      He reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone.  “Darling, would you come back in here for a moment?”  He set the phone on the table and not a minute later, the door behind me opened.

      “I thought you were in the middle of an interview?” she said, her voice sweet and coy sounding at the same time.

      “Brook, I’d like you to meet Nora.  The Nora from last night.”

      I heard her gasp behind me and I stood to face her.  “My, my,” she said, stretching her hand out for mine.  “What an interesting turn of events.”

      “You knew?” I asked her.  “You really knew?”

      She smiled, her eyes moving up and down my body.  She was equally as attractive as her husband, which made me almost sick inside.  But it also made my legs quiver like jelly.  I clenched my thighs together, hoping I didn’t give away how attracted I was to her.  It was strange, because I’d never been attracted to another woman like this before.

      “Will this information interfere with your ability to do the job?” she asked me.  “I mean, will staring at my sexy husband all day be a distraction for you?”

      I swallowed and shook my head.  “No.  No ma’am.”

      “Darn,” she teased.  “I was hoping you’d say yes.  I was hoping you would tell me that your panties were wet right now.”

      My cheeks burned hot and my eyelids fell closed as I tried to contain the heated pleasure burning between my legs.

      Brook smiled.  She walked toward me and lifted my skirt.  Something in me didn’t want to stop her, even though I knew what she was looking for and I feared it would get me into trouble.  She glanced at my wet panties and then glanced over my shoulder at Graham.  “Looks like we have a little liar.”

      She inched me backward toward the desk until my ass was pressed against the edge.  She spread my legs and slowly dropped to her knees, carefully inspecting my wet panties.  She picked up a pen from the desk and pressed it to my panties.  She slowly traced the outline of my wet stain with the pen.  It was humiliating and yet I trembled as the tool dug into my needy flesh.  A whimper escaped my lips, and before I knew it, I was arching my back, pushing my pussy forward.

      Graham was standing behind me now, looping his arms through mine – both for support and as a restraint.  I leaned my head back against his solid chest as Brook began coloring inside the outline.  The pen tickled against my clit and folds until it overwhelmed me.

      I let out a single moan as the electricity shot through me like lightning in a thunderstorm.  It was only once I’d finished coming that I noticed Brook’s hungry smile.
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      This was no longer for my pleasure – if it ever was – but for hers.  Brook tugged my panties down my legs, showing off the inked in stain to her husband.  “Wow,” I heard him say, his lips so close to my ear.  “That’s even more than last night.”

      Chills crept over my skin at the memory of him pounding me hard in the dirty alleyway.  And now, here I was like some kind of slut with my legs spread wide for his wife.  She tossed the panties to the desk and leaned forward on her knees, until her breath tickled my skin.

      I squirmed and writhed, both out of pleasure and humiliation.  But Graham kept me in place, and even if he released me, I wouldn’t have left.  Once Brook’s hot, hungry tongue touched my clit, I knew I wasn’t going anywhere.

      Graham reached one hand around to the front of my blouse.  He tore it open, completely disregarding the buttons that popped and fell to the floor.  His thick hand roughly pawed at my breasts.  He shoved his fingers inside my bra and tugged at my nipple until I howled out.

      As he pinched and tugged the skin, I couldn’t help but arch my back in response.  Brook took that opportunity to claim my pussy for herself.  She wrapped her lips around my mound and sucked in, flicking her tongue across my clit.  I twisted and fought against Graham’s grasp.  I was overwhelmed by the pleasure building in my groin and spreading up through my chest.  I let out another moan, but Graham quickly silenced me with his mouth.  Our tongues met as Brook’s tongue swiped up and down my pussy.

      To my surprise, I came again.  It was sudden and violent, shooting through me like a volcano erupting.  I whimpered through Grahams kiss, and he bit my lower lip to distract me.  By the time I was finished, I was a panting, heaving mess on Graham’s desk.  I lay back with my clothes torn open and my pussy and tits exposed for both of them to see.

      “Want to taste her?” asked Brook.  “Or did you already get your chance last night?”

      “Last night was, uh, rather quick,” he told her with a smile.  She stood and I watched him walk over to her.  They kissed, long and deep.  Her tongue met his and I watched them swirl and dance around as he tasted my pussy in his wife’s mouth.  “Delicious,” he said afterward.

      “You know what I want to see next,” Brook told him, and he nodded.  His hands moved to his belt and unfastened it.  He laid it on the floor and started to unzip his slacks.  He slid them down with his briefs, just enough to let his cock free.  It was hard and I could see how pink the tip was in the daylight.  Brook moved behind my head and slid her hands underneath it, cradling me.  She angled my head toward the edge of the desk and Graham moved in close.

      Graham held his cock in his strong hands, angling it toward my mouth.  I was still weak and gasping for breath when Brook pried my mouth open with her fingers.  Graham shoved his cock inside me, and I felt its smooth texture glide along my tongue.  He didn’t stop when he reached the back of my throat, but instead kept pushing.  I started to gag and sputter until Brook stroked my cheek.  “Relax,” she said.  “It’s easier if you relax your throat.”

      I closed my eyes and tried to relax.  I felt his thick head slide in further.  I swallowed him, drawing him down until he slowly and carefully withdrew.  I gasped for breath and then he pushed in again, slowly and gently.  Each new entry became easier as Brook stroked my cheek.  Once I got comfortable taking her husband’s cock nice and deep, she moved her hand to my breast.  Her soft, warm hand cupped it and ran her thumb across my nipple.

      My mouth opened wider in response, my throat stretched open, and I arched my back.  How could I want more already?  My body was spent and wasted and yet this couple was bringing me back to the brink of coming again and again.  My pussy ached and my clit sparked like a devil begging for punishment.  I couldn’t handle another intense orgasm, but my body was desperate for it.  Brook’s thumb kept gently brushing my nipple and Graham’s cock stiffened and jerked in my throat.

      “Fuck,” he groaned before letting loose.  I choked on his come, but swallowed what I could.  I could feel a few streams escape down my chin.  Graham withdrew his cock and finished coming on my face.  My eyes were closed, but I felt his spurts shoot on my forehead and cheeks.  I licked my lips when he was finished and opened my eyes to see the most beautiful man in the world.  He was catching his breath, his cheeks red and his shirt partially unbuttoned to reveal his solid torso.

      “My turn,” said Brook who quickly climbed up onto the desk.  She removed her blouse and I saw a bright red bra underneath.  She hiked up her skirt, showcasing matching panties.  She slid her panties to the side and revealed a puffy, trimmed pussy that was dripping wet.  Graham stepped up behind her and unfastened her bra.

      My eyes fixated on the hardness of her pink nipples and how perfect the curve of her breasts was.  I reached up, cupping her breasts in my hands and running my thumbs over her nipples.  She moaned softly, leaning her head back and exposing her neck.  I wanted to kiss her and bite her everywhere.  But before I could sit up to devour her, she climbed over me.

      Her pussy hovered inches over my face, the smell of honey overtaking me.  She lowered her hips down while my hands continued to explore her upper half.  I ran my fingers across her waist and ribs.  I teased her nipples as I parted my lips, ready to receive her pussy.

      My tongue came into contact with her pussy and I trembled with excitement at the thought of getting another woman off.  I sucked in and swirled my tongue, exploring every fold and inch of flesh.  When my tongue met her clit, she began to rock her hips over me, smearing her husband’s cum across my face and her flesh.  It smelled of the two of them, and I’d have bottled that smell if I could’ve.

      Suddenly, I felt Graham’s thick hands grab my thighs and spread them.  His fingers trailed down to my calves, wrapping them around his waist.  I could feel the length of his cock resting against my swollen pussy, and I was desperate for it.  I rocked my hips, brushing my pussy against his rod, teasing myself with it.  He mimicked the rhythm, stroking himself against my folds while I tried desperately to make Brook come.

      Brook leaned back and Graham replaced my hands with his own.  I watched him caress his wife’s perfect tits and they kissed over her shoulder.  I felt a pang of jealousy, but also deep arousal at the sight of the two of them.  Graham had now removed all of his clothes and I was an erotic doll beneath them.

      Graham’s cock slipped inside me and I gasped against Brook’s pussy.  She rocked her hips, grinding into my face while Graham teased her breasts.  Graham wrapped a hand around her neck and squeezed as he thrust his cock in and out of my pussy.

      It wasn’t long before Brook’s legs began to quiver and her moans sounded more desperate.  Graham held her tenderly to his body as he rocked in and out of me.  And then I felt her pussy pulse against my tongue as she came.  Her perfect lips hung open in a small O as sweet, soft moans escaped her.

      She lay there a moment, reaching behind her and rubbing Graham’s neck as he fucked me.  “You like fucking that tight little pussy?” she asked him.  He leaned his forehead to hers and nodded before kissing her.  “I want you to fuck something even tighter,” she added.

      She climbed off of me and my eyes were wide, wondering what she meant.  Were we done?  Was she unsatisfied with me?  Then, in one quick motion, Graham gripped my hips and rolled me onto my stomach, and I put together what Brook had meant.

      I’d never done anal before.  It terrified me.  But I wanted to make them happy, and part of me wanted to feel a deeper connection to Graham than I’d already felt.

      Brook walked up to her husband and leaned over my ass.  She spit on it and I felt Graham rub his pussy slicked cock between my cheeks.  His head found my tight hole, and I tensed up, waiting for the pain.

      But he didn’t push in.  Not yet.  Brook walked to the other side of the desk and knelt down until we were face to face.  “Relax, Nora,” she said, stroking my cum covered face.  She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine, and I sank immediately into euphoria.  Her tongue slipped in between my lips and teased my tongue.  I tasted her sweet saliva and inhaled her wildflower perfume.

      I felt a mounting pressure against my ass, but I tried to relax.  Graham’s bulbous head pushed and pushed, slowly spreading me open.  I winced, but quickly lost myself again in Brook’s kiss.  And then the most amazing thing happened.  He was inside me.  Inside my ass, slowly pushing his way deeper and deeper.  And now that he was inside, the pain went away, and the pleasure I felt was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

      I couldn’t keep my fingers from reaching between my legs and playing with my sore and tender clit.  I circled it and even slipped a finger inside my pussy so that I could feel Graham’s cock pushing against the wall.  Brook’s tongue was still in my mouth, exploring and distracting me from the fullness of her husband’s cock.  When she heard me moan, though, she pulled away and sat in Graham’s office chair to watch the show.

      Graham pushed in deeper until the entire length of him was inside me.  He leaned over the desk, sliding one hand into my hair and tugging my head back.  He tugged back until my torso was lifted and my breasts were exposed.  The cold air conditioning made my nipples hard, but no one was touching them or sucking on them.  Brook just sat there, staring at them.  Staring at me.

      She licked her lips as Graham slowly pulled back and thrust forward again.  Once he knew I was comfortable, he picked up his pace, fucking me as hard as if he was in my pussy.  My tits swayed with each thrust and Brook smiled and tipped her head back as she took it all in.  I wanted desperately for her to touch me or kiss me, but she was denying me all of it.

      My fingers continued to tease my pussy until I felt Graham’s cock swell inside me.  “Fuck, Brook,” he told his wife, “I don’t think I can hold it much longer.”

      “Come for me,” she said, but her eyes were on me.  I stared back at her as I let go of the tension and felt my third intense orgasm break over me.  I screamed as the intensity nearly split me in two.  Graham pumped me hard from behind, drilling his cock in deeper and deeper making my orgasm last even longer.

      And then I felt his cum.  His hot, sticky cum shot deep inside me, filling in every gap.  When he withdrew his cock, his cum trickled out of me and down to my pussy where my fingers massaged it inside me.  I wondered then if he’d told Brook that he didn’t use a condom last night.  I wondered if she knew he could’ve gotten me pregnant.

      I heard Graham breathing behind me.  I had collapsed against the desk and was shaking and quivering.  Brook walked over to me and stroked my hair.  “I hope you’ll consider taking the job,” she told me.

      I looked up at her, my cheek still pressed to the desk.  “There’s nothing else I want more,” I told her.
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      “No, no, no.”  Our car was sputtering to a stop on the side of the wooded road.

      “I thought you fixed it, Sara,” said my Jenny.  Jenny was normally a cute, bouncy bundle of joy.  But right now, she was rightfully pissed.  Our road trip was on the verge of disaster, and a broken down car might just push it over the edge.

      “I did,” I said, stepping out of the car and slamming the door.  I looked around and my heart sank.  We were in the middle of nowhere.  I popped the hood and looked it over, but without my tools there was nothing that could be done.  I walked back around to the passenger side door and Jenny rolled down the window.  “I’m going to have to call for some help.”

      “Good luck,” she said.  “The service here is terrible.”

      She was right about that.  I pulled out my cell phone.  Nothing.  I looked around again until I noticed a small trail leading through the woods.  “Maybe we should hike through there.  It looks almost like a driveway.”

      Jenny wrinkled her cute little button nose and her blond hair spun around her as she shook her head defiantly.  “A driveway?  It looks more like a death trap.”

      “We don’t have any other choice.  I’m at least going to the edge of it to see what’s down there.  You stay here and try and flag anyone who drives past.”

      “We’re in the middle of nowhere, Sara.  I don’t expect anyone to drive down here.”

      I moved down the road toward the end of the trail.  The day was hot, but getting cooler as the sun set over the horizon.  I was getting nervous.  It would be dark soon and we were stuck in the middle of the woods with a car that didn’t work.

      I reached the open mouth of the trail and shielded my eyes and I glanced down the long path.  At the very end was white siding.  It was far off into the distance and I squinted to make sure I wasn’t imagining something.  But it was a house!  I was sure of it.

      I ran back to the car and pulled Jenny out of the passenger seat.  “What are you doing?” she asked, shrugging me off of her once she was standing on her own.

      “There’s a house down there.  We need to go call for help.”

      “No thank you,” she said.  “This is how all those horror movies start.”

      “Come on, Jenny.  I’ll protect you,” I said.

      “With what?” she joked.

      “With these,” I said, flexing my biceps.  Sure I was just a skinny girl, but I could hold my own in a fight.  Still, she laughed at me.

      “You need a weapon.  What if they come out with a chainsaw or something.”

      “This isn’t a movie,” I told her.  “This is real life.”

      “Yeah, and people in real life are worse than in the movies.”

      I was done having the argument.  I took her hand and pulled her down the long, narrow drive.  She grunted and groaned the whole way, her heels kicking up gravel and dirt.  Tall pine trees rose high above us, shielding us from the last remaining rays of sun.

      We finally reached the end of the trail and saw exactly what I’d hoped for.  A modest white house.  There was a red pickup in the driveway and a welcome mat in front of the door.  “Looks harmless enough,” I said.

      “That’s what they want you to think,” she said.

      I walked slowly up the steps to the front porch and slipped under the overhang.  I knocked on the door and felt a lump in my throat.  I waited and waited, but no one answered.  “Maybe they’re not home,” I said.

      “Good.  Can we get out of here now?”

      I turned to leave when I heard laughing in the distance.  “They must be around back,” I said.

      “Sara, don’t,” said Jenny.  “What if they think you’re trespassing and shoot you or something.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous,” I said as I started making my way around the house.  As I turned the corner, I noticed the backyard open up into a wide field that stretched down into a lake in the distance.  In the middle of the field was a group of about ten or so people, sitting around a campfire while one man played an acoustic guitar.  “Very harmless,” I told myself.

      I walked up to them until a few of them turned their heads and the music stopped.  “Sorry to bother you guys, but our car broke down nearby.  Our cell phones don’t have service and we need to call someone to fix the car.  My friend and I were hoping we could use your phone.”

      A shirtless man stood up with a serious expression.  He looked me over for a moment before grinning.  I looked him over and immediately drawn to him.  He had rugged good looks and dark brown hair.  His blue eyes were piercing as they held my gaze.  “Of course, you can sister,” he said.  He left the circle and walked toward me, holding out his hand.  “The name is Wes.”

      “Sara,” I said, taking his hand and noticing something awkward in his handshake.  He gripped my hand with tender strength before placing his other hand on top.  It was more like a hug than a shake.

      “Right this way, Sara,” he said, leading me back to the house.  I turned over my shoulder a few times to study the group who’d gone back to playing music and enjoying the campfire.

      “You having a party?” I asked him.

      He turned to me once we reached the back porch and smiled.  “Not exactly. They live here.”

      “In this house?”

      “Some of them,” he said.  “Some of them live in other small homes nearby.  In the woods.”

      “Like, your neighbors?”

      He smiled and put his hand on the doorknob.  “Neighbors, friends, lovers.”

      “Okay,” I shrugged.  “Whatever.”

      He opened the door and I stepped through the threshold.  We immediately entered a large living area filled with bohemian style furniture and acoustic instruments.  It smelled of weed and home cooking.  But it was a cozy little space that made me feel relaxed and calm.

      I followed Wes to the kitchen where he handed me a landline phone.  I called roadside assistance and told them the problem.  “Sure,” they said.  “We can be out there in about two hours.”

      “Two hours?”  I sighed.  What were we going to do for two hours?  “Okay, yeah.  Thanks.”

      I hung up the phone and rubbed my neck.  “We just had to break down in the middle of nowhere,” I said with a laugh, looking at Wes.  He was staring at me, studying me.  I felt uneasy and comfortable at the same time.

      “You’re not nowhere,” he said.  “You’re among friends.”

      “No offense,” I said, “but I don’t even know you.”

      He smiled as if nothing could offend him.  “Then get to know us.  Come out to the campfire and sit a while.  It’s a great way to pass the time until you get the help you need.”

      “I need to get my friend.  She’s waiting for me out front.”

      Wes walked to the window and peered out.  “I think she’s already made some friends,” he said.

      I walked up beside him and looked out.  I could feel the heat emanating from his skin.  His breath danced along my neck as I peered into the distance toward the campfire.  There was Jenny, in her hard-to-miss city girl outfit, standing near the circle and eventually sitting down like she’d been invited all along.

      I turned to Wes and felt my heart race.  There was something…different about him.  “Sure,” I said.  “I guess we could stay for a few hours.”

      “Perfect,” he said, gripping my shoulder firmly in his hand.  “Shall we join the others?”

      I nodded and we headed out.  When Jenny saw me she threw her hands up in the air.  “Oh my god!  Sara!  Isn’t this place gorgeous?”

      “Yeah,” I said as I neared the group.  Everyone was looking at us like we were a new species.  “It’s pretty great.”

      “They invited us to stay the night.  Please say yes,” she said.  “I don’t want to drive through the woods in the dark.”

      I turned to Wes who shrugged and smiled.  “Our home is your home.”

      “Sure,” I said.  “I guess that would be okay.”

      “Great,” said Wes, patting my back and making his way to the circle.  I found a spot beside Jenny and sat down.

      “This place is so cool,” she said.  “Do you all live around here?”

      Everyone smiled and nodded.  Wes began to speak again.  “We bought this land together about ten years ago.  The main house needed a lot of renovations.  And then, together, we build a few other cabins on the property.  We all share this space.”

      “Sounds like a commune,” said Jenny who threw her head back with a laugh.  Wes was grinning and studying her intently.  Everyone else smiled, but no one refuted her.  I started wondering if this really was some kind of commune.

      Eventually we slipped into the same thoughtful silence of the group, as they passed the guitar around for each member to play.  Jenny was smiling and swaying to the music, and she never looked more beautiful than she did then.  I don’t know if it was the music or the woods, but I couldn’t help feeling attracted to her in that moment.

      Wes’s eyes moved throughout the group – as if he was the leader of them.  But no matter how much his eyes wandered, they always came back to me.  Jenny began to notice, and by the time roadside assistance arrived, we were eager to talk about them in private.

      We walked back to the car and words started falling from Jenny’s lips.  “Oh my god, what is with them?  They’re great and all, but they’re a little weird, huh?”

      “I’m so glad you said something.  Do you want to sleep in the car instead?”

      “In the car?  No.  I think we can handle one night with them.  That Wes guy, man.  He’s a hottie.”

      My stomach turned.  “You think he’s attractive?”

      She laughed.  “I know you think he’s attractive. And I think he likes you too.”

      “I don’t think he’s attractive.  What gave you that idea?”

      “You haven’t been able to take your eyes of his six pack,” she laughed.  I looked over my shoulder to see if the mechanic could hear us, but he wasn’t paying attention.

      “Well I just don’t know why he has to be shirtless the whole time,” I said.

      “To lure girls like us into his bedroom,” she teased.  Then her eyes grew big and wild.  “Oh my god, that would be so hot.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat.  “What would?”

      “You and him.  Fuck, my panties are wet just thinking about it.”

      “What do you mean me and him?  Doing what?”

      “Fucking, of course,” she said.  She grinned wide and then her eyes moved down to my hips.  “You’re getting wet thinking about it, aren’t you?”

      I turned away from her.  It was true, but I didn’t know why.  There was something enticing about Wes, but I barely knew him.  And I suddenly felt like I wanted Jenny as much as I wanted Wes.  But just because he was an exciting, strange man, didn’t mean I wanted to fuck him.  Even if my pussy did get wet at the thought.  Or am I wet because I’m thinking about Jenny?  My mind flashed to an image of her topless and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

      “Come on, admit it,” she said, walking up behind me.  “You think he’s hot.”

      “Okay, yes.  He’s attractive.  But that doesn’t mean anything.”

      “Okay, okay,” she said, laughing.  “If you say so.”

      But now I wasn’t so sure.  We waited in silence for the mechanic to finish with my car.  “It should be good enough to get you out of the woods,” he said.  “But I wouldn’t drive too far before taking it to a shop.”

      “Thank you,” I told him and we said our goodbyes.

      Jenny and I walked in the dark back to the modest white house.  I wondered if Wes slept in that house and if we’d be sharing a room with anyone.  When we met up with the group in the backyard, my questions were answered.

      “You two can have my bed,” Wes said.  “I’ll sleep on the couch in the living room.”

      “Oh, don’t do that,” said Jenny.  “Not on our account.  We can sleep on the floor.”

      “Nonsense,” he said, squeezing her arm gently and smiling.  “It’s my pleasure to share the room with you.”

      “Thank you,” I told him, but I felt a strange tickling come over me at the thought of sleeping in his bed.  I couldn’t stop wondering if he’d fucked anyone in it recently and if it would smell like his clean sweat.

      “Of course,” he said.  “Now let me show you the way.”

      We followed him up a set of creaky stairs and down a dark hallway.  His room was in the back and it was bathed in a soft amber glow.  His lights were dim and calming.  His room was simple.  Pine furniture and white sheets.

      “It’s beautiful,” said Jenny.  “We really appreciate all the help.  Let me know if there’s any way we can repay you.”

      I nudged her arm.  I knew she was trying to stir up trouble.  Fortunately, Wes’s generosity was genuine.  “No need,” he said.  “We give what we can and only take what we need.”

      Jenny walked up to him and held his gaze.  “Well then, let us know if there’s anything you need.”

      Wes studied her, wondering what her double meaning was.  She wasn’t being subtle at all, but I feared he’d misunderstand her and think she wanted him to fuck her and not me.  Not that I wanted either situation to happen.

      For a moment, his eyes moved to me and I felt something there.  His face was serious and he swallowed.  “I’ll let you know,” he said.  And then he turned to go.

      “Jesus, Jenny, could you be any more obvious?”

      She started laughing.  “Come on.  I see the way you two look at each other.  You want him and he wants you.”

      “But he probably thinks that you want him,” I said, moving to the bed and rolling back the sheets.

      “Oh, so that’s why he wasn’t interested,” she said.  I threw a pillow at her to break her daze.

      “Just get into bed.  This whole idea of yours is ridiculous.”

      She crawled into bed and straddled my lap.  My heart raced as I stared up at her.  She’d never straddled me before.  “Is it now?”  Her hand found the seam in my jeans and she started to trail her fingers over it.  “I think you want him bad.”  I couldn’t argue with her.  I only tipped my head back and moaned.  She unfastened my jeans and slipped her fingers inside my panties.  I couldn’t believe I was letting her do this – but I couldn’t stop her either.  I didn’t want to stop her.

      Her fingers slipped in and out of my wet pussy a few times before she removed them and sucked them clean.  Then she lowered her head until her mouth was against my pussy.  My fingers found her hair and I held her close.  Her tongue stretched out and licked me up and down before sliding deep inside me.

      We’d never done anything like this before.  But this place…it changed us.

      Just as she was finding her rhythm, my fingers woven in her hair, the door opened and Wes stood there.  He just stared as my friend ate my pussy.  I stared back at him, unable to speak or tell him to leave.  He leaned in the doorway, his eyes fixated on me and full of lust.  Maybe he really did want me, or the two of us together.  Maybe I wanted that too.

      I gripped Jenny’s hair tightly in my hands and moaned.  I couldn’t hold back any longer.  I shivered and came against her warm, wet mouth.  That’s when she noticed Wes.  She lifted her head and saw him standing there.

      “How long have you been there?” she asked.

      “Sorry, I just needed one more thing from my closet.  I didn’t want to interrupt.”  He was smiling again, as if everything was amusing to him.

      I didn’t bother to pull my panties up. I just lay there, letting him get a good view of me.  “Sara and I were just talking about trying to be more adventurous,” said Jenny.

      “Is that so?” he asked with a raised brow.  “And what were your ideas?”  His eyes moved back to mine and I felt a strong pull toward him.

      “I was telling my friend how much I’d love to see you fuck her.”

      Wes swallowed.  “Really?”

      I looked at him and nodded.  “But I told her it was a foolish idea,” I said.

      “Well, I’d be happy to let you experiment, if you wanted,” he said.

      Jenny turned to me with wide, excited eyes and a bright smile.  I looked at Wes and said, “Okay, sure.”

      Wes stepped into the room and locked the door behind him.  He walked toward the bed and looked at Jenny first, then to me.  He placed one hand on either side of my body as he leaned over me.  He slowly moved his lips in toward mine until we were kissing.

      My body was tense and excited all at once.  His jaw was firm, his mouth claiming mine.  His tongue slipped in past my lips and danced with mine.  One hand moved to my neck as he gripped tightly, his kiss growing firmer and more passionate than any kiss I’d ever had.  Then he slowly pulled back, his eyes full of fire.  “What do you think?”

      “I think I’m curious for more,” I said.  Jenny put a hand over her mouth to keep from squealing from excitement.

      Wes turned to her.  “Lay back,” he said, and she did what she was told.  Wes placed a hand on her inner thigh and inched it upward.  It disappeared under her skirt as Jenny’s breath became labored.  I felt my gut twist at the sight of him touching her, but there was something different to it.  I was jealous of both of them at the same time.  I wanted each of them for myself.

      His fingers must’ve brushed against her panties because she jumped and moaned.  She rocked her hips toward him as he massaged her pussy.  With his hand still between my friend’s legs, he turned to me and kissed me again.  His kiss was just as passionate as before.

      His other hand found my exposed pussy and began to finger it.  Jenny watched while he played with her pussy and she sounded like she was on the verge of coming.  When Wes lowered his mouth to my pussy, Jenny couldn’t hold back.  She moaned and twisted as her climax broke over her.

      I was gripping the bed sheets to fight every inhibition that was snaking up my skin.  Wes’s rough mouth was wrapped around my mound, sucking on my folds and flicking his tongue against my clit.  It took everything in me not to push him away out of fear.  This wasn’t the type of girl I usually was, but behind all that, it was the best fucking thing I’d ever experienced.

      So I let him suck and flick until he took everything out of me.  I hunched forward and came – for the second time that night – and I watched his dedicated mouth keep its rhythm until the very end.  He crawled back over me and kissed me, letting me taste my arousal on his lips.

      Wes straddled my lap and pulled down his loose lounge pants.  I realized then that he wasn’t wearing any underwear – just a thin pair of pants.  He pulled out his cock and my chest tightened.  It was big – much bigger than any cock I’d ever seen.  And it was thick.  Much thicker than I could handle.

      “Oh my god,” said Jenny upon seeing it.  “Is that thing real?”

      Wes chuckled as he gripped the base of it.  “It’s very real,” he said.  “I wonder if your friend can handle it?”

      “She won’t know until she tries,” she said with a smile.  And I was more than willing to try.

      Wes brought the tip of his cock to my lips and parted them as wide as they would go.  He slowly worked his cock inside, brushing his head against my tongue and massaging the roof of my mouth.  My jaw was tight as it opened as far as it could to accommodate him.  He pushed in further, his salty skin filling every inch of my mouth.  His head reached my throat and pushed down.

      I gagged for a moment and he pulled back, but then he worked it in again.  He gripped the headboard of the bed as he rocked his hips, pushing in and out of my mouth.

      I glanced at Jenny who had her blouse lifted up while she played with her nipples through her bra.  Then she moved one hand between her legs to play with her pussy while she watched.  She was really enjoying the show, and that made it all the more fun.

      I sucked in my cheeks and choked Wes’s cock down as far as it would go.  He groaned and the sound of his groan made my pussy wet all over again.  He was a sexy beast above me, forcing his cock in places that were too small for it.  I suddenly had the urge to feel him in my ass.

      As if he could read my mind, he withdrew his cock and said, “Flip over.”

      I did as I was told.  I removed my shirt and bra, and flipped onto my stomach as Wes pulled my pants off my legs completely.  He removed his pants and then climbed his naked body above my naked body while Jenny sat beside me, eagerly watching.

      Wes straddled my thighs and I felt his huge cock resting against my ass.  He spit in his hand and stroked his cock before spreading my ass wide and spitting on my hole.  He massaged his thick cock over my skin, spreading his saliva around.

      Then he pushed the tip of his cock against my ass and I felt myself stretching wide for him.  I clutched the pillow my head was on and winced as he spread me wider and wider.  And then, the pain and the discomfort subsided as my ass relaxed around him.

      Jenny was fingering her pussy and moaning at the sight.  Her eyes were wide and her skin was flushed.  It made my pussy ache to be touched.  I stretched a hand under my stomach and slipped my fingers against my wet slit.  I slipped a finger inside, and I felt my ass relax around Wes’s cock.

      Wes slipped in further until he was balls deep inside me.  The three of us groaned in unison and Wes held himself in place. He gripped my hips while he waited to pull back.  My ass felt like it was stretched wider than it should ever go, but it was starting to relax.  And the deeper he pushed, the better it felt.  So I kept fingering my pussy, waiting to come with him.

      He pulled back slowly and pushed in again, massaging my warm tunnel with his monster cock.  I watched cute little Jenny playing with herself the sight, and I’d never felt closer to her than I did in that moment.  I pumped my fingers faster and Wes started pumping his cock with more speed.  I loved feeling him take me like that.

      He gripped my ass as he rocked back and forth, working his cock in and out of my tight, virgin ass.  I pumped to the same rhythm and watched as Jenny started to come again.  She was shaking and moaning, her fingers circling her clit as her pussy pulsed against them.

      Wes’s grunts became more forceful and he started pounding my ass harder.  But I liked it.  I liked being completely taken by him.

      My body grew hot and the pressure built in the pit of my stomach.  I bit down on the pillow as I tried to muffle my moan.  I came, shaking underneath the hot stranger who was taking my ass for the first time.  And then, Wes stopped holding back.

      He moaned the softest moan and leaned forward, pressing the full weight of his body to mine.  He pushed his cock in deep – much deeper than it had been so far – and I felt his hot cum fill every spare inch of me.  His cock throbbed inside me as he came down.  My head was still reeling from the knowledge that I actually did this.  I just let a strange man come in my ass in front of my friend.

      Jenny was lying back, catching her breath when Wes started to pull free.  I felt his cum trickle out of my ass and down my thighs.

      “Such a beautiful sight,” he said, leaning back on his heels and allowing me room to flip over.  I flipped to my back and stared up at him.

      “I could say the same,” I said, staring at his cum covered cock and licking my lips.

      He moved toward me and pressed his cock to my lips.  I stretched out my tongue and began to lick him clean of every drop of cum.  My eyes met his as I cleaned him, and he looked down at me like an approving authority figure.  His hand cupped my cheek and he smiled.

      “It’s a shame you guys have to leave tomorrow,” he said, withdrawing his cock for the final time.

      I looked to Jenny who seemed hopeful we could stay.  “I guess we don’t have to leave just yet,” I said.  “We could stay a few more nights.”

      Jenny smiled and leaned in to kiss me, making my heart pound.  Her vanilla scent felt like returning home after a long adventure.

      “If that’s okay with you,” I told Wes.  “After all, we’re just taking up space, and I would hate for you to stay in the living room the whole time.”

      Wes smiled.  “I won’t be staying in the living room,” he said.  “I’ll be staying here, with you guys.”

      “Looks like it’s going to be a long, hard vacation,” teased Jenny.

      I glanced at Wes’s cock one more time.  “Yes it is,” I said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Proposition

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Lauren leaned over me, her lips forming a soft pout.  Her long, dark hair shrouded my face, which I was grateful for so that the other girls couldn’t see how much I was blushing.  This was just supposed to be an ordinary girls’ night.  Movies and popcorn.  Talking about boys.  There wasn’t supposed to be any kissing involved.

      Lauren’s thighs straddled mine.  I could feel her muscles flex against me as she leaned in closer.  I couldn’t make out her eyes in the darkness of her hair, but her breath was shallow and quick.  I wondered if her heart was beating as fast as mine.

      My lips were met with warmth and tenderness as she kissed me for the first time.  My best friend – my gorgeous best friend – was making out with me in front of all the other girls.  But we may as well have been alone with how connected I felt to her in that moment.

      Her lips parted and mine parted with them.  Her tongue slipped inside my mouth and danced with my tongue.  I felt her hands grip my hips and I silently begged for her to raise them higher.  I wanted her to cup my breasts.  I wanted this to turn into more than just a silly girls’ dare.

      It wasn’t until she broke our kiss that I remembered who I was dating.  Dan.  Fuck.  I blinked myself back to reality as Lauren lifted her head.  She was smirking as if she’d conquered me somehow.  But that was how Lauren was.  She enjoyed her conquests, even though they were usually with married men.  Not other women.  Not her best friend.

      The girls hollered and the two of us laughed.  But I was hiding the fact that my stomach was twisted into knots like butterflies being strangled.  Dan was not an open-minded person.  And Dan would not tolerate cheating.  Not even with a girl.  Not even just a little kiss.  Lauren and I would never have considered this silly little dare cheating, but Dan probably would.

      I tried not to ruin the moment by frowning.  I’d only been with Dan for a few months, and his heart had been broken before.  How was I going to tell him that I made out with my best friend because of girls’ night?  Because of one stupid little dare?

      How could I tell him about it without him seeing how much I enjoyed myself?  He’d instantly spot the pink hue to my cheeks or the way my knees would inevitably wobble.  He’d probably even be able to sense how wet I was at the thought of Lauren kissing me again.

      The other option, of course, would be not to tell him.  But I was never good at lying or keeping secrets.  He’d be able to read my secret as if it was written all over my face.  I knew it was what Dan loved most about me.  He loved how easy I was to read and that I never lied.  Well, almost never.

      Lauren kept staring at me through the rest of girls’ night.  “What?” I finally asked her, when the other girls weren’t paying attention.

      “You liked it didn’t you, Michelle?” she asked.  “The kiss.”

      “What?  No, of course not,” I lied.  My head was spinning.  I couldn’t let Lauren think she had this thing over me.  Not when I was trying to figure out how to tell Dan about it.

      “You know I can read you like a book,” she said, and it made my stomach turn.  Dan would read me like a book too.  He would know something happened.

      “I’m just nervous,” I replied, trying to mask my lies with honesty.  “What if Dan finds out?”

      “Who cares?” she asked.  “I think he’s a little too uptight for you anyway.  You need a man who’s more open.  More trusting.”

      I couldn’t help but feel as if she was a little jealous.  The idea made my heart flutter.

      “I like Dan,” I replied.  “I don’t want to break his heart again.”

      “If his heart gets broken over a little girls’ kiss, then he deserves it,” she said, flipping her hair over her shoulder and moving her gaze to the television.

      “I guess,” I said.  I was torn.  Torn between my developing feelings for my best friend and my fear of letting Dan down.  I didn’t want to be just another girl who’d broken his heart.

      “Most guys would kill to be with a girl who would kiss another girl,” she said.  “I’m sure he’ll like the idea once you tell him.  Especially if he sees you blushing the way you are right now.”

      I felt my cheeks.  They were burning hot.  Was it that noticeable in the dark living room?  I knew it was hopeless to lie to Dan.  I would have to find some way to come out with the truth.

      “Look,” said Lauren.  “Ask him if he thinks it would be cheating.  Maybe he’ll surprise you.  Maybe he’ll think it’s hot.  Then you can tell him the truth.  You won’t have to lie and you won’t have to explain your blushing.”

      I twisted my fingers in my lap while I considered her words.  “Yeah,” I said.  “Maybe that could work.”

      “It will work,” she said.  “Once he actually pictures you kissing me, he’ll be all for the idea.  I’m sure of it.”

      “Then what?  What if he wants to watch us?”

      Lauren turned to me and smirked.  “Then we put on a show for him,” she said.

      ---

      I slipped on my sexiest negligee – silk and black –  and crawled into bed.  Dan’s blue eyes swept up and down my body, focusing on my full breasts.  He licked his lips and smiled.  “You look amazing,” he said.

      “Thanks,” I replied, letting my blond hair down from its clip.  I felt it fall around my shoulders and the movement brought Dan’s eyes back up to my face.  He leaned into me, his bare torso brushing against my shoulder.  His hand slid over my neck.  His thumb brushed against my cheek.  Then his warm, firm lips met mine.  He shoved his tongue inside me.  It was rough and dominating.

      He broke our kiss and began kissing my neck.  I moaned and sighed, wondering what it would feel like to have Lauren’s lips there.

      “I’ve always wondered,” I started, feeling my heart race as I uttered the words.

      “Mmm, yeah?” he asked between kisses.

      I slipped my fingers through his brown hair.  I squeezed the strands between my knuckles, trying to distract him from my next words.  “What it would be like to kiss another girl.”

      Dan lifted his head and stared hard at me, his brows furrowed.

      I sat up and leaned forward.  “I mean, it’s not cheating right?  If it’s two girls?”

      Dan leaned back and his gaze moved to the side.  I studied him as he thought it over.  “You want to kiss another girl?”

      “I didn’t say that,” I said.  “Just that I was…curious.  And I mean, it’s not cheating, right?”

      His eyes met mine.  There was something unrecognizable to them.  “I guess…it wouldn’t be cheating if I was there,” he said.  He smiled a crooked smile.  “But I forbid you from kissing other girls unless I’m in the room.”  His hands found my hips and he pulled them forward until I slid down onto my back.  Dan crawled over me and moved the covers out of the way.  His hand slid between my thighs and soon discovered that I wasn’t wearing any panties.

      “Fuck,” he breathed.  He pulled down his lounge pants and briefs until his hard cock was free.  I felt the tip of him brush against my swollen, wet lips and my back arched in response.  He slowly worked his cock inside of me and groaned the whole way in.  “You’re always so fucking tight,” he said.

      I smiled and cupped his face.  “You’re always so fucking thick,” I replied.

      He started pumping his hips rhythmically while his thumb pressed against my clit, circling gently.  I panted and he huffed.  He lowered his head to my chest and used his teeth to pull the top of my negligee down.  My breasts were exposed.  He wrapped his lips around my nipple and sucked in.

      I cried out and clutched his hair in my hands.  He fucked me harder and faster.  I felt his cock swelling inside me as he pushed in deeper and deeper.  And then, as my orgasm broke over me, I lost my filter.  “Lauren!” I cried out, and I felt Dan’s cum shoot inside me.

      Panic flooded my veins as he came down from his climax and refused to face me.

      “I want to kiss Lauren,” I whispered, wondering if I’d ruined our relationship forever.

      Dan gripped my hips and slowly pulled his cock out of me.  I could feel his cum trickle down toward my ass.  He rolled on his back and sighed, running his hand through his hair.  Then he turned his face toward me and smiled.

      “And how long have you wanted this?” he asked.

      “Not long,” I replied, hoping he wouldn’t ask what had spurred the sudden interest.

      His gaze moved toward the ceiling.  I kept focus on his cheeks and his brows, hoping for an answer before he spoke.  But he was stoic.  Deep in thought.

      “Sure,” he finally said.  “You can kiss Lauren.”  He turned on his side and stroked my cheek.  “In fact, you can do whatever you like with her.  So long as I’m there for everything.”

      I nodded and smiled.  Lauren was right.  Dan was into it – even if he’d thought he never would have been.

      Lauren had us just where she wanted us.  We were falling perfectly into her trap and I didn’t even realize it.  Not until it was too late.
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      “So he agreed?” asked Lauren.  I held the phone close to my ear.

      “Yes,” I said.  “But I’ve never done anything like this before.  Do I just…invite you over sometime?”

      “You’re taking it way too seriously,” she said.  “I’ll come over tonight.  Whatever happens, happens, right?  I mean, now that you know he’s cool with it.”

      My heart raced and my skin felt tingly and electric.  “Yeah,” I said.  “Definitely.”

      “And if the tables were turned…you’d be cool with it too, right?”

      My heartbeat thudded in my ears, drowned out only by the sound of my own breath.  “What do you mean?  If what tables were turned?”

      “I mean, would you consider it cheating if you were in the same room with him?”

      “You mean, with a guy?” I asked.

      Lauren was silent for a long moment before responding with, “Sure.  As an example.”

      I tried to think about Dan with another man, but I couldn’t without laughing.  “Dan would never want anything like that.  I know him too well.”

      “Okay then.  With a girl.”

      My body tensed.  I felt hot and shaky.  I was putting it all together now, but my mind refused to believe it.  Was Lauren talking about herself?  Was she asking if I’d let her fuck my boyfriend in front of me?

      My legs quivered.  My panties felt wet for some reason, despite the knots twisting in my stomach.  I felt my shoulders shrug.  And then I heard the words come from my lips, but I couldn’t believe I was saying them.  “Sure.  That’d be fine.”

      “Good,” she said.  “Because sometimes these things can get a little messy.”

      I was fading.  My head was dizzy and I was in panic mode.  But still, I didn’t call it off.  I could’ve, but I didn’t.  I was curious.  I was excited.  Even though I was filled with fear at the same time.

      “I’ll see you guys tonight,” said Lauren, and then the phone call ended.

      ---

      

      I got ready as quickly as possible.  I had to reapply my makeup three times because my hands were shaking so badly.  What on earth did I just agree to?  Would I really have to share my boyfriend with my best friend?

      But the more I thought about it, the more my skin flushed pink.  The more I pictured Lauren and Dan together, the more the heat grew in the pit of my belly.  I wanted to see them together. I wanted to see Dan fight everything he believed in to be with Lauren.  Because Lauren was the hottest girl either of us knew.  He wouldn’t be able to resist her, just like I wasn’t able to.

      “Lauren’s coming over,” I told Dan when he walked in the door.  He’d just come home from work and he looked incredible in his suit.  He seemed dismissive of my news until he caught sight of me in my black dress.  Then his eyes went wide and his jaw clenched.

      “Okay,” he said.  What he meant was I’m ready for what you two have in store.  Seeing the way his eyes moved up and down my body made me nervous.  When he looked away, I glanced at his pants and noticed a bulge in them.  He was already turned on by the idea.

      Dan moved to the sofa just as Lauren knocked on the front door.  “That’s probably her,” I told him.  I walked to the foyer and opened the door.  Lauren let herself right in.

      Her dark hair fell to the middle of her back.  She was wearing a bright pink top and a denim skirt.  She strutted to the living room and sat down right next to Dan.  “What’s up?”

      Dan studied her and clenched his jaw harder.  Then he glanced at me.

      “I heard you two had a bit of a conversation,” said Lauren.

      “You did?” asked Dan.

      She nodded and smiled.  “Though I’m not sure you heard the full story.”

      “Lauren,” I said, trying to stop her.  Adrenaline flooded my veins.  What is she trying to do?

      Dan looked at me suspiciously.  “What’s the full story?” he asked.

      Lauren scooted closer to Dan on the sofa.  I didn’t like seeing them so close.  Especially not when Lauren started running her hands up and down Dan’s arm.  “Did she tell you that we made out on a dare during girls’ night?”

      Dan was staring hard at Lauren.  He swallowed and his pants looked tight all of a sudden.  “No,” he replied.  His eyes flicked to me.  “No, she didn’t tell me that.”

      My heart sank.  Dan was going to hate me now.  I just knew it.

      Lauren held on to Dan’s arm like he was her boyfriend, not mine.  “Hey, Michelle.  I want you to come over here. Sit down with us.”

      I slowly walked over and sat by Dan, but I still felt like an outcast.

      “You went behind Dan’s back,” she said.  “And now you’re going to get your punishment.”  She looked at Dan and smiled.  “This is the only way.  We have to teach her a lesson.  We have to show her what it’s like to have to share.”  She leaned up to Dan and kissed him on the lips.  He hesitated before he pulled away.  My chest tightened at the realization that he liked it.

      He pulled back and acted upset.  “Lauren, woah. What’s going on here?”

      She smiled and turned to me.  “Go on,” she said.  “Your turn.  I want to see you kiss your boyfriend.”

      I swallowed and then leaned up to Dan.  His expression of shock faded as I kissed him.  I pulled away and Lauren kissed him again.  This time he didn’t stop himself or protest.  Their tongues met and twirled around.  Lauren pulled back and pushed Dan’s face in my direction.

      I kissed him long and hard.  I searched for the taste of Lauren’s saliva on my boyfriend’s tongue.  While we kissed, I heard a zipper and looked down.  Lauren had unfastened his slacks and slid her hand into his briefs.

      “He likes it,” she said with a smirk.  “Take a look at how hard we’re making him.”

      Dan was breathing hard as she stroked his cock inside his briefs.  I pulled down on his briefs until I saw his hard, throbbing cock in her grip.  I was filled with jealousy and euphoria, swirling together at once.  I didn’t know which direction to go.

      This was all wrong.  Every second of it.  And yet, I wanted it to continue.

      Lauren took my hand and replaced hers with mine on Dan’s cock.  She wrapped my fingers around him and encouraged me to stroke him up and down.  “Just like that,” she said when I found the right rhythm.  She turned back to Dan and kissed him while I stroked.  He grew harder and stiffer in my hand and it made my panties even wetter.  My pussy ached to be touched, so I ran a hand under my dress and inside my panties.  I circled my clit while I watched Lauren make out with my boyfriend.

      She caught me and smiled.  “See, I knew you’d like sharing your man.”

      Dan saw me touching myself and moaning.  “Fuck,” he groaned.  He leaned forward and kissed me.  I stopped stroking him to cup his neck, but then he groaned and pulled back.  I looked down and saw Lauren with her mouth around his cock, swallowing him whole.

      My eyes were wide as I watched her head bob in his lap.  Was this really happening?  Was I really about to share my boyfriend with Lauren?

      As wrong as I knew it was, it would solve all of my problems.  Maybe there was a way I could keep both of them and make them happy.

      Lauren pulled off and angled his cock in my direction.  “Go on. Suck him in.”

      I leaned over and wrapped my lips around his head.  I’d fucked him before, but I’d never sucked his cock.  It was thick and salty.  It pushed against the roof of my mouth as it inched back along my tongue.

      I swallowed him down and loved the feeling of his cock hitting the back of my throat.  I gripped his length with both hands while I sucked.  I felt Dan’s fingers trail up the back of my thigh and slide inside my panties.  He slid his fingers inside my wet pussy while I sucked him.

      Lauren had her tongue down his throat while I choked down his cock.  She pulled back long enough to remove her shirt and her bra.  Dan stared at her tits while his fingers were in my pussy.  He brought his free hand to one of her breasts and ran his thumb across her nipple.  She moaned and then unfastened her denim skirt.  She slid them off and kicked her clothes to the floor.  The only thing left on her body was a pink lacy thong.

      She kneeled on the sofa beside Dan and his mouth moved to her chest.  He sucked her nipples while he fingered my pussy.  I felt his cock grow and expand in my mouth.  He groaned and his hot load shot against my throat.  I tried to swallow, but some trickled down along my chin.  I loved the taste of him.  But I loved the filthy sensation in my mouth even more.

      I pulled up and Lauren straddled his lap.  She took over like it was just the two of them.  But Dan’s fingers were still working in and out of my pussy.  I rocked my hips above them and tugged the top of my dress down.  I pulled my breasts out of my bra and Dan was distracted by them.  I smiled when he leaned forward to suck one into his mouth.

      Lauren saw my spirit of competition and one upped me.  She took Dan’s hard cock and moved her panties to the side.  She slipped it inside her pussy slowly, and I gasped.  I should’ve put a stop to the whole thing right there, but I couldn’t.  It was all moving so fast.  And as Dan’s cock disappeared inside my best friend, I realized I didn’t want to stop any of it.

      He pulled his fingers from my pussy and gripped Lauren’s hips.  He lifted her up and slammed her down over his lap.  He fucked her hard, making her moan as her tits bounced.  I couldn’t resist.  I reached for her breasts and pinched her nipples while he slammed into her.

      She moaned, “Lay back.”  So I did.  I moved to the other end of the sofa and lay on my back with my tits exposed and my dress up around my hips.  She crawled off Dan’s lap and moved between my legs.  She was on all fours, with her ass poking up at the other end of the couch.  Her fingers moved my panties to the side and she slid a finger inside me.  Then she latched her mouth around my clit and began to suck.

      I let out a moan and gripped her hair to keep her in place.  I wanted to come so badly, and her mouth was so soft and warm.  It would take no time at all for me to feel some relief.

      Dan walked up behind Lauren and slid his cock in from behind.  He gripped her ass in his hands and pounded her hard.  Her tits swayed as she worked my pussy, trying to make me come.

      Dan spit on Lauren’s ass and I cocked my brow.  I was delirious, but interested in what he was doing.  As he fucked Lauren’s pussy, he worked a finger inside her ass.  Then he slid in another.  Her eyes rolled back and she sucked on me hard in response.  Whatever he was doing, she was enjoying it.

      Then Dan pulled his cock free and pressed the tip to her ass.  He leveraged his body on the arm of the sofa to get a better angle.  He pushed his cock inside her ass slowly and she let out a squeal that vibrated against my pussy.  I couldn’t last another second.  I gripped her head and came against her tongue.

      I caught my breath as Dan worked his cock in and out of Lauren’s ass.  I climbed off the sofa and moved toward them.  I loved the sight of his dick disappearing inside of her like that.  I slid underneath her and pressed my mouth to her pussy.

      As I licked Lauren’s clit, I slid two fingers inside her pussy.  I could feel Dan’s dick in her ass through the thin wall of flesh.  It was so fucking hot that I couldn’t control myself.  I fucked her with my fingers and sucked hard on her clit until she came.

      Her body shook as she moaned and screamed.  Dan pounded her harder and faster until he was groaning against her body.  All three of us were covered in sweat as Dan emptied his load into Lauren’s ass.  When he pulled free, it dripped down to her pussy and I licked her clean.

      We dressed ourselves and collapsed on the sofa.  Lauren wrapped her arms tightly around me and held me close.  “See, Dan?” said Lauren.  “Sometimes sharing can be fun.”

      Dan studied the two of us a moment before smiling.  “This, I don’t have a problem with.  I don’t take issue with this at all.”

      My heart swelled with pride.  Somehow – all thanks to Lauren – I was able to satisfy both of them.  I thought Lauren would be the end of my relationship with Dan, but she only made it stronger.

      “Of course,” he added, “if Michelle is ever naughty again…if she ever kisses you behind my back…then she’ll have to be punished.  Much like she was punished tonight.”

      Lauren turned to me, her eyes burning with renewed lust.  “Most definitely,” she said.  “If Michelle isn’t a good girl, then she’ll get what she deserves.” My body shook with nerves in her arms, but I’d never felt safer.
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      Tommy sat in the passenger seat, tense and silent.  Of course, we both were tense and silent.  Couple’s therapy was doing fuck-all for our marriage.  I kept glancing over at him, hoping his gaze would meet mine just once, but it never did.  His eyes remained focused on the dark road ahead.

      “Why do we even go to therapy?” I finally asked him.  “It’s not really helping much, is it?”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I could see him shrug and pull his jacket tighter around himself.  “It takes time, right?”

      “It would be easier if you just forgave me,” I told him.  “What I did wasn’t that big of a deal.”

      I looked at him and he was glaring back at me.  “You were looking at lesbian porn, Danielle,” he said, as if I’d forgotten.  “But then when I ask if you want a threesome, you say no.  What am I supposed to say to that?  How am I supposed to think you still want to be with me?”

      “It was just…curiosity,” I said.  “You know I don’t like girls.  You should know that better than anyone.”

      “It’s just…am I not enough for you?  Because I need to know.”

      I sighed.  Rain started to fall and it tapped gently against the windshield.  I put on my wipers and focused on the drive.  “You’re more than enough,” I told him for the millionth time since I’d been caught.  “But, well, you haven’t been in the mood lately.”

      “Oh, so now this is my fault?” he asked, with a scowl that sent a chill down my spine.

      “It’s no one’s fault,” I said.  “It’s just something that happened.”  Colored lights flickered in the rearview.  “Dammit.”

      “What did you do now?” he asked as I pulled the car over to the side of the road.

      “I didn’t do anything.”  I watched and waited for the officer to walk up to my window.  Then I rolled it down just enough to be heard without letting the rain inside.

      “License and registration,” she said in a firm, but seductive voice.  I swallowed as I looked up at her.  She looked very similar to one of the women in the porn movie I’d watched.  I knew she wasn’t the same girl, but she could’ve easily played a double to her.  The same chocolate brown hair and hazel eyes.  The same figure.  I managed to pull my gaze away and return to the task at hand.

      I reached across my wife’s lap, opened the glove compartment and pulled out my car’s registration.  Then I reached for my wallet, pulling it from the purse on the floor.  As I bent over, I could’ve sworn I caught the officer looking at my ass.  No, I thought.  That’s all in your head.  You’ve been watching too many videos lately.

      I handed her my license and watched her swallow as she stared at it.  “Your taillight is out,” she said.  “I’m afraid I can’t have you driving on these roads in this weather with a missing taillight.”

      “We’re almost home, officer,” I told her.  “If you could just let us go.”

      Tommy leaned over my lap and looked through my window at the officer.  I noticed he had removed his jacket, showcasing his thick biceps in his tight black t-shirt.  “Please, officer.  We’ll do anything.  Just let us get home.”

      I cringed at the sight.  Had he no shame at all?  Why was I spending time and money in couple’s therapy for looking at porn when he was going to throw himself at random girls in uniform?

      “You can wipe that smirk away, Mr,” she said.  “I’m not interested.”

      He scoffed and leaned back.  “What, are you gay or something?” he spat.

      “Tommy!” I cried.  “For Christ’s sake!”

      “Control your wife,” said the officer.  “Or I’ll take him to the station with me.”

      “She doesn’t control me,” he said, folding his arms across his chest like a child.  Then his eyes widened and lit up. He leaned across me again to look up at the officer.  “You know, if you are gay, my husband here is newly curious.  I’m sure she’d be willing to please you real quick in your car.”

      I gripped Tommy’s shoulders and slammed him back in him seat.  “This ends, now,” I told him firmly.

      But it was too late.  “I’m going to need your husband to step out of the car,” she said.

      “He’s drunk, officer.  He didn’t mean it.”  But I knew that was a lie.  He wasn’t drunk.  He wasn’t drunk at all.  He was just angry and hurt.  Maybe more hurt than I’d ever imagined.

      She leaned down and peered in through the window, the rain soaking her completely.  “Sir.  Get out now before I come over there and pull you out.”

      He looked scared now which made me giggle inside.  Serves him right, I thought.  But at the same time, all I wanted was to get home and be done with the day.  I didn’t want to have to bail him out of jail for his big mouth.

      Tommy’s pout returned and his eyes were round with concern.  He stepped out of the car and into the rain.  The officer walked around to meet him and quickly pulled his arms behind him back.  I stepped out of the car.  “What are you doing?” I asked her, the fear bubbling up inside me too.  But even while the adrenaline flooded through me, I couldn’t help but stare at her perfect curves in that uniform.

      “Your husband is under arrest.  He should know better than to talk that way to a police officer.”

      “You can’t.  Please.”  My eyes met his.  “He’s right.  I’ll…um…I’ll do anything.”  I felt foolish.  Whatever the officer’s orientation was didn’t matter.  I shouldn’t be throwing myself at her.  I shouldn’t be throwing myself at anyone.

      She hesitated a moment.  Her eyes swept up and down and she swallowed hard.  For a moment it seemed as if she was really considering it.  But then she diverted her gaze.  “That won’t be necessary,” she said.  “I’m not that kind of cop.”

      “I won’t let you take him,” I said, unsure why I was defending him.

      “I’m afraid you don’t have any choice,” she said.  “And if you don’t watch yourself, you’ll be coming down with him.”

      I stayed silent after she said that.  I felt like such a wimp next to her while I watched her cuff my arrogant husband.  But what could I do?  She was the law after all.  And he had opened his big fat mouth.

      “As a matter of fact,” she said.  “I don’t want you driving that car in the rain.  I’m bringing you down with him anyway.”

      “What?  Why?  I didn’t do anything.”

      “You both pissed me off,” she said, looking at Tommy when she said that.  Her eyes flicked up to mine again.  “Do I need to cuff you too?”

      I shook my head.  I took my keys out of the car and shut the door.  I walked willingly behind the officer who was escorting my husband to the back of her police car.  “You can ride up front,” she told me.  “You’re not under arrest, I just don’t want you driving in this weather.  Your husband on the other hand is going to give me a hell of a lot of paperwork to do.”

      Tommy kept glancing at me as if I should be doing something like whacking her over the head and making a run for it.  I knew what he was thinking.  She’s just a girl after all.  But he seemed to be forgetting one thing.  That officer had a gun and was trained to use it.  I wasn’t about to take my chances like he wanted.

      We rode in silence to the station, and I realized quickly how small of a town we were pulled over in.  “This is it?  This is your jail?”

      “This is it,” she said.

      I glanced at Tommy one more time and for once, decided to try and do the right thing.  But my ideas were limited.  “My husband was right,” I reminded her.  “I’ll do…anything to keep him from getting a record.  So will he. If that’s what you prefer.”  I couldn’t believe I’d said that.  I couldn’t believe I’d offered my husband to another woman after offering myself.

      The officer stared hard at me, and I couldn’t decide if she was considering my offer or not.  “I told you to keep your mouth shut,” she said in a low, firm tone.  “That’s it.  You’re both staying overnight.”

      “Overnight?” asked Tommy, with a tremble to his voice.

      “Yes,” she said.  “Don’t worry, it’ll just be the three of us here.”  She said that with a smile so cruel, it made my blood run cold.

      “Officer, please,” I begged.

      “Don’t make things worse for yourself, Danielle,” she said.  Hearing my name on her lips made my clit tingle.

      “Yes, ma’am,” I said, finally relenting.

      She stepped out of the car and I followed her as she pulled my husband up to the small jailhouse.  The office space was cramped, and there was no other officer in sight.  She tugged my husband by his arm down a narrow hallway and quickly threw him into a cell.  She turned and looked at me for a moment, hesitating.  Then she gripped my arm and pulled me into the cell after him.  She slammed the bars closed behind us.

      “You two have fun in there,” she said with a smirk, and then left us for the office.

      “Great, just great,” said Tommy.

      “What are you mad at me for?” I asked.  “You’re the reason we’re in here.”

      “You just followed her back here?  You just let yourself get arrested with me?”

      “Do I need to come back there and reprimand you two?” asked the officer.

      “No, ma’am,” I said, feeling a stir in my stomach each time I called her that.

      “So what do we do now?” he asked, but all I could do was shrug.  Then, out of nowhere, Tommy started laughing.

      “What the hell is so funny?” I asked him.

      “You actually fucking did it.  You actually offered to do anything.  What were you most excited to do?” he asked.  “Lick her pussy?  Or did you want her to fuck you with one of those strap-ons?”

      A rage came over me that surprised the both of us.  I pushed Tommy up against the cell wall and glared at him.  “You’ve got to stop this,” I growled.  “Stop it, right now.”

      But he only laughed back at me.  “Where was this when the cop was arresting me?  Where was this aggression when she said she would arrest you too?”

      “She was being smart,” the officer’s cool tone slipped through the bars behind us.  “Instead of running her smart mouth.”

      Tommy’s eyes moved toward the floor and I stepped away from him.  “Sorry, officer,” I said, feeling like a fool all over again.

      Her hazel eyes held my gaze.  Then they moved to Tommy.  “Why are you so angry with your wife?” she asked him.

      But he faltered.  He couldn’t tell her.

      “We’re in couple’s therapy,” I said.

      “And he doesn’t want to be?”

      “Who knows,” I said, glancing between the two of them.  “He’s mad at me and I swear he’s using therapy to punish me.”

      “I am not,” said Tommy.  He was angry.  He had a new mischievous glint in him eye.  “If you must know, officer…my wife likes to watch videos of women fucking other women.  I don’t approve.  Hence the therapy.”

      The officer smirked.  “Unless it’s to get you out of jail, that is?” she said.

      His cheeks turned pink with embarrassment.  The officer unlocked the cell and pulled the bars closed behind her.  My heart began to race.  Nothing good could come from her being in here with us.

      She stepped toward me, her eyes studying me.  “Is it true? Did he catch you watching lesbian porn?”

      I shrugged.  I was shaking as I backed up until I hit a wall.  The officer came close enough that I could feel her breath on my cheek.  She turned her head and called to Tommy.  “Is this what you want to fucking see?” she asked.  And then she kissed me.  She actually fucking kissed me.

      But what surprised me most was that I liked it.

      Her soft lips pushed against mine and her tongue unfurled into my mouth.  I met her tongue with mine, pushing against her with the desire to pull her closer.  What the hell was happening to me?

      When she pulled back, I glanced at Tommy, expecting him to be horrified.  But he wasn’t.  He looked surprised.  His eyes were wide, his skin flushed.  “Do it again,” he said, and my body was shaking with anticipation.

      But the officer only laughed.  “I don’t take orders,” she said to him. “I give them.”

      She turned to me and glanced down at my body.  “Looks like you are curious after all.”

      “No,” I lied.  “I’m not curious.  I was just bored, that’s all.”

      She smirked and then turned to Tommy.  “Then let me give you something really exciting.  Drop your pants,” she told him.  But he hesitated.  He couldn’t do it, even if we were both a little curious.  He couldn’t do it with me right there.  “I said drop,” she barked again, and this time the fear made his hands shake on his belt buckle as he unfastened his jeans.

      I hadn’t expected what came next.  She dropped to her knees in front of him.  I stood a few steps back with my hand over my mouth.  But my eyes must’ve said it all.  I was curious.  I wanted to share him with the sexy cop.

      The cop pulled his dick free and a gasp escaped her lips.  Tommy was huge.  Huge and thick.  Veins wrapped around his shaft as she gripped his base and neared the tip of him to her lips.  Her lips parted and wrapped around the head of my husband’s cock.

      She glanced up at him and she hesitated.  Like she knew it was wrong.  Like she knew we shouldn’t be doing this.  I’m not that kind of cop, she’d said just a few minutes before.  But then, as if overcoming her shame and giving into her desires instead, she shoved his cock deep into her mouth until she gagged.

      I gasped, and then my gasp slipped into shallow breaths.  I was aroused.  And Tommy was aroused.  I hadn’t seen him that hard in months.

      Still, I wondered what the cop’s intentions were.  I wondered why she told Tommy she wasn’t interested in him…as if she wasn’t interested in guys.  Part of this felt like a show for me, especially since the cop kept looking back at me as she sucked my husband’s cock.

      The thought of it made me wet.  The thought of her taking my man in front of me as some sort of cruel punishment made my panties soaked.  I sucked in my breath and stared over at her.  Tommy stared down at her as well, his eyes wide in disbelief.  But then his face relaxed and he started to pump his cock in and out of her.  She gripped his thighs and sucked, flicking her tongue around his flesh as he fucked another woman’s mouth.

      Tommy started banging his fists against the wall behind him.  His brows furrowed.  He let out a groan and gripped the cop’s head with one hand.  He thrust his hips forward and back until his thighs clenched.  She held his cock in deep, nearly gagging again on his length.  And then Tommy released his load.  It flooded her mouth.  She sucked and drank every drop that she could, but some of it spilled free.

      Tommy glanced at me with eyes that were only half open.  My cheeks were hot and my breath was shallow.  I must’ve looked like such a mess to Tommy.  He would know now more than ever that this was what I wanted, despite all my attempts to hide it.  How would he ever look at me the same again?  How could I look at him the same way?

      The cop pulled back and ran a hand through her hair.  She was out of breath.  She seemed almost vulnerable.  But then she grounded herself.  “Come here,” she commanded.

      I walked over, wondering what she wanted from me.  Wondering what she would do to me.  But her eyes were full of mixed emotions.  Like she didn’t know how the hell she got here.  Like she’d just woken up from some kind of dream.

      “Strip,” she ordered.  I hesitated.  I glanced at my husband who seemed both aroused and worried.

      “Do what she says, for Christ’s sake,” he said.  “She’s a fucking cop.”

      “Oh, so now you want to follow orders?”

      “If you two don’t stop arguing, I’m going to duct tape your mouths shut,” she said.  I believed her.  Tommy must’ve believed her too, because he didn’t say another word.  “Now, take off your clothes.”

      With trembling hands, I slipped off my shirt and unfastened my jeans.  I stood there in just my bra and panties in the cold cell with the cop staring at me.  Tommy’s eyes were wide and shaky as he took in the scene he’d practically begged for all night.  But he was now regretting it – if only because it was turning him on – and that confused him.

      “You aren’t finished,” the cop told me, her eyes landing on my bra and panties.  Her tongue slipped out and licked her lips.  I glanced down to see the wet stain on my satin panties.  I removed my bra slowly.  Then I reached for the waistband of my panties and slowly tugged down.  The cop was breathless as she laid eyes on me.

      I felt weak and vulnerable.  I’d never felt this way with Tommy.  My gaze crashed into the cop’s and she moved forward.  She had removed her police shirt and kicked off her pants.  My breath hitched as I caught her simple black bra and underwear.  But she removed those too.  She was completely naked with me as she came forward.  Her full breasts swayed with each step.  Her nipples were erect and begging to be sucked on.  Her pussy hair was nicely trimmed and dark.  Curiosity filled every vein in my body.

      With a strong hand she gripped my waist and pulled me into her.

      “What else are you curious about?” she asked me.

      I glanced at Tommy, but she gripped my jaw and kept my eyes focused on her.

      I stared at her eyes a moment before answering.  They were beautiful pools of desire.  “I guess I’m curious about all of it.”

      “Do you wonder what it feels like to have a woman eat you out?”

      I swallowed hard and nodded.

      “Beg me,” she said.  “Beg me to make you come.”  She moved her fingers between my legs and slipped them inside me.  And begging her became the easiest thing in the world to do.

      “Please,” I whimpered.  “Make me come.”

      “Louder,” she ordered.

      I stared into her cold eyes.  I swallowed the lump in my throat.  Then I closed my eyes and begged.  “Please! Make me come!”

      I heard Tommy groan, with excitement or concern, I wasn’t sure.  The cop smiled and kept a firm grip on my jaw.  “Say my name,” she said.

      My eyes widened and I panicked.  What the hell was her name.  “Say it!” she barked.

      “I – I don’t know it,” I confessed, somehow feeling ashamed.

      She smiled and then started to laugh.  “That’s right,” she said.  “So what do you call me?”

      My eyes moved to Tommy and the back to the officer.  “Ma’am,” I said, as if I knew exactly which term of endearment she was looking for.

      “Good,” she growled before dropping her hands to her side.  Then she dropped to her knees.  She stared at my pussy like it was the first nourishment she’d seen in days.  She licked her lips and gripped my hips, pressing my back against the nearest wall.  And then in one quick moment, her mouth sank over me.

      I pressed my palms to the wall behind me, my eyes rolling back from the sheer forcefulness of her mouth.  She sucked me in and flicked her tongue across my skin.  It took everything in me to keep from crashing to the floor.

      “Fuck,” I breathed as Tommy watched, his hands covering his mouth.  His cock hardened again.  I brazenly moved a hand to the cop’s head and ran my fingers through her hair.  Adrenaline coursed through me at the thought of her disliking my touch, but she said nothing.  She just kept sucking and teasing my pussy.

      Tommy could no longer help himself.  He began to stroke his cock.

      His eyes met mine and there was tenderness and desire there.  I hadn’t seen that in so long.  Something was happening to us.  Something was changing in us.

      I was quickly taken out of the moment by my own rapture.  I looked down at the hungry cop flicking her tongue against me, and I hunched over.  I couldn’t hold it back anymore, but the thought of coming against a police officer’s mouth had me on edge.  What if she didn’t want that?

      But my body didn’t care.  A groan escaped my throat and I gripped her hair in my fingers.  I felt the pulsing heat as my climax burst through me.  She flicked her tongue and sucked like she’d been waiting her whole life for it.

      She pulled her head back and wiped her mouth.  She glanced at Tommy and smirked.  Tommy looked worried, but his fingers continued stroking.  “Looks like you two didn’t need therapy after all,” she said.

      We didn’t say a word.  I kept my back pressed to the wall, breathless as I stared at her.  “So is that it?  Will you let us go now?”

      She stood and shook her head.  “Not until we’ve addressed all that curiosity,” she said.  She walked toward me.  She lightly wrapped his fingers around my throat.  “What else are you curious about?”

      “Nothing,” I lied.  I wanted to watch Tommy fuck her.  I wanted to see the two of them together.  Even if I’d wanted to tell her the truth, I knew that if I shared Tommy with another woman, I’d never be able to come back from it.  I’d never be able to undo it.

      She tilted her head like she didn’t believe me.  “Come now.  There must be something else.”

      Tommy sighed with frustration.  “She probably wants to taste you,” he said.

      Anger bubbled inside of me.  When would he stop doing that?  When would he stop speaking for me?

      “I don’t think that’s true,” said the officer whose wet pussy was pressed to my thigh.

      “Sure it is,” I lied again.  It wasn’t a complete lie.  I wanted to taste her.  I wanted to make her come.  But that wasn’t the whole picture.  That wasn’t the end of it and she knew it.

      She laughed again.  “No.  That isn’t what she wants,” she said.  “Though if she’s a good girl, she’ll get to find out anyway.”  She held my throat firmly while glancing at Tommy.  “She wants to watch us,” she said.  “Like a filthy little voyeur.”

      Tommy’s eyes widened and I clenched my jaw.  I should’ve protested, but I couldn’t.  My body was hungry for his.  My marriage might even depend on it.  If I went through with it and shared my husband with the cop, he’d stop questioning my love for him.  So I grit my teeth as the cop walked toward the bars of the cell.  She wrapped her fingers around the bars and shifted her hips back.

      “Well?” she said, turning over her shoulder to glance at Tommy again.

      Tommy stared at me, and I found the will to nod at him.  It’s okay, I was trying to say, even though the knots in my stomach felt like it was anything but.

      Tommy moved toward her and pressed his cock to her wet slit from behind.

      He rubbed his cock in it.  I rested my head back against the wall, unable to believe I was about to be watch my husband fuck a female cop in a jail cell.  All because Tommy ran his mouth.

      Tommy pressed his bulbous head to her pussy and pushed in.  She winced as he slowly split her in two, but he was kind enough to take his time.  Despite that kindness, it didn’t keep the size of him from hurting her.  I watched closely as his cock disappeared inside her and the two of them lost themselves in euphoria.

      My fingers moved to my clit and began circling.

      He pushed in again and groaned.  But the deeper he pushed, the easier it became for her, until the pain was overshadowed by something deeper.  Absolute pleasure.

      I felt myself gasp again and again as I watched him thrust in and out of her.  The cop gasped in rhythm to my own raspy breaths.  Tommy was bringing himself to orgasm, I could tell by the quick succession of his moans.  The cop turned over her shoulder and looked past him to see me shaking against the back wall.  When her eyes met the mine, she smiled at me.

      This is all for me.

      I felt dirty and used, but I also felt whole.  As Tommy’s dick pumped in and out of her, I felt complete.  And as came, spilling his load into another woman, I felt vindicated.  Suddenly, what he saw as my flaw was his new desire.

      I didn’t need any new orders by the time Tommy pulled out.  The sight of his cum trickling from the cop’s pussy was all I needed to see.  I rushed up behind her and dropped to my knees.

      I gripped her ass in my hands and stretched out my tongue, dragging it up and down her thigh until it met her dripping, cum-filled pussy.  She moaned as I teased her with my tongue.  I flicked and sucked to the same rhythm she’d given me.  She pressed her bare tits to the cold bars of the cell and took my hot mouth on her pussy.  And then she let go.  She moaned and shivered as if it was the best feeling in the world.  It brought a smile to my face as I pulled away from her.

      Tommy began to laugh.  I turned to face him, pressing my hot back against the cool bars.  “What?  Why are you laughing?”

      “It’s just all so ridiculous,” he said.  “The whole thing.  We don’t even know her name.”

      The cop smiled as she reached for her uniform.  “It’s Leanne,” she said.  “And you guys are free to go.”

      “What?” I asked.  “Just like that?”

      Her smile faded.  “Just like that,” she said.  “I can’t actually keep you.  Not after what I’ve done.  I’ve got to keep my job, you know.”

      “I wouldn’t have told anyone,” I mumbled.

      Her eyes caught mine and then looked away quickly.  “Get dressed and I’ll drive you two to your car.”

      The ride back to the car was tense and silent, except for Tommy who on occasion would still be laughing.  Once Leanne had parked behind our car, she turned to me and said, “Be careful on the roads.  I’d hate to have to pick you two up again.”

      But as she said this, she smiled.  And I knew I had every intention of breaking the law around here very soon.
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      I was new to the whole Hollywood scene.  I was new to California.  I was new to adulthood, only nineteen years old, slowly nearing my twentieth birthday.  And already I feared I was too old to get roles.  Too old to start an acting career.  But I decided to give it until I turned twenty-one.  Maybe by then I’d at least be in a commercial.

      I’d auditioned, but was told I didn’t have the right “look.”  Whatever look they wanted was always some extreme that I wasn’t.  I was too thin.  Too fat.  Too blond.  Too brunette.  My hair was golden brown, but no role seemed to be looking for that.

      I waited tables. I worked at bars.  The beautiful city was starting to lose its shimmer.  I was growing tired of the lights.  Of the traffic.  Of the people that seemed to know how to have the right look all of the time.

      When I was younger, I’d had dreams of living in California and being famous.  Those dreams were of a different California altogether than the one I was experiencing.  Sure, the beaches were beautiful.  The shops and restaurants were amazing.  But being broke and desperate in this city was a nightmare I just wanted to wake up from.

      The people all started to look the same, even while they were different.  The cultural diversity blended into a whole mess of black sludge as my hopelessness grew stronger.  So when I saw her for the first time, June Anderson, it hit me like a freight train.

      She was sitting in a booth, in the dark corner of a bar I was working at.  I could never full explain what it was about her.  Her hair was brown with a shimmer to it under the dim lights.  Her green eyes sparkled like emeralds.  Her skin was a slight tan with a golden undertone.  Her makeup was perfect.  Her clothes were designer.  But none of that alone drew me in.

      It was her composure.  The way she sat with one hand resting under her chin and one hand on the table.  It was the way every moment of hers felt like a dance – one that I wanted to join in on.  Maybe it was the way she smiled ever so slightly when her eyes first landed on me.

      I’d never been hit on by a woman, but there was something flirty about that expression.  Something intoxicating about the way her eyelashes fluttered as she looked away.  It made me feel needy and desperate in a different way than the city had made me feel.  It made me want to turn her face toward mine, and it even made me want to kiss her.

      I’d never thought about kissing another woman in my entire life.

      I walked to her table to take her order.  As I neared her, I noticed her low cut black dress, the opening of which stretched down to her navel.  There was a hint of cleavage, but otherwise she was perfectly covered.  I couldn’t help but wonder what she looked like naked.

      Her jewelry was all diamonds, shimmering beautifully under the bar lights.  She ordered a Manhattan, but she grabbed my hand before I could write it down.

      “Tell me,” she said.  “Are you here to be an actress?”

      Her smile was kind, but her eyes were full of strength.  She was sweet but capable.  I had no doubt in my mind that she could have anything she wanted in this life.  Anything that was denied her, she would find a way to get herself.

      My laugh was weak as I admitted that I was here to act.  “I’m from North Carolina,” I told her, thinking about the lush green hills I’d left behind.

      “How much should I pay your boss to let you sit with me?  To keep me company?”

      My eyes were wide and I shook my head.  “I, um…I’m not sure.”

      “Go fetch him, or her, for me, will you?”

      I turned on my heel, feeling exposed in my uniform - a tight black shirt and black shorts.  I could feel her eyes staring at me as I returned to the bar.  I informed my boss of the strange request while placing her order for a Manhattan.

      “No way,” said Delia until she saw the customer’s name.  “Oh.  For June Anderson?  Shit, she doesn’t have to pay me anything for you.”

      My heart began to race.  I’d never heard of June Anderson before, but she must’ve had a decent reputation.  Enough of one to earn me a break from work.  I untied my little black apron and set it on the bar before returning to June’s table.  Then I slid into the booth across from her.

      “She says no payment is necessary.”

      June smiled.  “Then I guess I’ll have to pay you directly.  For the hours of work you’ll be missing.”  She pulled out her designer bag and designer wallet.  Then she withdrew cash and slid across the table to me.  My mouth fell open.  Hundred dollar bills, and there were twenty of them.

      A weak laugh escaped me again.  “I don’t make this much in a night,” I said.

      “A tip then,” she said with a smile.  “For putting up with me.”

      I took the money but felt my stomach knot.  Certainly she wanted more than a simple conversation.

      “What’s your name?” she asked me.

      “Audrey,” I replied.  Her eyes were focused on me, studying my every move.

      “Like Hepburn,” she said, smiling again.  June was calm in a way that didn’t seem real.  She was calculated like a business woman.

      I shrugged, feeling more and more intimidated by her presence.  “Nothing like Hepburn,” I said.

      June sighed.  “You’re having trouble finding roles, then?” she asked, surprising me with how well she could read my responses.

      “I’m never the right look,” I said.

      “That’s bullshit,” she said.  My eyes must’ve been saucers when she cussed.  It was the first bit of edge I’d seen to her since she walked into the bar.  “Your look is perfect.”

      “Maybe it’s just the roles I’m going after,” I said.

      “It’s because you don’t know anyone in this town, do you?”  Her Manhattan was brought to the table.  She smiled at the waiter and took a sip.  “I only assume,” she began again, “since you’re from North Carolina.”

      “I know networking is important,” I said, feeling overwhelmed by shyness.  “I do try to meet people.”

      June smiled.  “Well it’s lucky for you that you met me tonight.  Maybe we can help each other out.”

      A chill crept down my spine.  I wasn’t sure what June wanted, but I knew I’d say yes to almost anything.  Not for the sake of an acting role, but because there was something powerful about June that I wanted to be a part of.  There was something so seductive in a way I’d never experienced.

      “What do you mean?” I asked her.

      June took another sip from her drink.  “I’d like you to meet my husband,” she said.  “Hopefully you’ve heard of him, or he might be rather disappointed.”

      “Wh-who is your husband?”

      “Guy Anderson,” she said.  Her eyes lingered on my face, studying my expression as I realized what she was telling me.  She could instantly see that I recognized the name.  “Good girl,” she said.

      “The Guy Anderson?  He’s only like…the top director right now.”

      June smiled.  “He’ll likely stay that way for some time.  He really is a genius.”  I could tell by the way she spoke about him that she was in love with him.  I couldn’t help but feel a hint of jealousy at the thought.  But that was crazy, wasn’t it?  I’d only just met June and was already jealous that she loved someone else.

      “When should I meet him?” I asked her.  “And where?”  I was shaking.  The thought of meeting someone as big as Guy Anderson made my knees weak.

      June reached her hand across the table and gripped my wrist.  “I was thinking we’d go back to my place – our place.”  She smiled softy.  Her grip around my wrist was strong, but not forceful.  It was a confident strength.  A reassuring strength.  “If you’re interested, that is.”

      I was nervous.  I didn’t know June.  I didn’t know Guy Anderson.  I didn’t know what they had in store for me.  I’d never been the most adventurous person, but something in my gut made me feel safe around June.  I only hoped it wasn’t naivety.

      “Sure,” I said with a nod.  “Let me just clock out.”

      I returned to the bar and told my boss that June invited me to tour the town with her.  I don’t know why I didn’t tell Delia where I was going.  It would’ve been the smarter thing to do.  But something about this felt secret, and I coveted it like I was starting to covet June.

      I punched out and collected my tips for the night before returning to June.  She was already standing near the exit of the bar.  When we left, a white car pulled up with a driver.  The two of us slipped into the backseat and disappeared toward June’s home in the hills.

      “What is he like?” I asked her, feeling the nerves snake around my throat as we got closer.

      June rested her hand on my bare knee.  “Don’t worry.  He’s going to love you.”

      The car pulled in through iron gates and traveled up a long, winding driveway to their house.  It was large, but part of its size was obscured by trees.  I looked on at its modern architecture and sucked in a breath.  Then I instinctively tucked the loose strands of my hair behind my ears, hoping to tidy up about before meeting someone so important.

      I followed June and the driver up to the door.  The driver pulled the door open and I followed June inside.  My heels clicked against the marble floor. The house was dark except for a soft glow from a room toward the back.  I heard the crackling sounds of a fire.

      June turned to the driver and dismissed him.  Then she took my hand and pulled me toward the amber glow.

      We entered a great room with white walls and modern art hanging from them.  But the only thing I noticed was the man sitting in front of the fire.  He had a tumbler in his hand with an amber drink, and his dark eyes reflected the dancing flames before him.  He just stared, as if the fire would give him life after waiting long enough.

      “I’ve brought you something,” said June, breaking his trance and capturing his attention.  He smiled, but his eyes were tired.  Handsome, but tired.  His dark hair was swept back perfectly.  His jawline harsh and angular.  His figure was toned with a perfectly tailored suit, but his tie was loosened and his jacket sat off balance.

      He’d always been handsome in interviews, but nothing like he was here.  Something about the dark house and the glow of the fire made him seem like some kind of tortured devil.  And his wife had just brought him a plaything.

      It hadn’t been spoken in words, but I started to gather why June brought me back.  It was in his eyes when he looked at me.  He leaned back against the modular sofa and swept his gaze over me, turning his head as he considered what was before him.

      “What’s your name?” he asked me, finally lowering his gaze back to the fire.

      “Audrey,” I said, my voice feeling small compared to June’s or Guy’s.

      “She’s had trouble finding roles,” said June, who set her designer bag down on a nearby accent chair.  “I told her she had a unique look, and that she just needed to meet the right people.”

      I held my hands in front of me, tugging nervously on my fingers.  Guy lifted his gaze back to me, but he didn’t say a word.  He stood, placing his drink on the glass coffee table before walking toward me.  He stopped only a few inches away, and I realized just how tall he was.  I glanced up at him, feeling intimidated by his size and width.  He brought a hand to my face, his fingers brushing away another loose strand of hair.

      His hand moved toward the back of my head as my heart raced.  His fingers found the elastic and tugged until my hair fell down around my shoulders.  His eyes swept and scoured, taking in every detail of me.  His fingers massaged strands of my hair as he studied it.

      He surprised me with a smile.  “You seem to know why June brought you here.  I can see it in the rhythm of your breathing.”

      I didn’t know what to say to that.  “I don’t know…exactly,” I said.

      Guy glanced at June and the two smiled at each other before Guy returned his gaze to me.  “June and I have…an arrangement,” he said.  “But I must make something very clear before we begin.”

      My knees were wobbly and it was hard to stand upright.  “What is that?” I asked.

      “First of all, June is right.  I think your look is very unique.  I’d love to see you in a few auditions.  I’d love to put in a good word.  But I would feel that way even if you turned from us and walked out the door right now, understand?”

      I didn’t fully, but I nodded anyway.

      “What I am going to do with you tonight-“ he stopped and cleared his throat.  “What I want to do with you tonight, has no effect on your career or my word of you.  You are free to stay or go at any time.  I would love for you to stay, but you are no hostage, understand?”

      My thighs were quivering.  I may as well have been a hostage to the way the two of them made me feel.  “I understand,” I said.

      “Good girl,” he said with a smile.  “June?”

      June turned to me.  “I think you know what I’m about to say,” she told me.  “I have a desire.  Some women find it strange.  I have a desire to watch my husband with other women.”

      My eyes would’ve widened if they weren’t already hooded from my arousal.  The two of them excited my body so much I was already wet for them, silently begging for just such a scenario.  Still, I couldn’t believe I was hearing June say it out loud.”

      I nodded, feeling sheepish next to their confidence.

      June reached for my hand.  “Just to make sure you fully understand,” she said, “I like to watch my husband fuck other women.  And that’s why I’ve brought you home with me.  I’d like to watch him fuck you.”

      My pussy ached and tingled at her words and my nipples were erect.  My head was dizzy as I tried to make sure this was what I really wanted.  But I knew it was.  The thought of walking away from them and never having this chance again made my heart break.

      “I understand,” I told her.

      With June still holding my hand, Guy raised his hand to my face.  He cupped my cheek and stroked it with his thumb.  His thumb then lowered to my bottom lip and traced it, gently tugging it downward.  “Is this what you want, Audrey?”

      My lips instinctively wrapped around his thumb and sucked.  Guy’s eyes were full of fire as he stared down at me.

      “Yes,” I said.  “I want this more than anything.”

      June smiled and squeezed my hand.  “Let’s get you ready, then,” she said.
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      I didn’t know what she meant, but she whisked me off to the bedroom, leaving Guy behind.  “If at any point you change your mind,” she said, “let us know.  We don’t intend to take advantage of our influence.”

      “Sure, of course,” I said, surprised at their class.  Still, I almost wished they were taking advantage of it.  I almost wanted to be told it was their way or else, if only because my panties were soaked thinking about it.

      When we got to the bedroom, June entered a large walk-in closet and came out holding black lingerie.  “His favorite color is black,” she said with a smile.  “Could you guess?”

      She pulled me into the center of the room and we stood by the foot of their canopy bed.  The bedspread was maroon and the lamps were golden.  She lay the black lingerie on the bed and brought her hands to the hem of my shirt.

      She tugged upward but then paused.  “Would you like to undress yourself?” she asked.  Her eyes were soft and I felt like she truly cared about me.

      “No,” I managed to say through a tightened throat.  “You can do it.”

      June smiled and pulled my shirt up over my head.  She stared at my plain white bra underneath.  Her eyes moved down to the button of my shorts and then her fingers followed.  She unfastened my shorts and let them drop to my ankles.  I stepped out of them but left my heels on.

      June stepped into me and wrapped her arms around me.  Her fingers worked at the clasp of my bra.  “You’re really beautiful, you know,” she said as she slipped the bra straps from my shoulders.  She tossed it to the floor and then brought her curled fingers back up to my chest.  She dragged her knuckles over my breasts and lightly touched them to my nipples.  A gasp escaped me and June smiled.

      She leaned in and whispered, “I can’t wait to see him inside you.”  Her hands cupped my breasts as she pulled her face back.  She stared at me while she touched me, seemingly enjoying every response her touches gave.  I couldn’t hold back a low moan as her thumbs trailed over my nipples.  But then her hands slipped lower down my hips.

      Her fingers hooked inside my panties and tugged them down.  She lowered down with them.  She gazed at my pussy while lifting one leg at a time to help me step out of them.  “You shave,” she noticed.  “He’ll enjoy that.  And you’re already quite wet.  That’s very good.”

      I felt more like a piece of fruit than a human as she determined if I was ripe enough for the meal.  Her hands glided up my thighs and one thumb trailed toward the center of me.  I felt it press against my clit and my knees nearly buckled.

      I let out a moan and she smiled again.  “Beautiful,” she said.  Then she pulled her thumb away and grabbed the lingerie from the bed.  She helped me step into the black lace panties and matching bra.  It wasn’t a perfect fit, but it was good enough for June’s liking.  Then there was a garter and black stockings.

      “Won’t he just unfasten these anyway?” I asked, wondering what the sense was in dressing up.

      June smirked at me.  “Not exactly,” she said.  Her fingers moved between my legs and pulled the panties to the side.  Then she slipped two fingers deep inside me.

      I let out another moan and she smiled.  “There’s other ways for him to access you.”

      With her fingers still inside me I asked her, “Is this for you or for him?  The outfit, I mean?”

      She winked at me.  “It’s for me.  If it was up to him you’d be stark naked.  I like to see a man unable to undress a woman before needing to fuck her.”

      Her words made my skin tingle.  I worried I wouldn’t be enough for her.  I worried I would come too quickly.  There was so much build up that I already felt like I could explode with just the right touch.

      “Where will you be?” I asked her.

      She turned over her shoulder and looked into a dark corner.  “There,” she said.  “Hidden enough that you won’t even notice me.”  But she was wrong.  I would feel her presence while I was with her husband.

      She left the room, with me still standing at the foot of the bed.  She returned a moment later and took her place in the dark corner.  I could only just make out her emerald eyes in the blackness.  A second later, Guy entered the room with his jacket already removed.  He stopped in the doorway and caught his breath.

      “Come to this side of the bed,” he said, pointing to the side closest to him.  I walked around the bed and stood like a statue, awaiting my next order.  “Sit down.”

      I sat down and he took a few steps toward me.  Then he slowly unbuttoned his white shirt.  As he pulled the dress shirt from his body, my body tensed.  His torso was toned and smooth.  The tone of his skin was intoxicating.

      He stepped in closer until he was only a foot away from me.  That’s when his hands neared his belt.  He unfastened it and slipped it through the loops.  He started to unfasten his pants when June called out, “Do it for him.”

      I glanced in her direction, but I couldn’t make her out.  Guy dropped his hands to his side and I lifted my hands to his waist.  I unfastened his pants and carefully pulled them down over his hips.

      He wore soft black briefs with a luxury sheen to them.  I could make out the bulge of his cock and gasped.  My fingers instinctively moved to the waistband and tugged down.  His cock was just as huge as I had feared.

      Guy’s fingers gripped my chin and tilted my face up toward him.  “Are you sure you still want this?” he asked me.  I nodded.  I’d never wanted anything more.

      He gripped the base of his cock and I parted my lips.  He cradled my head in one hand while slipping his cock into my mouth with the other.  The scent of his clean musk enveloped me as I sucked my cheeks in, drawing his cock in further.  My heart was pounding at the realization that I was actually going through with this.

      Guy moved a hand to the back of my head and pushed gently as he rocked his hips forward.  I could hear the faint sound of June’s deep breaths in the corner, and it had my pussy tingling with want.

      Guy withdrew his cock only to lay me back against the bed.  He leaned over me, hooked one arm underneath me, and moved my body into the center of the mattress.  He kneeled onto the bed and clenched his jaw as he looked down at me.

      He reached his hands down for my bra and pulled the cups until they sat just underneath my breasts, exposing my nipples.  He leaned forward, taking one nipple between his lips and massaging it there, driving me crazy.  I arched my back and instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist.  My fingers went into his hair as he moved to the other nipple and sucked in.

      He pulled back and caught his breath like he was holding back with everything he had.  June’s gasps were still rising and falling in the corner of the room.

      Guy’s nose pressed to mine followed by his forehead.  “Is it okay if I kiss you?” he asked.

      “It’s more than okay,” I told him, feeling a flutter in my belly.  His lips connected with mine and they were warm and firm.  He alternated between kissing me hard and tenderly.  His tongue slipped into my mouth and my tongue slipped out to match his fervor.  As we kissed, his fingers worked quickly between my thighs to pull my panties to the side – just as June had done.

      Guy broke our kiss, but rested his forehead against mine.  I felt the bulbous head of his cock press against my slit.  He was huge – long and thick – and while I wanted him, I was also terrified.

      “This might hurt a little bit,” he warned, but I didn’t need a warning.  I knew it would and I looked forward to the pain.

      Pressure built between my legs as he inched his way in.  I counteracted that pressure with a moan, loud and echoing throughout the house.  June’s gasps grew louder and soft moan escaped her lips.  The pressure built inside me until I felt like I would break.

      He inched in further, slowly easing himself deeper.  I felt the pressure and the pain travel higher up into my belly.  I clutched my fingers to his neck, to his hair, trying to find some kind of grounding amidst the euphoric pain.  Guy kissed me again and pushed himself all the way in.

      I cried out against his lips and I felt him smile.  He lowered his mouth to my chest, biting on my nipple now to distract me from the pain.  He held his cock deep inside me, his fingers and teeth pinching and biting at my skin.  Before I knew it, I was rocking my hips against him, desperate for relief.

      One I’d established my rhythm, Guy pulled his cock back slowly.  Then he pushed in again, but faster and harder.

      I cried out again, and with each cry he slammed back into me.  I could hear June’s fingers on her body, sliding in the wetness of her pussy.  I imagined her with her dress hiked up to her hips and her panties pulled to the side like mine.  I imagined her moaning and playing with herself to the sight of us.

      Guy pulled his cock free and quickly flipped me onto my belly.  With hardly any warning, he slipped back inside me from behind, building up a new pressure in my tunnel walls.  I gripped the bed sheets, but soon Guy’s arm was hooked around me, his fingers gliding down between my legs.

      His fingers found my clit and began to play.

      My body buzzed and thrummed to life as he teased me.  I bucked my hips back against him as he slammed harder and harder into me.  With each thrust, he grunted like a wild animal.  I strained my eyes in the darkness and could just make out June’s silhouette in the corner.

      She had her feet on the edge of the chair and her legs spread.  Her fingers were inside her panties, moving wildly.  Her other hand had slid inside the deep neckline of her dress to cup her breast.  Her emerald eyes were on me as her husband pounded me like fuck doll.

      Guy’s free hand wrapped around my hair and pulled my head back toward him, exposing my tits to his wife.  His fingers continued to tease my clit as he thrust his cock in deeper.

      As if his fingers and his cock connected, there was the beginning of an explosion between them.  The pressure built and began to burst through me.  I cried out in pleasurable agony as it climbed through me.  At the same time, I heard Guy’s groan and felt his hot load shoot in deep.

      Only a moment later did I hear June’s whimpers as she came in the shadows, watching her husband fill me.

      Guy laid me carefully back on the bed and withdrew his cock.  June collected herself and stepped out of the shadows, slowly clapping her hands.  Her husband’s cum trickled out of me.

      I pushed up against the bed until I was sitting on it.  Sitting between them.  I felt awkward and uncertain.  Where were we supposed to go from here?

      “How did you like her?” June asked Guy.

      Guy exhaled, still trying to catch his breath.  “She was divine,” he said.  “But there’s still so much more I’d like to do to her.”

      I could feel my cheeks burn with pride.

      “Would you like that, Audrey?” asked June.  “Or was this enough for you?”

      “I’m not done,” I told her confidently and she smiled.

      “In that case,” she said, “cancel your living arrangements.  I’d like you to stay with us for a while.”

      “You want me to live here?”

      Guy jumped in.  “You’ll need to,” he said.  “So that we can access you at all hours of the day.”

      My chest was tight and my stomach did a little flip.  The thought of them having access to me all day long was almost too enjoyable to bear.  But I didn’t hesitate.  I crawled over the bed and dug in my shorts to withdraw my phone.  I messaged my roommate and told her I wouldn’t be coming back.

      I didn’t dare tell her why.
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      “I can’t believe Mom sent me to some lame summer camp.  You know why she did it, don’t you?”

      I sighed and told Theresa, “No, why?”

      “Because she’s sleeping around.  She wants me out of the house so that she can be a slut all day.”

      “I highly doubt it,” I told her.  Theresa was my best friend and we were about to start college together, but I also knew Mrs. Harmon all my life.  Mrs. Harmon was your average single mother.  Too busy to date.  Too kind to pull something like that.

      “You don’t know her like I do, Elise,” said Theresa.  “Please, please, please.  Won’t you go check on her this weekend? I just know she’s going to be with some deadbeat from the local bar.”

      “You want me to spy on your mother?” I asked her.

      “Hell yes I do,” she said.  I tried to argue my way out of it, but deep down, the thought of spying on Mrs. Harmon excited me.  Maybe it was the nosy side of my personality or maybe it was the endless boredom of summer without Theresa around. Either way, it was easy enough for my best friend to win me over.

      “Fine,” I said.  “I’ll check on her tomorrow.”

      “Be sneaky,” she said. “She’s not going to do anything if she knows you’re there.  And whatever you do, don’t bring Mike.  I know you like to do everything with him, but this is just between you and me.”

      I sighed.  “Okay, Theresa.  I won’t bring him.”

      “I’m serious,” she said.  “I know he’s your boyfriend and you’re still in the honeymoon phase and all that, but he’s just going to slip up or blab or do something stupid.”

      “Thanks for your vote of confidence.”

      “C’mon,” she said.  “You know how Mike is.”

      I thought about Mike.  Theresa wasn’t wrong, but my thoughts couldn’t focus on Mike’s flaws.  I could only picture his lean, muscular body and his dark hair as he crawled over me preparing to sink his cock deep inside me.

      “Elise?”

      I snapped out of my drooling daze.  “Yeah, I’m here.”

      “Gross,” said Theresa.  “You were thinking about fucking him, weren’t you?”

      I giggled.  “I can’t help it,” I said.  “He’s so fucking hot.”

      “How did you get someone that hot, anyway?” she asked.

      “Thanks.  Thanks a lot.”

      “You know what I mean.  You’re pretty, but he could be an underwear model.”

      There was silence again as I thought about Mike in his underwear.

      “You’re gross, Elise.”  Theresa knew exactly what I was thinking about.  “Anyway, I have to go now.  Apparently this is more than just some summer camp.  It’s a church camp.  Can you believe it?  Like my slut mother has ever gone to church a day in her life.”

      “That’s terrible,” I told her, only half listening and half drooling over the image of Mike in his tight briefs.

      “Anyway, go spy on her will you?  I’ll call you tomorrow to check in.”

      “Alright,” I said.  I hung up the phone.

      

      That night I drove over to Theresa’s neighborhood and parked a few houses down.  I walked quietly and carefully to Theresa’s house, laughing at myself the whole time.  Theresa really is ridiculous, I thought.  Mrs. Harmon is the most wholesome mother I’ve ever known.  But then I saw it.

      A black sedan in the driveway.

      Mrs. Harmon didn’t drive a black sedan.  She drove a white SUV.  I pressed my body up to the exterior of her house and slithered around toward the back in the shadows.   Thankfully, Theresa and her mom lived in a single story home and the bedroom windows faced the backyard.

      I kept my body tightly pressed to the outer wall as I neared the fenced yard.  I slowly and quietly unlocked the gate and just as quietly closed it behind me.  I lowered my body as I neared the bedroom windows, and I was shocked to see the curtains open wide with the lights on.  Before I saw a thing, I heard Mrs. Harmon moan.

      “Oh fuck!  Fuck, yes!  Just like that!”

      My skin tingled and my knees were weak.  My thighs clenched together as I fought back the forbidden things I was feeling.  My pussy shouldn’t have been wet.  My body shouldn’t have been aching to be touched.  But the more I heard Mrs. Harmon’s glorious moans, the more involved I wanted to be.

      I lowered just enough that the rose bushes outside her window would hide me.  I peered through the branches and felt my cheeks heat up at what I saw.

      Mrs. Harmon was straddling some strange man, riding his cock like her life depended on it.  He gripped her full tits and spanked her ass, eliciting moan after moan as she took his cock.  Then she climbed off of him and I gasped.  His cock was huge.  Long and thick and covered with her wetness.  She lowered to the floor and took him into her mouth.  He sat up, pressing his hands to the back of her head as he choked her with his cock.

      My pussy ached with the blood pulsing through me.  I felt warm and tingly, almost as if I could come just from having my legs pressed tightly together.

      At the last moment, the stranger withdrew his cock and let out a groan.  I watched as his thick, white ropes spilled onto Mrs. Harmon’s gorgeous face.

      The two of them began to laugh from the endorphins of release.  Then the stranger tossed Mrs. Harmon a towel and she wiped her face.  For a moment, her eyes went to the window and I was afraid she had seen me.  I stayed frozen in place until she looked away again.

      And then I ran.

      

      I should’ve called Theresa.  She would’ve wanted to hear the news.  But despite it being a project she sent me on, the first person I thought to call was Mike.  Maybe it was the fact that my body was still burning with lust.  Maybe it was the adrenaline coursing through my veins.  Whatever it was, Mike, was the person I thought to call.

      And he came over immediately.

      “I don’t believe you,” he said, plopping down on my parents’ living room sofa with a bag of chips in his hand.  The man could eat whatever he wanted and still look gorgeous.  I stood across from him as I tried to spill the details.

      “Why not?” I asked.  “I’m not lying.”

      “Because it’s Mrs. Harmon.  She’s such a goodie goodie.”

      “That’s what I thought.  But it’s true.”

      “So what exactly did you see?” he asked, his blue eyes wide as he shoveled chips into his mouth.  Somehow, he looked hot even while he was stuffing his face with junk food.

      “Well, I…um… I saw her on top of some strange man.”

      Mike set the chips down and leaned forward on his knees to stare up at me.  Then he smirked.  I knew why he was smirking.  He was smirking because I was a bit of a goodie goodie myself.  I didn’t talk dirty very often.

      “Was she riding him?” he asked.  “Was she taking that big, fat cock nice and deep?”

      “Mike,” I said, trying to stop him.  But there were chills over my skin and my thighs quivered.

      “Then what happened?” he asked as he stood and walked over to me.  His fingers trailed over my arms, tracing the bumps as if this was all some kind of game.  “Did she suck his huge cock?”

      My eyes met his in affirmation.  I didn’t have the words or the bravery to use them.  But my mind brought up the image of Mrs. Harmon on her knees, right before the man shot his cum over her face.

      Mike lifted my chin and said, “Then what happened, Elise?  Tell me.  Nice and slow.”

      My lips trembled as I tried to speak the words.  “Then he…pulled out his…cock.  And he…well it was…”

      “Did he cum on her face?” he asked like it was nothing to speak such dirty words.

      I nodded, feeling ashamed that I couldn’t just come out and say it.  I lowered my gaze but Mike lifted my chin again.  “And did you touch yourself while you watched them?”

      I shook my head.

      Mike slipped a hand between my thighs and inched it up my skirt.  His fingers brushed against my panties and pushed in.  “But you are wet,” he said with another smirk.  “You enjoyed the show.”

      I stepped away from him, feeling embarrassed.

      “Well, then,” he said, licking his fingers clean of my stained panties.  “I’ve got to see this for myself.”

      My eyes flew open wide.  “No,” I said.  “Theresa specifically asked me not to-“

      He rolled his eyes.  “Fuck Theresa.  I know she’s your friend, but she’s always had it out for me.  She’s not the boss of me.”

      “Please, Mike,” I begged.  “Don’t go over there.”

      “Oh, I’m not going over there tonight,” he said.  “We’ll go tomorrow.  Because I want to see the whole thing for myself.  And you’re going to come with me.”

      I wanted to argue and to defend my best friend, but Mike had his lips on mine and I was lost to all reason.  My body trembled in his arms as his hands roamed over my ripe and eager body.

      I broke our kiss just as he had one hand under my skirt and one hand up my shirt.  “My parents will be home soon,” I said.

      Mike frowned and pulled his hands away from my body.  “Alright then,” he said.  “Maybe tomorrow.”

      “Yeah,” I said.  “Tomorrow.”  If only I could distract him with my body long enough to forget about Mrs. Harmon.
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      The next day, I received a call from Theresa asking for an update.  But the whole thing had turned into such a disaster that I was afraid to tell her anything.  “I forgot to go,” I lied.

      “Elise!” she cried.  “For christ’s sake!”

      “I’m sorry!”

      “Ugh, well go tonight, will you?  I guess if you forget, you can always check next weekend.”

      “I doubt she’s up to anything,” I lied again.  I hated lying to my best friend, but I knew if I started with the truth, I’d probably finish with it too.  And then she’d know that Mike and I were going to sneak over to her mom’s house again.

      Theresa’s tone was less defensive.  “Yeah, maybe I’m just a little paranoid.”

      “You probably are,” I told her, feeling my gut twist as I lied again.  I told myself it was for her own good.  That she wouldn’t really want to know that Mrs. Harmon was such a big slut.

      “Alright, well I should go. They run a tight ship here,” she groaned.

      “When do you come home?”

      “A few weeks,” she said.  “I think I can hold out long enough.”

      “Miss you,” I said.

      “Miss you too, Elise.”

      

      Mike came over a few hours later with a sleazy grin on his face.  “Ready to watch some live porn?” he asked.

      I rolled my eyes.  Mike was hot but he could be crude.  Still, it made my panties wet when he talked dirty even if I was too embarrassed to participate.

      “Why don’t we just stay here?” I asked him, doing a twirl to showcase my little black dress.  I was hoping to distract him with my body so he wouldn’t make me take him to Mrs. Harmon’s house.

      “Nice try,” he said.  “There will be plenty of time for me to tear that dress off you later.  Right now, I want to see what Mrs. Harmon is up to.”

      “Of course you do,” I said with an exhale.

      Mike drove us back to Theresa’s neighborhood and parked at the end of the street.  It was almost dark, but not dark enough to sneak through the neighborhood yet.  So we waved at any nosy neighbors and pretended we were visiting Theresa for something.  None of them seemed to realize that she was away at summer camp.

      We snuck into the backyard and peeked in through some of the windows.  Mrs. Harmon was home, but she didn’t have any sexy strangers with her.  However, upon peering in through her bedroom window, we could see her laying on her bed, naked with her legs spread.  She held a pink vibrator to her bare pussy and rocked her hips.  I felt tense knowing Mike was next to me, and I felt a little jealous.  But when I heard the sound of his shallow breathing, I felt anything but jealous.  I was curious as the heat spread between my legs.  Curious to know just how much he wanted to see more of Mrs. Harmon.

      Suddenly, as if she could hear my thoughts, she looked over her shoulder at the window and then slid off the bed.  She put on a robe and wrapped it around herself.

      “Where do you think she’s going?” asked Mike, his voice laced with panic.

      “I don’t know,” I said.  I thought about sneaking to another window, but decided to stay in the safety of her rose bushes.

      But then I heard footsteps behind me.  As soon as I turned, I gasped.  Mrs. Harmon was standing behind us, a smile spread across her lips.  She had spotted us.

      Mrs. Harmon walked up to me and said, “Well what do we have here?”  She took notice of my face and breathing.  Her eyes scanned my body.

      “We were just looking for Theresa,” Mike lied.

      “You don’t think I’m that naïve, do you?” she asked.  “I know exactly what you were doing.  And now I’m going to have to punish the two of you,” said Mrs. Harmon.  She turned and walked toward the patio door.  “Come on,” she said, and neither of us dared to run.

      Once we were inside, we followed her down the long hallway to her bedroom.  A chill snaked around my skin the closer we stood to her bedroom door.  The warm glow of the lamplight made Mrs. Harmon look even more elegant than usual.  But her expression was anything but elegant as she turned toward me.

      She gripped my wrists and whipped me around until I had been thrown on the bed.  I was followed by the thud of Mike’s body beside mine.

      Mrs. Harmon was straddling my boyfriend’s lap as he sat on the edge of her bed.  Her tongue swirled around his.  Mike’s hands were on her hips.  It was all happening so fast.  And Mike wasn’t hesitating at all.  And then I realized I didn’t want him to.

      She rocked them over what I imagined was his growing erection.  How could I expect him to resist her?  Especially since I refused to put a stop to any of it.  Instead, I sat there and watched, dazed like a deer in the headlights as Mrs. Harmon had her way with my boyfriend.

      I knew I should’ve said something.  I knew I should’ve told him I didn’t want them to continue.  No matter what I felt I should’ve done, there was only one thing I felt like I could do.  I stayed in place like a good girl and watched her take my boyfriend.

      Mike’s hands slid over her ass as she grinded his lap.  His breath was heavy and she moaned.  He kissed her neck.  He lowered his lips to the few inches of skin just above the neckline of her silk robe.

      He slid his hands under her robe and up her back.  She untied her robe and let it slide off her naked body.  Her perfect breasts came into view.  Her nipples were hard as bullets.  Mike groaned and buried his face in her chest.  She held him to her and glanced toward me with a smirk that gave me chills.

      I refused to give her the satisfaction.  I wouldn’t let her know how much she was tormenting and pleasing me.  I definitely wouldn’t let her know that watching them made me soaking wet.

      Mike’s jaw dropped in awe as he took in the sight of her firm breasts.  He ran his hands up her stomach, inching toward them.  His palms covered both mounds.  Mrs. Harmon let her head fall back, dropping her long golden hair behind her.  She parted her silky red lips to moan and I felt a chill.

      My body twitched uncomfortably as I watched them.  It shouldn’t have turned me on but it did.  I both hated and loved watching Mike lose control around her.  I was jealous, but I wanted it to continue.  I wanted to see him enjoy someone other than me.  Someone as gorgeous as Mrs. Harmon.

      Mrs. Harmon pulled Mike’s shirt off his tight torso.  His muscles flexed and glistened in the dim light.  She ran her delicate fingers over his chest and abs.  She pushed on his shoulders to lean him back against the bed.  He lifted his arms behind his head and watched her explore his body.  She looked at me again and almost seemed disappointed.

      Was she only doing this to Mike to torture me?  The thought of it made me hot and wet.  She was already toying with me.  And yet, I couldn’t hold back any longer.  The desire to touch myself was too overwhelming.  I lifted my skirt and slid my hand inside my wet panties.  I shivered as my finger brushed against my sensitive clit.

      Mrs. Harmon slid away from my boyfriend’s lap.  Mike sat up to look at her sexy body.  I followed his gaze over the curves of her hips and breasts.  I wondered what she tasted like.  I wondered if her breasts and pussy were as soft as they looked.  I slid a finger inside my slit and exhaled.

      She leaned over Mike’s lap and removed his jeans.  She ran a hand along his briefs, where his throbbing erection was.  He groaned and bit his lip.  I could tell he had all but forgotten about me.  I didn’t care anymore.  I wanted to see her take his cock into her mouth.

      She slid his briefs down and gasped at the length of him.  I smiled.  I liked her knowing how big my boyfriend’s cock was and that I had snagged him.  Mrs. Harmon dropped to her knees and licked her lips.  She wrapped a hand around the base of his shaft and opened her mouth.  Mike sat all the way up to get a better view of her.

      She wrapped her red lips around the tip of his cock.  He immediately grabbed her hair and clenched the loose strands in his fingers.  He groaned and threw his head back.  She swallowed more and more of him.

      Soon, she had nearly all of him inside her mouth, resting against her tongue and throat.  She pulled back and sucked him in again.  Mike alternated between leaning his head back to moan and leaning it forward to look at the pretty face sucking him off.

      She swallowed him whole.  She choked a little.  I gasped at her willingness and eagerness.  I slid my finger in and out of my wet slit as I watched.  Her gaze darted toward me and she pulled back.  She smiled for a moment and then took him back in between her soft lips.

      His abs flexed and he rocked his hips against her face.  She moved her mouth to his balls and stroked his cock as she sucked them in one by one.  Mike’s face twisted and his brow furrowed.  He was trying not to come.  I couldn’t blame him for wanting to.  Even I started to struggle to hold it back.

      He reached his hand down and massaged her breasts as she sucked his shaft back into her mouth.  She moaned as he rolled her nipples in his fingers.  Her moaning set him off.  Mike tried his best, but he couldn’t hold back any longer.

      “Fuck,” he grunted.  Mrs. Harmon swallowed as much as she could.  A single stream of Mike’s hot cum escaped her lips and traveled down her chin.  It dropped onto her chest.  I licked my lips.  I wanted to lick his cum from her curvy body.  I brought my slick fingers to my mouth and licked them clean, pretending I was licking her instead.

      Mrs. Harmon stood up.  She pushed Mike against the bed and climbed above him.  She crawled on the bedspread above my boyfriend until she was straddling his face.  He gripped her hips in his hands and she lowered herself down to his mouth.

      Mike stretched out his tongue and slid it along her pussy.  She rocked her hips.  The muscles in her long, toned legs flexed as she moved.  I couldn’t help but wonder what she tasted like and if Mike enjoyed her as much as I knew I would.

      It was strange how I was viewing Mrs. Harmon now.  She was no longer the same woman from my past.  She was a woman I desired and craved.  I had never once in my life experimented with another woman.  I’d never even thought about it.  But something about her drew something out of me.  Maybe it had always been there, waiting to be awakened.

      I heard Mrs. Harmon moan and she gripped the headboard.  She swirled her pussy over my boyfriend’s face.  Her body quivered above him and her moaning faded into little pants.  Her skin was flush as she came down from her orgasm.

      I was torn and conflicted.  My boyfriend just had his cock sucked by Mrs. Harmon and now had just licked her pussy.  A normal girlfriend shouldn’t let any of this happen.  But the more I thought about it, the less I felt I had a choice.  Mrs. Harmon had set her sights on Mike immediately and she had wasted no time in taking him.  What could I have even done or said to prevent any of this?  How could I have expected Mike to turn down a woman like Mrs. Harmon?

      Mike lifted Mrs. Harmon’s hips upward and twisted her around until her back was on the bed.  His cock had hardened again and he was stroking it over her.  He ran one hand over her breasts and down to her pretty little pussy.  He slid a finger inside of it, dipping it into her warm depth.  He pulled it out and licked it clean.  I mimicked his movements with my own pussy and fingers.  Mike stared at me as if he suddenly remembered I was there.  And then he saw my wet fingers and smiled.

      It seemed we were both thinking and wanting the same things.

      Mike rested the tip of his cock at her entrance. He slid it up and down her slit, teasing her.  She cooed each time it brushed against her swollen clit.  She gripped his shaft and guided it into her slick hole.

      He groaned as he slid inside of her.  My stomach twisted into one big knot.  Watching his cock disappear inside of another woman was unlike everything else I’d witnessed.  He was officially fucking someone else.  There was no turning back.  I would never be able to unsee it.  For that moment, he belonged to her and I wondered if he’d even want to come back to me.

      He buried himself deep inside of her pussy and sighed.  Mrs. Harmon lifted her hands behind her and pressed against the headboard.  She pushed her hips up to meet him as he slid in and out of her.  He picked up speed, panting and huffing as he thrusted.  I circled my clit quickly as I watched, partly tormented, but mostly in awe of how sexy it all was.

      The harder he fucked her, the more Mrs. Harmon’s breasts bounced and swayed.  Her mouth opened softly to moan.  He started to pound her, losing all control.  Every muscle in his body flexed and tightened.

      He pulled out of her and rolled her onto her stomach.  He gripped her ass in his hands and spanked her lightly.  She moaned.  He spread her cheeks and spit between them.  My jaw dropped as I watched him push his slick cock into her.  Mike and I had never done anal.  He’d asked a few times, but I always shied away from it out of fear.  Mrs. Harmon seemed completely relaxed, as if she’d done this before.  She was now giving him something I never had.

      He was slow at first, but as he learned how relaxed she was, he picked up speed.  Soon, he was crouched over her, slamming his hips against her with a loud smack!  I ran a hand across my chest and felt my nipples straining against my shirt and bra.  I played with them through the fabric while I teased my clit.  I was going to come watching my boyfriend fuck another girl.

      At the same time that Mike was coming in Mrs. Harmon’s ass, my pussy throbbed and pulsed with electricity.  My whole body felt like it was on fire and I had to grit my teeth to keep from moaning.  I hunched over, trying not to fall to the floor.  My orgasm was too intense.  I wasn’t sure how I was still standing at the end of it.

      Mike pulled out of Mrs. Harmon and fell beside her.  While he caught his breath, Mrs. Harmon made her way over to me.

      “Now you’re going to taste his come in my pussy.”

      “He didn’t come in your pussy,” I said.

      “Not yet,” she said.  Mike seemed to know what she was getting at and slid off the bed.  Mrs. Harmon crawled between my legs and ripped slid my bottoms off.  “Oh my.  You are very wet.”  She pushed her ass up in the air and lowered her head to my pussy.  Her hand slid up my stomach underneath my shirt until she found my tits.  She ran her fingers over my hardened nipples and my body shivered.

      Her touch was soft and sensual, but firm and dominating.  I loved every ounce of heat that poured into me from her.  Mike stepped behind her and slid his cock into her pussy as she licked mine with an eager tongue.

      “I’m going to make you come while you watch your boyfriend fuck me.  Then you’re going to lick his cum from my pussy.”

      Her words already had me in a frenzy.  She stretched her tongue along my slit and moved it up and down.  She slid a finger inside me as she sucked my clit into her mouth.  She flicked her tongue across it.  I could hardly keep my eyes open, but I had to watch Mike as he slid into her.

      He groaned again and grabbed her hips.  He pushed himself deep inside.  She rocked her hips into him and he started to pound her pussy the way he had pounded her ass.  The thought of him coming inside of her pussy and possibly impregnating her both scared and excited me.

      Mrs. Harmon played with my tits and rolled my nipples in her fingers.  She sucked my entire mound into her mouth and flattened her wet tongue against my clit.  I rocked my hips upward and felt a jolt of electricity shoot up my spine.  I was coming again already.

      I reached for her beautiful blond hair and came onto her tongue.  Upon seeing this, Mike came too.  He spilled his load inside of her, and then pulled back.  Mrs. Harmon lifted her mouth from me and dragged my hips down the bed.

      Mrs. Harmon crawled above my mouth and lowered her cum-soaked pussy to my tongue.  I parted my lips, eager for every drop of my boyfriend’s come.  I tasted a swirl of salty sweet.  It was the flavor of both of them intertwined.  A reminder that she now had my boyfriend in the palm of her hands.

      I cleaned her pussy of every drop.  She moaned as I licked.  She cupped my head in her hands.  “That’s a good girl.  Taste what your boyfriend did to me.  He couldn’t fucking resist.  Let this be a lesson for you about spying on people.”  The more she spoke and the faster I licked, the more she tensed and panted.  She let out a long moan and I felt her pussy throb around me.  She came on my face, finishing the night with a bang.

      She climbed off of me and kissed me for the first time.  I wanted the kiss to last forever.  Her tongue was silky and soft as it explored every crevice of my mouth.  She pulled away and said, “I assume this is enough to keep my little escapades a secret?  You won’t go telling Theresa what you saw, now will you?”

      I shook my head.  There was no way in hell I could tell Theresa now.  Not without visibly turning bright red as I tried to keep my own experience a secret.  And there was no way I would tell Theresa what we’d done if I had any hopes of doing it again.

      Mrs. Harmon wrapped herself up in her robe and Mike and I dressed ourselves.  The drive home was awkward, the air laced with doubt and desire.

      Mike parked in front of my house and turned to me.  I had expected an apology or a breakup.  But he took one look at me and kissed me hard.  I kissed him hard right back.

      “We should do that again,” I told him, referring to our night with Mrs. Harmon.

      Mike smiled wide.  “I was hoping you’d say that.”
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