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      This sexy FFM first time bisexual romance short story features coming of age, new adult and contemporary romance themes.  This story features two women who very quickly discover that they want to share one man.  It’s a short story with taboo experience elements . It also has elements of lgbt bisexual and cuckquean relationships.
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                          “Isn’t it beautiful?”  I walked into the foyer of our new rental, spread my arms wide, and spun around.

                          “It’s pretty nice,” said my boyfriend Jax.  It may have just been a rental, but with any hope we could eventually buy this place.  Jax and I were only twenty, but we didn’t want to be stuck waiting until our forties to buy a house.  We both had decent jobs despite having no degrees, and I knew if we were disciplined we could make it happen.

                          “Pretty nice?”  I walked up to Jax who had just set his first box down by the front door.  I slid my arms around his waist and laid my head on his chest.  “What if we could own something like this one day?”

                          I could feel his smile radiate down to his chest.  “That would be pretty sweet,” he said.  Jax wasn’t simple minded, but he didn’t always talk much.  I was always trying to get a little more emotion out of him; a little more excitement.  I shrugged off his half-heartedness and leaned up to kiss him and I felt his tongue slide into my mouth.  He didn’t ever lack passion in the bedroom.

                          He shut the door and reached for my ass which was only covered by a pair of tattered jean shorts.  His nostrils flared as he kissed me and caressed my body.  He pulled away only long enough to say, “How about we christen our new place?”  He winked and smiled his gorgeous, sparkling smile.  I brushed his blond locks out of his eyes and kissed him on the nose.

                          “You know we have to return the truck by five.”

                          He sighed.  “Yeah, I know.”  He kissed me hard one more time and grabbed my ass again.  Chills covered my body at the thought of how much he wanted to fuck me.  He turned around I followed him back to the truck.

                          That’s when I saw her for the first time.  Our new next door neighbor.  She looked like she could be young except for the faint lines around her eyes and mouth.  I guessed her age as late 30s but I’d later come to find out she was 45.  She had the most perfect body I’d ever seen on a woman.  Big full breasts and a thick taut waist.  She had a round ass with toned thighs.  I knew she must’ve worked out.  She looked fit and gorgeous.

                          Her hair was naturally dark brown with blonde highlights.  It fell in waves around her face and shoulders.  She wore white shorts and a denim halter top.  She was the spitting image of a classic pin-up girl.  She sat on her porch in a swing and lit up a cigarette.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her soft, strong legs and eventually she caught me looking at her.

                          “Come on, Katie!” yelled Jax from the truck.  “You gonna help or not?”

                          I replied by sticking my tongue out at him playfully.  When I turned back to our sexy neighbor, she was staring back at me.  I felt myself blush and my legs tingle.  Then I quickly ran to the truck to put some distance between us.

                          I tucked the loose strands of my mousy brown hair behind my ear and smiled.  I wasn’t sure what had come over me.  I felt as if I’d just been checked out by a hot stud.  I dug for a box in the back to give myself more time to calm down before I stepped into our neighbor’s view again.  But when I set foot on the driveway, she was gone.

                          A strange disappointment washed over me at her absence.  I stared at her empty porch one more time before following Jax inside.
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                          The next day, our sexy neighbor knocked on the front door.  I was still in my pajama shorts and a t-shirt from the night before.  Jax and I were so exhausted from moving that we had slept in.  I opened the front door with tired puffy eyes and saw the goddess from the day before.

                          “Oh, I’m sorry.  Did I wake you?”  Her voice sounded like honey.  “I just wanted to welcome you guys to the neighborhood.  I reached out a limp arm to shake her hand.

                          “It’s fine.  We overslept anyway,” I told her with a weak smile.  I was embarrassed at how I looked, but she didn’t seem to mind.  In fact, I even caught her scanning my body up and down as if she wanted to take in every inch.  “I’m Katie.”

                          “Nice to meet you, Katie.  I’m Carol.”  Just then I heard Jax’s big feet stomping up behind me.

                          “Who’s this lovely lady?” he said in a sad attempt to be flirtatious.  I rolled my eyes and stepped to the side.  He extended his hand out to Carol and the shook.  She smiled to appease him but then her eyes quickly returned to me.

                          “If you guys ever need anything, I’m right next door.”  We both nodded and watched her turn to walk away.

                          “Damn that ass,” said Jax.  I punched his shoulder half playfully and half out of anger.  “Sorry, babe.  I mean, it’s not as good as your cute little thing.”  He quickly reached over and gave my ass a squeeze.  Before Carol reached her driveway, something had come over me.  I quickly fled our house and ran barefoot down the hot street, cursing myself the whole way.

                          “Carol?”  She turned quickly to face me.  “Would you want to come over for a drink sometime?  I mean we don’t have everything unpacked yet, but-“

                          “I’d love to,” she said, tilting her head at an angle and smiling.  “Maybe tonight?  My boy is going to be at his dad’s house.”

                          “Oh you have-“

                          “You’re sweet.  Yes, I have a kid.  My husband and I are separated but luckily he’s still involved as a daddy.”

                          “Well you look really hot, despite-“ I quickly covered my mouth.  I couldn’t believe I just told her I thought she was hot.  I tried to think of something else to say but my eyes dropped to her breasts inadvertently.  She noticed and smiled.

                          “Thank you.  Not as hot as you though,” she replied with a wink.  My heart started to race and my cheeks flushed.  Did she really just say I was hot?  “Of course,” she added, “I’m old enough to be your mother.”

                          I laughed at the thought.  I’d never check out my own mother like I checked out Carol.  Then again, I had never checked out another woman period.

                          “So, see you tonight?”

                          I nodded my head and watched her walk away again.  This time, I let my eyes linger on her gorgeous legs that jutted out from her khaki shorts.
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                          “You invited the hot neighbor over here?” asked Jax with an expression of pleasant surprise.

                          “Will you stop calling her hot?”

                          “What you don’t think she’s hot?”  I shrugged my shoulders.  “Oh my god!  I knew it!  You have a thing for her!”

                          I punched his shoulder again.  “No way.  That’s gross.  She’s old enough to be our mom.”

                          “But she isn’t our mom,” he said in a low, but playful tone.

                          I knew I couldn’t deny it to myself any longer.  I was attracted to Carol.  Even if she was old enough to be my mom.  The fact that I wasn’t supposed to like her made everything sexier.  I wanted her to take me into a dark room and show me the ropes to lovemaking.  It wasn’t that Jax and I hadn’t had plenty of sex, it was that the sex was typical and not very exciting.  Something about Carol made my adrenaline rush through my entire body.

                          I decided to wear a strappy black dress and Jax didn’t bother wearing anything special.  He had cargo shorts and a band t shirt on.  Thank god he’s a stud under those lame clothes, I thought.   I pushed boxes to the side so that Carol would have a place to walk and sit down.

                          There was a knock on the door earlier than I had expected.  I rushed over and opened it for Carol.  She was wearing a bright blue tank top with her khaki shorts from earlier.  Her breasts pushed up and out through her shirt and I could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric.  I tried my best to keep my jaw from hanging open as I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra.

                            “Katie.  I feel so stupid for not inviting you guys over to my place.  It’s completely empty and you guys have so much unpacking still to do…”

                          “Oh, well…that sounds great.”  I turned to Jax who was nodding his head eagerly.  The two of us locked the doors and then followed Carol back to her place.

                          Her house was decorated in rich, earth tones.  Even though it clashed with my modern and contemporary style, I fell in love with how warm and inviting her place felt.  She ushered us to the living room where she had big, soft sofas that opened up to her kitchen.  We sat down next to each other and watched her pour us drinks.

                          “Katie.  Could you give me your opinion on something for a moment?  As a woman?”  I nodded and stood up quickly.  “We’ll but just a minute, Jax.”

                          She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward her bedroom.  She had a big canopy dressed in maroon and gold fabrics.  Once we were in her room, she closed the door quietly.

                          “What did you need my help with?” I asked.  Before I had a chance to realize what was happening, Carol’s lips were on mine and she had pushed me against a wall.  Our breasts were touching and her hands were on my neck.  She brushed her thumbs against my cheeks and then pulled away.  Her pupils darted across my face looking for a response, but I was speechless.

                          I didn’t want her to think I didn’t like her, but I was confused.  I decided the only way to show her how I felt was to lean in and kiss her back.  She inhaled and exhaled through her nostrils and slid her tongue into my mouth.  It was soft, like silk, and tasted like vanilla.

                          She moved me to the bed and lay me down.  She climbed over me and kissed me again.  “You just had to wear that naughty little dress tonight, didn’t you?” she asked me.

                          I smiled.  I had picked that dress out specifically for Carol, but I had no idea it would lead to this.  She ran her hands along my outer thighs until they had reached under my dress and rested on my panties.  She slid them down slowly, teasingly, until they were ripped off of my ankles.  She smiled at me and I blushed.  Then she ran her fingers along my inner thighs slowly, until they reached my soaking wet pussy.

                          “Is this your first time with a woman?” she asked as the tips of her fingers danced along my slit.  I gulped and nodded.  She smiled.  “Good.  I like virgins.”

                          She climbed over me again and then slid her finger slowly into my pussy.  I arched my head back and gasped.  She moved her lips to my neck and kissed along the curve of my tightened muscles.  She brought her kiss to my ear lobe and flicked her tongue across it.

                          I writhed as she fingered me, her thumb occasionally circling my clit.  She reached for the top of my dress and pulled it down underneath my breasts.  She seemed frustrated by the strapless bra that was there.  She slid her hand underneath my back and unfastened it in seconds.  It popped off effortlessly and slid to the side of my torso.

                          She moved a hand to my breast and ran her fingers over my nipples, pinching them and rolling them between her fingers.  I bit my lower lip as I squirmed.  She was touching me in a way Jax had never touched me and I wasn’t sure how long I could keep from coming.

                          I moaned and wiggled beneath her.  She smiled devilishly as she slid her slick fingers deeper inside of me.  I arched my back, pushing my breasts up to her and she eagerly wrapped her lips around my nipple.  I felt the tip of her tongue flick across it.  She loved dominating me.  I felt as if she were drinking me in like a fine wine.

                          “I’ll show you how your body is meant to be pleased,” she told me after lifting her head from my breast.  She slid her finger out of me and brought it to my lips.  I quickly sucked my wetness from it until it was clean.  Then she climbed between my legs and lifted the skirt of my dress up above my hips.

                          She bent my legs at the knee and spread my thighs apart.  I felt the cool air from the bedroom vents sweep across my skin.  She licked her lips and then lowered her head to my cunt.  The coolness turned warm as her breath danced over my wet slit.

                          I moaned again and clenched the sheets in my fingers.  Jax had never gone down on me.  No one ever had.  I wasn’t sure what to expect, but when Carol extended her tongue to my clit she sent me into another dimension.

                          I closed my eyes and watched vivid shapes dance about.  I could barely focus on any one thing in particular beside her tongue and the way she expertly swirled it over me.  Waved of heat whooshed through me each time her tongue changed positions.

                          She slid a finger inside me again while her lips glued themselves to my folds.  I felt my pussy walls contracting around her and my nipples were hard as the little stones that lined her flower beds.  I thought of us as two beautiful flowers, brushing against one another in the wind.  She penetrated me deeper with two fingers, curling them up to hit me in just the right spot.

                          An electric heat flushed through me and I gasped over and over.  My orgasm was so intense I thought I might die from sensory overload.  She never let up.  Her tongue kept swirling and flicking and her fingers kept probing.  My legs shook until they ached and my body quivered until it collapsed back onto the bed.

                          I lay there attempting to catch my breath.  Carol climbed back up toward me and kissed my forehead while stroking my hair.  “You’re so beautiful when you’re coming,” she told me.

                          I blushed.  “No one has ever made me feel like that before.”

                          “Not even your husband?”

                          “Boyfriend-“

                          “Oh, sorry.”

                          “And no.  Not even him.  We’re still very much new at all of this,” I confessed.  Her eyes darted to the side and she bit her lip.  I could tell she was turning over an idea in her mind.

                          “May I ask something personal?”  I nodded.  “Well…I could give him a few pointers, if you wanted.  Feel free to say no.”

                          I laughed until I realized she wasn’t kidding.  “Really?”  I thought about the incredible orgasm she’d just given me and how badly I wanted to experience that over and over again.  If she could teach Jax how to please a woman, maybe our sex life would get even better.

                          “I guess that’d be alright,” I told her.

                          “Excellent!  You’re such a wonderful little girl,” she said, making my heart race.  She stroked my face and kissed my nose.  I felt like her little girl.  I felt like I had a second mother.  “Don’t worry about a thing.  You wait here and I’ll set him straight for you.”

                          “Right now?”

                          “Of course.  No time like the present.  The last thing you want is to go home and have disappointed sex.”  I knew she was right, so I nodded for her to go.  I watched her leave and then I scooted to the edge of the bed.  She had left the door cracked and I heard mumbling, but I couldn’t make out quite what they were saying.

                          I brought my knees up to my chest and waited.  The mumbling quieted, drawing in my curiosity.  I slid off the bed and walked toward the door.  I peered out through the crack and down the long hallway into the living room.

                          That’s when I saw Carol straddling Jax with her tongue down his throat.  I gasped and quickly covered my mouth.  I couldn’t pull my eyes away, but I couldn’t stop them either.  I was surprised at my lack of jealousy.  I realized I wanted to watch them.

                          I knew it was wrong.  I knew I should stop it and yell at both of them, but Jax was Carol’s top off and exposing her perfect, bare breasts.  I couldn’t shift my gaze.  My eyes were glued on the tiny nipples poking out from her chest.  My gaze fixated on Jax’s lips wrapping around them.

                          My heart raced faster and my pussy became wet again.  I dropped to my knees out of weakness and watched from the dark bedroom.  Carol rocked her hips over Jax’s lap and he started to unfasten her shorts.  She stood up to remove them and he quickly threw off all of his clothes.

                          Carol lowered herself to the floor between Jax’s legs and stroked his cock.  He lifted his arms back behind his head and watched her wrap her motherly lips around his head.  He groaned loud enough that I knew he didn’t care if I heard.  I watched Carol’s head bob up and down over his lap.

                          She sucked in her cheeks and flipped her hair around to one side.  They stared into each other’s eyes and Jax’s abs flexed repeatedly.  When he was seconds away from coming, Carol pulled her mouth off of him and whispered something in his ear.

                          I watched her climb on her hands on knees on the floor, pushing her round ass into the air.  Jax climbed on all fours behind her and placed his mouth on her wet cunt.

                          “Oh yeah.  Just like that,” she said, making sure to direct him to all the right places.  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  She was teaching him how to eat out a woman.  I felt a strange kind of love sweep over me as I watched the lesson.  I knew I was supposed to hate her for what she was doing, but all I felt was gratitude.

                          She rocked her hips along Jax’s tongue, guiding him in his endeavor.  Her hips shook and she started to quiver in front of him.  I wasn’t sure, but it looked like she might come soon.  She reached back behind her and grabbed Jax’s gorgeous locks to keep his head in place.  Then she let out the scream of a wild animal as she came on his tongue.

                          I felt happiness as I watched the orgasm overtake her.  She deserved it after how good she made me feel.  I watched her twist and shake and I felt a smile stretch across my face.

                          “Okay,” she said while panting.  I leaned my head in further, curious as to what she meant.  Then I watched Jax straighten up on his knees and hold out his cock.  He rested the tip against her wet slit and pushed in.

                          I gasped again and covered my mouth.  There was no going back.  There was no unseeing what I just witnessed.  My boyfriend had his hard cock inside another woman.  He had his thick cock inside a woman that could’ve been his mother.

                          Despite my shock, my body was ready to come again.  I reluctantly moved my hand between my thighs and let my fingers graze my clit.  It was so swollen and sensitive from the scene before me.  I was so hot.  I was so turned on.  I couldn’t not touch myself while watching.

                          Jax thrust his hips deep inside of Carol.  He grabbed her ass while he fucked her.  I watched his balls swing back and forth, while Carol’s cheek was pushed further into the carpet.  He reached across her back and grabbed a tuft of her hair, pulling her head backward.

                          She moaned as he pumped into her.  His abs flexed and I knew he’d only last minutes.  I slid my fingers inside my cunt and imagined myself as Carol with Jax fucking me like he wasn’t supposed to be.

                          He pounded her pussy over and over.  He was much rougher with her than he ever was with me.  I decided that if I wanted him to please me gently that I would need to let him be a little rough when it was his turn.  That would be an even exchange, I thought.

                          Jax grabbed Carol’s ass again with both hands and let out a low growl.  His thighs and butt tightened and I knew he was coming.  He shot a load straight into our neighbor’s pussy without a condom or anything.  I was horrified and yet I was also coming.

                          I whimpered quietly as my second orgasm swept through me.  My eyelids lowered and I could only see Jax and Carol through their slits.  He started to pull out just as my waves of pleasure began to cease.

                          “Holy shit,” Jax said as Carol flipped onto her back to catch her breath.  “You sure she’s okay with this?”

                          I suddenly realized what Carol had said to him before.  She must’ve told him that I wanted it, but I never would’ve agreed to this.  Maybe she knew that, I thought.  How could she have known what I wanted before I did?

                          I saw her turn her head to the side and her gaze met mine.  Could she see me sitting in the doorway in the dark room?

                          “I don’t know.  Maybe we should ask her,” she said.  “Katie?  Could you come out here?”

                          “Shit! No!” cried Jax, scrambling for his clothes.

                          I walked out of the room and down the hall slowly.  I was blushing and filled with embarrassed heat.

                          Jax looked up at me apologetically, his hard slick cock still hanging from his hips.  “Baby!  I’m so sorry, I promise-“

                          I stopped him before he could continue.  I walked up to him and kissed him tenderly.  “It’s okay,” I told him.  “Carol was just trying to help us.”

                          Carol leaned up and rubbed my back to soothe me.  “That’s a good girl,” she whispered.  Jax smiled awkwardly and then went to the bathroom to clean himself.

                          “What did you think?” asked Carol when we were alone again.  “Did you enjoy watching me fuck your little boyfriend?”

                          “Why did you-“

                          “Ah-ah,” she said, pressing a finger to my lips.  “Answer the question.”  I nodded and bowed my head.  “Mmm.  Did you touch your pussy while you watched us?”  She slid her hand between my legs and let her fingertips graze my wet slit.  I nodded.  “Mmm.  That’s my good girl.”

                          Carol stroked my hair and pulled me into her naked body.  I wrapped my arms around her and touched her bare back.  I laid my head against her breasts and listened to her heart beat.

                          “Now,” she said.  “You’ll always think of me when he pleasures you.  You’ll know he’s only pleasuring you because he learned how to pleasure me.  I will always be with you guys in the bedroom.  Jax is as much mine as he is yours.”

                          I nodded and picked up my head.  “Thank you,” I told her.  She leaned into kiss me, swirling her tongue around mine once more.

                          “Holy shit,” said Jax as he exited the bathroom.  “Fuck that’s hot.”

                          Carol pulled away from me and we both laughed.  “You didn’t think you were the first one I fucked tonight, did you?”

                          “What?  With Katie?”  Carol nodded while keeping her gaze fixed on me.

                          “And there will be more where that came from, I’m guessing,” she said with a wink.

                          There was.  Our relationship with Carol only blossomed over the next few months.  We had many more adventures in store, and Carol had been right.  I would never fuck Jax again without thinking of the two of them together.  I didn’t mind one bit.
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                       “I’m so pumped that you’re coming with me!” cried my best friend Lucy as she wrapped her arms around me.  I had just shown up to her apartment to tell her I bought my tickets to the upcoming electronic music festival.  I’d never been to anything like it, but Lucy didn’t want to go alone.

                       “You won’t regret it, Kelsey, I swear.”

                       “Garrett’s also coming,” I told her in a low, careful tone.  I lowered my head so I could just peek at her through the tops of my eyes.  I wasn’t sure how she’d take me inviting him to our girl vacation.

                       “Oh.  Well that’s fine I guess.  As long as he doesn’t get jealous of all the guys that will be hitting on us there.  You might have so much fun you end up making out with someone else,” she said with a raised eyebrow.

                       I laughed.  “You don’t know me very well, do you?”

                       “I’m only kidding,” she said, waving her hand to signify she was done with the topic.  “I’m the one that’s all about free love.  Maybe one day you’ll see the merits of polygamy.”

                       “I’m a one man kind of girl,” I admitted as I stepped into her apartment.

                       “I know you are.  You might have to watch out for Garrett, though,” she warned.

                       Again, I laughed.  “The only person who I need to watch out for is you,” I teased.  “Ms. Husband Stealer.”

                       “What can I say?” she said, flipping her cherry red hair back behind her shoulder.  It was just long enough to reach her shoulder blades, but its fullness made it seem even shorter than that.  “I guess I have a type.”

                       “Yeah. Taken men,” I teased.  “I’m surprised you haven’t gone after Garrett yet.”

                       “Who says I haven’t?”

                       “Well, have you?”

                       “Not yet.  I’m waiting for the right moment,” she said with a wink.  I expected that she was kidding, but part of me believed her.  The strangest part about it, though, was how hot it seemed to make me.  My legs quivered with excitement at the thought, even though I expected to be full of jealousy.

                       After all, Lucy was a sexy fireball of a woman.  She was a risk taker to the extreme and drug laden electronic festivals were mild for her.  She’d jumped out of airplanes and hiked in South America.  The last thing that scared her was some guy’s wife or girlfriend.  She took who she wanted, and they always wanted her back.  Deep down I knew that if she did ever chase Garrett, she wouldn’t be chasing him for long.

                       “So what am I supposed to wear to this thing?” I asked.  I’d seen photos of the concert before and everyone seemed to be in sparkly or rainbow costumes.

                       “I have just the thing,” she said, her eyes lighting up with excitement.  She ran to her bedroom and I followed her.  She opened her closet and pulled out an outfit with no more coverage than a bikini.  The top was covered with teal sequins and the bottom was a thong covered with the tiniest piece of fabric in the shape of a skirt.

                       “There’s no way I’m wearing that skimpy thing,” I told her.

                       “Oh, come on!  You’re no fun,” she said, sticking out her tongue and leaning one hand on her hip.  “Just try it on real quick.”

                       “Right now?”

                       “Sure.  Why not?  Afraid to get naked in front of me?”

                       Lucy and I had been friends for a while but I’d never been naked in front of her.  We were both girls, though, right?  What could it hurt?

                       “Fine.”  She smiled, obviously very pleased with herself.  I stripped my t-shirt from my torso and tossed it on the bed.  Lucy eyed my bare stomach and black bra with a curious expression.  Did she want to see me naked?  I blushed and unfastened my jean shorts.  I slid them all the way down, sucking my stomach in as I bent over.  I looked through the strands of my hair at Lucy’s expression and I was almost certain she was staring at my ass.

                       I felt my pussy get wet as she looked at me.  I didn’t know why it was a turn on, but I wasn’t going to fight it.  Lucy was an exciting woman and having her watch me get naked made me feel proud of my body.  The longer she stared, the more I wanted to see her naked body too.

                       I stood back up and reached around for my bra hook.  Lucy swallowed and watched in silence.  I slid my bra slowly off my chest and chuckled nervously.  “This is kind of weird,” I admitted.

                       “Why?  I’ve seen breasts before.  Of course, none as hot as yours,” she said, winking.  My legs quivered as she said that and my pussy began to throb with excitement.  I dropped the bra to her bed and reached for my panties.

                       I slid them down and noticed Lucy looking at my ass again.  She tried to hide it, but I caught her licking her lips.  I stood up once I was completely naked and wrapped my arms around my waist as if I could hide myself.

                       “Stop being so afraid,” she said.  “Allow yourself to be free and open.  You’ll be much happier.”  She smiled and stepped forward.

                       “What are you doing?”

                       “I’m going to dress you, silly,” she said.  I felt goose bumps form on my forearms.  She walked behind me.  Her breath traveled along my neck and back.  I could feel her gaze burning into me.  She reached around and held the bra straps out for me.  I slid my arms through and she pulled it up to my chest.  She hooked it in back and then reached around again.

                       I felt her slid her fingers into the bra cup and over my breast.  She adjusted it for me.  Her fingers grazed my nipple and I bit my lip to keep from moaning.  She did the same thing on the other side and I wasn’t sure I could handle it any longer.

                       She walked back around to the front, her face inches from mine.  I wanted her to kiss me.  I wanted her to make me come.  But she just kneeled to the floor, her head so close to my pussy I could feel her breath between my legs.  She held out the thong-skirt and I stepped inside.  She slowly lifted it up my legs and to my hips, securing it.

                       She stepped back, her cheeks flush.  “See!  You look fucking hot,” she said.  I walked to her full length mirror and studied my reflection.  She was right.  I couldn’t believe how hot I looked.

                       “Okay,” I said.  “You’ve convinced me.”

                       “Good,” she said.  “If you think that’s skimpy, you should see what I’m wearing.”

                       “What is it?  Only a bikini?”

                       “More like the bottom half of your outfit.”

                       “Just the bottom half?”

                       She nodded.  “I’m putting tape over my nipples but otherwise I’ll be topless.”  The thought of her topless sent my head into a spin.  Then I thought of Garrett.  He would see my best friend topless at the festival.

                       “Cool,” I said, trying to pretend like I didn’t have a million conflicting emotions.  “Can’t wait.”
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                          It was festival day and Garrett and I were picking up Lucy from her apartment.  I went inside to change into the outfit she’d picked for me and saw my best friend topless for the first time.  She looked even hotter than when she was clothed, but that was to be expected.

                       Before we stepped outside, she threw her arms around me and pressed her bare breasts to my nearly naked body.  “I’m so happy you’re coming,” she said.

                       “Me too,” I added.  “Aren’t you going to wear something over that until we get there?”

                       “Oh yeah!  I almost forgot.”  She ran back into her bedroom and came out with a t shirt.  She threw it over her head and we walked down to the car together.

                       “Holy shit,” said Garrett when he saw my outfit.  “You guys look hot.”

                       “Wait until you see the rest of Lucy’s outfit,” I told him.

                       “The rest of it?”

                       “Well…it’s more like I’m losing part of it,” she said from the backseat.

                       “She’ll be practically topless,” I told him, studying his face for any sudden changes in expression.  He froze for a moment as he processed my words.  Then he backed the car up and drove off.

                       The festival was an hour from where we lived, but it felt like we still got there too soon.  The second we stepped out of the car, Lucy tore her shirt off and threw it in the backseat.

                       I watched Garret’s face.  His eyes were wide and he bit his lower lip.  He couldn’t take his eyes off my gorgeous friend and I couldn’t blame him.  But I wasn’t bothered by him looking.  I wanted him to look.  I felt proud to have such a sexy, adventurous friend.

                       We walked inside the gates and joined the party.  The music was loud and easy to get lost in.  The crowd was enormous and the three of us tried to stick together as much as possible.  Eventually, though, Lucy decided to go off on her own.

                       “I want to find someone’s man to fuck!” she yelled when the sun was setting.  I laughed and waved her off.

                       “Did she just say what I think she said?” asked Garrett.  I nodded and he seemed genuinely baffled by my friend.  We watched her skip off through the crowd, her breasts bouncing as she slowly disappeared.

                       Garrett wrapped his arms around me.  “Now we can fool around,” he teased.

                       “Not here,” I said as he kissed my neck and pulled me into him.

                       “Where then?” he asked.

                       “I don’t know.  At home?”

                       “That’s no fun,” he said, pulling away from me.

                       “I just don’t want everyone to see us…”

                       “Then let’s go back into the woods,” he said, pointing to the edge of the festival.  “There are tons of trees, nobody will notice.”

                       “I don’t know,” I said, staring off into the darkness.  Public fucking really wasn’t my cup of tea.

                       “Well, I’m going to go grab us some water.  You think about it,” he said.  I watched him walk through the crowd the same way that Lucy had gone.  I suddenly missed them both terribly.

                       I waited a few minutes in the crowd, listening to the music.  I waved my hands in the air, but I was sober unlike most of the people around me.  I decided I couldn’t take being alone anymore and followed the direction that my friend and boyfriend had gone in.

                       I realized quickly that I’d made a mistake.  I couldn’t find them anywhere and there were just too many people.  On top of that, I’d left my spot so if they returned they would probably wonder where I’d gone.  I frowned and kept searching through the crowd.  I looked in the vendor lines and walked what felt like miles before coming up empty on the edge of the forest.

                       The trees were a welcome break from my search.  I rested my back against one of the trunks and pulled out my phone.  The service was shoddy, but I was hopeful I could still contact one of them.  At least by the trees I could hear a little better.

                       I dialed Garrett’s number first and put the phone to my ear.  He wasn’t picking up, but in the distance I could hear the sound of his ringtone.  Yes!  I’m close!

                       I followed the sound of his ringtone along the edge of the trees.  I was getting closer and closer.  I couldn’t wait to see Garrett’s face again.  I followed the sound of his phone into the forest a few feet.  Why would it be coming from in here? I wondered.

                       “Oh!” I cried as I tripped over a pile of fabric.  I held my cell phone light out and scanned the ground.  It was Garrett’s shorts, and his phone was in the pocket.

                       That wasn’t all that was there, though.  Along with his shorts I saw his shirt and Lucy’s purse.  Is he in here with Lucy?

                       I stepped carefully into the darkness until I heard the sound of Garrett’s moaning.  At first I was afraid he was hurt, until I recognized it.  That was the way he moaned when we were having sex.

                       I rested my fingers on the large tree trunk in front of me and peeked my head around.  Garrett had his back pressed up against a tree a few feet away and Lucy had her hands on his boxers.  She was stroking his cock through the fabric while Lucy kissed his chest.  He had his head leaned back, exposing his Adam’s apple.

                       My legs quivered as I watched.  It was one thing to have imagined Lucy with Garrett and it was another to actually see it.  She moved her mouth to his nipples and flicked her tongue along them.  I’d never done that, and now I was watching how much Garrett enjoyed it.

                       She slid his boxers down to his ankles and kneeled down in front of his thick, long cock.  She gasped at its length but then smiled, as if she was eager for a challenge.  My heart raced.  I was turned on but also terrified that I’d be caught watching them.

                       She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around his head.  He groaned with pleasure and looked down at her. He stroked her head and wrapped her hair in his fingers.  He held her to his cock as she began to swallow every thick inch.

                       I felt my pussy aching with desire as I watched my best friend swallow my boyfriend’s cock.  I lifted my hand to my lips and bit my knuckle to keep from moaning.  Lucy swallowed his cock whole and started to gag.  He wanted to pull out of her to make sure she was ok, but she grabbed his ass and pushed him in deeper.

                       He growled and his abs flexed.  She moved her head back and forth, stroking his cock with her tongue.  It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  I couldn’t believe I was standing there watching them, but I couldn’t look away.  I knew it was wrong.  I knew I should be angry with them, but I loved seeing them together.

                       I loved watching Lucy take in my boyfriend’s huge cock.  She was such a pro.  She moved fast and took in as much as she could.  Garrett couldn’t hold on much longer, but she pulled off of him before he had a chance to come.

                       She stood back up and kissed him.  I watched their tongues circle around.  They moaned mid kiss.  Garrett grabbed my best friend’s tits and wrapped an arm around her waist.  He spun her around quickly until her back was against the same tree.

                       He slid his hand inside her panties.  I knew when he had slid a finger inside because she gasped and leaned her head back.  He ripped her panties and skirt down to the ground.  Then he wrapped his arms around her toned thighs and lifted her up.  She wrapped her legs around his waist while he held her, pinned against the tree.

                       He slid the tip of his cock inside of her and she moaned loudly.  He pushed further in, stretching her tight, wet pussy around his thick cock.  He pushed in until every inch was concealed.  Then he held it, and bowed his head as if in defeat.

                       I covered my hand with my mouth as I watched.  There was something mysterious about watching his cock slide into another woman.  It was like I’d entered another dimension.  He was mine and yet not mine.  All I knew was that my pussy was soaking wet while I watched them.

                       He slid out of her and then pushed back in. He thrust over and over.  My best friend bounced up and down against the tree.  Garrett kept a hand on her back to protect her.  His other hand cupped her bare ass.  Her tits swayed as she got fucked by my boyfriend’s cock.

                       Garrett leaned into her neck and kissed her skin.  He pounded harder and harder.  They both moaned in unison.  Lucy’s arms were wrapped around Garrett’s neck for support.  I watched all of Garrett’s muscles flexing in the darkness, illuminated only by moonlight.

                       My breathing grew heavy.  I knew I had to be as quiet as possible.  I slid behind the tree again to catch my breath.  I ran my hands along my neck and felt beads of sweat dropping down my skin.  I heard them shift again and resumed my voyeur position.

                       Garrett was on the ground now, lying flat on his back.  Lucy stood over him, preparing to straddle his huge cock.  She lowered to her knees and grabbed his shaft.  She brought the tip of his cock to her wet cunt and then slid down over it.  She moaned with each new inch she took in.  She sat all the way down until her pussy was flush against his pelvis.

                       Garrett reached for her hips and grabbed tightly.  I could see his fingertips press into her flesh.  She rocked her hips over him while moaning.  She leaned down and pressed her hands to his chest.  Then she lifted her hips up and slammed them back down.

                       I watched in shock as my boyfriend’s cock disappeared inside my best friend’s pussy.  Her pussy looked so tight and wet.  I wondered what it tasted like. Just thinking of tasting her while watching her fuck my boyfriend made my body grow hot.  I bit my lower lip and placed a hand inside my panties.  I was wetter than I had expected.

                       She slammed her hips against him over and over.  She moaned and Garrett growled.  Garrett’s eyes were focused on the bouncing tits in front of him.  He reached up and grabbed one in each hand.  He massaged the while she rode him.

                       I slid a finger into my wet pussy and moaned as quietly as possible.  I wanted to climb up behind her and lick my boyfriend’s balls while she fucked him in front of me.  I wanted to taste her pussy come all over his skin.  I wondered if I’d ever be able to tell her my secret, dirty thoughts, or even that I saw them together.

                       Lucy spun her hips around so that her back was facing my boyfriend.  I ducked quickly behind the tree again so that she wouldn’t see me.  I peeked slowly around the other side until I was sure I was hidden enough.

                       Garrett grabbed Lucy’s ass while she continued to ride him.  He spread her cheeks and ran a thumb along her asshole.  That set her off.  She purred like a kitten as he caressed her.  I couldn’t believe how much of my boyfriend’s cock she could take in.  I could only take in half as much.

                       She pulled off of him and walked over to his face.  She kneeled down again until her pussy hovered over his mouth.  I suddenly felt a pang of jealousy, but it wasn’t because she was fucking my boyfriend.  I was jealous that he was going to get to taste her delicious cunt.

                       I licked my lips as Garrett stuck his tongue out for Lucy to sit on.  She lowered her hips until it was flush against his face.  She rocked her ass back and forth, brushing her pussy along his mouth.  I couldn’t see the details, so I imagined what I would do.

                       I wanted to slide my tongue in and out of her beautiful pussy.  I wanted to circle her clit and lap up every drop of her wet pool.  I watched her body tense and her ass clench as she prepared to come.

                       She let out a wild scream and her entire body convulsed with pleasure.  Again, I felt jealous that it wasn’t me giving her the orgasm.

                       She caught her breath and then Garrett pulled her off his face.  He laid her down on her back and folded her legs up so her pussy was completely exposed.  He leaned down and licked it a few more times just for fun.  She laughed as if it tickled and a smile crossed his face.

                       He climbed between her legs and pointed his cock straight for her entrance.  Then he lay the shaft along her slit, sliding it up and down teasingly.  He placed one hand on either side of her torso and rested the tip at her hole.  He slowly pushed his hips in, letting his cock completely vanish inside of her.

                       She arched her back and lifted her hands behind her head.  He reached for her wrists and gripped them as he pushed completely inside of her.

                       I circled my clit and fingered my pussy as I watched.  I wondered what his cock would taste like after fucking her.  I wondered if it would linger even after he’d shower.  I knew I would always think of Lucy’s pussy when I fucked him.  I was glad to.  I was happy that she had awoken me, even if by accident.

                       I watched my boyfriend bound my best friend.  She shifted against the ground and her tits bounced.  He leaned down and kissed her as they fucked.  I continued fingering my pussy until I thought I might explode.

                       Garrett’s balls swung back and forth as he fucked her.  She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist.  They both moaned and growled.  They looked completely wild in these dark woods.

                       He pulled out just before he was about to come.  He flipped her onto her stomach and grabbed her ass.  He gave it a little spank making her coo.  Her hands lay flat against the earth and her cheek was pressed into the dirt.

                       He reached over and grabbed her hair, pulling her upward and arching her back.  She was on all fours like a wild beast.  He pressed his cock to her cunt and pushed in again.

                       I couldn’t get enough of him fucking her.  I could’ve stayed all night, but something told me he wasn’t going to last much longer.  I fingered my pussy and circled my clit, preparing to come when he did.

                       He pushed his cock in and out of her over and over.  He grabbed her hip with one hand and clenched a fistful of hair with the other.  He looked as if he were riding her and breaking her in.  He slammed over and over again against her.  She moaned, partly with pleasure and partly with pain.  But she had a smile on her face the entire time.

                       I felt my pussy walls start to contract and the orgasm build.  I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer, but neither could Garrett.  I saw every muscle on his body flex and he threw his head back.  He yelled out a wild growl and then thrust into Lucy one last time.

                       He let his load fill up her tight cunt.  As I watched it begin to spill out from the sides, I felt my body climax.  My pussy grew hot and my clit was swollen.  The walls of my pussy throbbed and a jolt of electricity raced through my veins.  It took everything in me to keep from moaning as loudly as they had.

                       He collapsed over her and I knew my time was short.  I didn’t want to be caught watching them.   I wanted it to be my little secret, for now.

                       I tip toed quietly out of the woods, licking my fingers clean.  I kept walking until I was back by the festival crowd.  The lights and the music took on a different tone now.  Everything was more majestic than ever.

                       Shortly after, I got a call from Garrett.  I smiled and picked up the phone.
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                          It wasn’t my first babysitting job, but it was the most interesting.  I’d babysat for plenty of couples before.  None of those couples had hired me for anything other than how responsible I seemed.  They were only looking out for their child’s safety.  But the Fosters?  Well, let’s say Rachel Foster had other plans for me from the beginning.

                     I had just turned nineteen and needed a job for the summer.  I was in college the rest of the year, about an hour outside of my hometown.  I didn’t have much of a social life.  It wasn’t that people didn’t like me, I was just introverted and shy.

                     I was pretty enough, but I didn’t try hard.  My hair was thick but a little frizzy.  It was dirty blonde and I’d never gotten highlights.  I was raised by a single mom so those kinds of things were never a priority.  The other girls I knew, the ones who put a lot of effort into their appearance, had moms that stayed at home while their rich fathers worked.  They always went to the spa and the nail salon.  Meanwhile, I couldn’t help but shake my head at the money being thrown away.

                     So it was a surprise to me when I eventually learned what Rachel really hoped to get from me after our interview.  She didn’t tell me right away, of course.  That would’ve been too bold, even for her.  But she apparently saw past my untamed hair and shy personality.  Maybe she wanted to watch a flower bloom before her very own eyes.  All I knew was that she saw something in me that I didn’t even know was there.

                     The interview had been basic enough.  She asked my availability, my rate, and my experience.  But every time I answered I saw her eyes exploring other parts of my body.  She seemed far less interested in my answers than she was in my appearance.  If it wasn’t for the fact that she was married, I’d have thought she was a lesbian.  Especially after the way her wide gaze lingered on my thighs.  It would’ve been uncomfortable, if I hadn’t found her slightly attractive myself.

                     I wasn’t a lesbian either, but something about Rachel Foster surpassed all labels.  She was the kind of woman who had class, grace, and dignity.  She was perfectly fit, with sleek dark hair and piercing eyes.  I’d soon learn that she never made an appearance without her cherry red lipstick.  She had full breasts and slender but curvy hips.  Her legs were long and toned.  She always wore pantyhose even though her legs were soft enough without them.

                     She wasn’t just a woman.  She wasn’t just a pair of breasts and a pussy that either you were into or you weren’t.  She was like an ethereal spirit floating between worlds.  No matter who you were, you couldn’t deny your fascination by her.

                     Her husband, Jeff, was just as classy as she was.  He had to have been the most attractive man I’d ever seen.  He wasn’t there during the interview, but I met him shortly after.  He had wide, broad shoulders and just enough muscle to fill out his perfectly tailored clothes.  His light brown hair was combed back in waves that perfectly framed his ears and jawline.  His jaw was as sharp and masculine as I’d ever seen.  His cologne carried the scent of mossy woods into any room he entered.

                     He was the kind of guy your heart stopped beating for while you struggled to catch your breath.  At least, that’s how it happened with me.

                     Jeff’s eyes were a deep blue.  Occasionally they would seem black in the right lighting.  They were just as piercing as Rachel’s, but I could tell she was the dominant energy in the home.  They seemed private, yet exciting.  They were a mysterious couple to me until they let me into their little playground of a relationship.

                     The first few gigs were fairly normal.  I babysat their little girl, Jess.  She was only a year old and fairly easy to keep an eye on.  As long as I kept her away from things she could swallow, she didn’t move or cry much.  She was a joy to sit for and I started bonding with her quickly.

                     On the third night, the dynamic between me and Jeff started to change.  It was subtle at first; a few sideways glances and flirtatious smiles.  He was handsome and I was young.  I didn’t know how else to be polite.  He had come home first while Rachel was stuck at work.  I got the feeling Jeff was fishing out something about my personality, but I couldn’t quite figure what it is.

                     “You drink?” he’d asked, pulling a beer from the fridge.  Jess was fast asleep and I was waiting to say goodbye.

                     “No.  I’m underage, remember?”

                     He laughed and I felt my knees buckle.  It was the sexiest, smoothest laugh I’d ever heard.  I knew Jeff was going to ruin other guys for me in the future.  None of them would live up to the kind of standards he was setting.

                     “Plenty of underage kids drink.  That’s good you respect the law, though.  Makes me feel like we hired the right girl.”

                     I smiled weakly.  “You can definitely count on me.”

                     He leaned his shoulder against the kitchen cabinets opposite the fridge.  He looked at me with a curious gaze.  “There had to be at least one time where you did something you weren’t supposed to do, though.  Right?”

                     I thought long and hard.  I wanted desperately to give him something exciting.  I wanted to impress him, and something gave me the feeling that he’d tell Rachel what I said.  I wanted to give him something naughty to deliver her.

                     I bit my lip and shook my head shamefully.  He smiled and took a step toward me.  He set his beer down on the kitchen island.

                     “Think harder.  You ever watch someone undress when you weren’t supposed to?”

                     I shook my head and he took another step forward.

                     “You ever steal another woman’s man?”

                     I shook my head again and again he stepped closer.  He ended up inches away from my heated body.  If I breathed in too deeply, my breasts would end up rising until my nipples grazed against his upper abdomen.  I could feel his breath travel over the top of my head.

                     He reached a hand up and cupped my cheek, running his fingers through my hair.  My body felt electrified by his touch.  Every nerve ending jolted awake like I’d just downed a few espressos.  My legs quivered and my heart raced, thumping against the inside of my ribcage.

                     He tilted my head up toward him, our gaze locked.  For a moment, nothing but he and I existed, and I wanted him to take me like a lover.  “You are so good it kills me,” he whispered.

                     “Tell me, Stacey…are you a virgin?”

                     The question made my head spin.  An aching built between my thighs.  I was a virgin, but I’d come close to sex before.  I thought about lying for a second.  I didn’t want to disappoint him.  But he was already smiling as if he knew.

                     He dropped his hands and wrapped them around my back, pulling me into him.  He chuckled as he exhaled.  “Oh, Stacey.  You are one precious gem, you know that?”

                     As he tightened his embrace, I felt something stiff and throbbing just below his belt.  I might’ve been a virgin, but I knew what an erection was.  It wasn’t fully hard, but he was attracted to me.  I smiled and felt my cheeks burning up.

                     That was the furthest things had gone that night.  He paid me and sent me on my way.  As risky as I thought he was being, he was no match for what Rachel had in store for me.
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                          It was the fifth time that summer that I babysat for the Fosters.  This time it was Rachel who came home first.  I couldn’t help but notice by now how perfect her posture was, and how sleek her outfits always were.  Of course I was always catching them coming home from work, but something told me this was a regular outfit for her.

                     She loved thin, stream-lined business attire.  Even when I pictured her laying around the house I couldn’t imagine her in anything but.  She had a body that every piece of clothing was made for, so I couldn’t blame her.

                     She came into the house with a professional demeanor.  I felt as if I worked in an office and she was my very distant boss.  She thumbed through items in her purse until she found the cash she owed me for sitting.

                     “You’re welcome to stay a little longer though, if you want,” she said after handing me a wad of bills.  I was certain she had overpaid but I was too timid to question her.  “Jeff already informed me that you don’t drink.  Good for you.”

                     I nodded and smiled.  I had been right about my feeling that Jeff would spill my secrets to her.  Not that they were much of secrets.  I didn’t do anything to really be secretive of.

                     “I hope you don’t mind, but he also informed me you are a virgin?”  I blushed.  “I don’t mean to alarm you in any way, but we could have the talk if you want?  In case your mother wasn’t able to give you one.”

                     “Don’t worry about that, Mrs. Foster,” I said.

                     “Please call me Rachel,” she said with a smile that tugged at my heartstrings.  We stood in the foyer staring at each other.  She looked at me hungrily and I happily would’ve been her prey.

                     “Stacey,” she started, “have you ever…wanted to lose your virginity?”

                     My heart began to race and the tips of my fingers tingled against the cash I was still holding but had forgotten about.  “Sure,” I admitted with a lump in my throat.  “Just never met the right guy.”

                     She chuckled and I caught her glancing at my small, but perky breasts.  “Trust me, I know how that is.  There aren’t a lot of good men like Jeff out there.”

                     My back stiffened and I felt anxious.  Does she know I have a thing for Jeff?  Is she trying to work it out of me?

                     “I don’t mean for this to sound too forward,” she said, stepping toward me.  Soon, she was as close to me as Jeff had been a few nights prior.  “If you want someone to…practice with…”

                     I swallowed.  My mouth had become dry and I was afraid to open it for fear of what might spill out.  What was she suggesting?  It couldn’t be what it sounded like…

                     “Oh, my.  You really are an innocent little thing,” she said, grabbing my free hand in hers.  “I was only suggesting…well.  Jeff and I have a very open relationship.  He’s also completely free of STDs and the like, though I suppose you’d still need a condom to prevent a pregnancy.”

                     My blood was pounding in my ears.  I could’ve sworn I was shaking but Rachel didn’t seem to feel it.  She looked into my eyes and bit her lower lip.  I wanted to kiss her.  I didn’t know why.  I wanted her hands to cover my body.

                     She brought her fingers up to my face and rested them just under my chin.  She brushed her thumb underneath my lower lip.  “We both think you are so beautiful.  I promise we would treat you with dignity.”

                     “We?” I asked her, confused about whether or not she was still talking about me and Jeff.

                     “I would be there to supervise, of course,” she told me.  “That’s our deal.  Jeff can sleep around as long as we both agree on the woman and I’m there to make sure she’s treated right.”

                     “Oh,” I said.

                     “Is that a problem?”

                     “It’s just a lot for me to take in.”

                     She smiled.  “Think about it.  You and Jeff can start alone if it makes it easier on you.  If he makes a move and you’re not interested, make sure to tell him.  He’s good at taking direction.”  She winked.

                     “Okay,” I said through a tight throat.  The entire idea of them made my head spin.  I was dizzy with desire but unsure of the dynamic being proposed to me.

                     “Good girl,” she said.  Then she leaned in and kissed me.  I couldn’t believe it.  It was my first kiss from a girl and I was floating.  She smelled of deep, red roses and white lilies.  She smelled of a garden I could stay in for days.

                     She pulled away from my lips and surveyed my face.  When she saw how flushed I’d become, she smiled and brought a hand to my neck.  She rested it there for a moment and slowly lowered it over my t-shirt around my collar bone.

                     “Your heart is racing,” she said happily.  I could only nod.  Any words that did make it to my brain were jumbled from the adrenaline.  She lowered her hand more until it was lightly cupping my breast.  “I hope this is okay,” she said.

                     I nodded again.  She slid her hand to the side of my breast until her thumb was circling my nipple through my t-shirt.  I was surprised at how sensitive I was through my bra and shirt.  I felt a wet pool building between my legs.  She watched me curiously as she touched me.  It was as if I was an experiment for her.

                     She dropped her hand and said, “Well I guess I better let you go.”  She leaned in until her lips were pressed to my ear.  Then she whispered, “Think about our little proposal.”

                     I thanked her and then rushed from the house.  Once outside in the cool air, I panted until I had caught my breath.  By the time I had made it home, my panties were soaked with my own personal lubricant.

                     I knew I had a decision to make.  I had a huge opportunity to make love to the sexiest couple I’d ever met.  But it was almost a little too much to handle since I was still a virgin.  I had a feeling, though, that Rachel and Jeff would make my first time special and completely unforgettable.

                     I wanted to do it.  That I couldn’t deny.  I just had to get up the nerve to admit it to Rachel.  I thought about how Jeff’s erection felt as it pressed up against my body.  I lay down on my bed and bit my lower lip.  I pictured it entering inside me.  I slid a finger in as I considered it.

                     Now I want it more than ever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

      

    
    
                          The next time I came over, I was a nervous wreck.  Fortunately, the sweet innocent nature of baby Jess was calming.  I tried to take my mind off the potential events to follow, and it seemed to work for the most part.

                     The Fosters came home together that night.  It was a date night for them so I finally got to see what kind of outfit Rachel wore when she wasn’t at work.  I’d been right about her keeping it the same.  Instead of a sleek skirt, it was a tightly fitted dress.  Her breasts were pushed up slightly so that her cleavage was visible through her plunging neckline.

                     Jeff dressed similarly though his cologne had changed.  Rachel returned still wearing her red lipstick, but she quickly kicked off her heels at the door.

                     “How was she?” she asked with a hint of martini on her breath.

                     “Perfect.  As usual,” I said.  Jeff looked me up and down like he was looking for something.  Rachel turned to him for a moment and nodded.

                     “I’m going to go change out of this dress,” she told me.  “Jeff will pay you.  If you’re not here when I get back, I hope you have a wonderful night.”

                     I was confused about her declaration.  Did she no longer want her husband to fuck me?  I couldn’t read her.  She hobbled upstairs to the bedroom and left me alone with Jeff.

                     Then I remembered.  She said we could be alone at first.  I caught Jeff gazing at my small breasts.  He seemed almost as nervous as I was, which was strange since he was usually so cool.

                     “Uh, let me get your cash,” he said.

                     He doesn’t want to make the first move, I thought.  He was too polite.  He didn’t want to pressure a virgin into having sex.  But I’m the virgin.  I don’t know what to do.

                     I got lucky because the moment presented itself effortlessly.  He handed me my cash, again more than I should’ve made, and our fingers touched as I grabbed it.  A jolt of electricity rushed through me.  It wasn’t much, but I wrapped my arms around his waist in gratitude.

                     “Thanks for having me,” I said.  As I started to pull away, I felt him gently grip my upper arms.  He wanted to keep me close.  Our eyes locked and I smiled bashfully.  I took a step closer, pressing my lower body against his.  I felt his erection again.

                     He hesitated with an expression of complete focus.  He was the most dignified man I’d ever met.  He really wanted to make sure I was ready.  After a few painstaking seconds, he started to lean his head in toward me.

                     I stood on the tips of my toes to show him that I wanted his kiss.  I wanted his lips pressed to mine.  He moved his head in further.  His smoky breath rolled over my nose.  I wrinkled it as a reflex.

                     “You’re adorable,” he whispered.  “I hope that didn’t come out wrong.”

                     I shook my head.  “No,” I said while exhaling.  My heart was racing.  My blood was pounding.  He pressed his lips to mine finally and I felt my entire body warm instantly.

                     His hand pressed against my lower back, pulling me against him tightly.  He kissed me as he exhaled his sexual frustration over my cheeks.  His lips parted slightly.  I parted mine.  Then his tongue found its way into my mouth.

                     His tongue was strong, but gentle.  It was just like the rest of him.  He swirled it around mine and flicked it down the length of my tongue.  He teased me with it.  I wondered what his mouth would feel like on my virgin pussy.

                     His hands moved around to my hips and he gave them a squeeze.  His thumbs found their way underneath my t-shirt.  I felt like I could come just from his touch.  I couldn’t believe how sensitive I was.

                     He let one hand explore my abdomen, dragging his knuckles up and down it.  I moaned into his mouth and I felt him smile.  His tongue still explored every new inch of my palate.

                     I felt his knuckles slide up farther.  He turned his hand around so that his palm rested against my rib cage.  He cupped it right underneath my bra.

                     He broke our kiss and whispered, “Is this okay?”

                     I nodded.  It was more than okay.  It was everything I’d ever dreamed.  He smiled and kissed me again.  He cupped his hand over my breast and my knees buckled.  I thought I would fall to the ground, but he held me too tightly to him.

                     His tongue probed my mouth and I felt an aching between my thighs.  He reached down and wrapped his arms around my hips, lifting me off the floor.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist as he carried me toward the sofa.  He set me on the arm of it and released his grip.

                     I let my arms slide down from his neck to his rigid, heaving chest.  He brushed my hair from my face and kissed my cheek.  Then his lips moved to my neck, kissing and sucking along the skin.  I gasped for breath as he massaged my breasts, working his lips down to my shirt collar.

                     He pulled up and started to lift my shirt up to my chest.  I raised my arms and let him strip it off of me.  He looked like he was fighting the urge to pounce me.  He clenched his jaw and then leaned in to kiss my collar bone.  I wrapped my arms around his neck as he leaned into my cleavage (what little I had of it).  My eyes were nearly closed.  They formed small slits that I could see through with blurred vision.

                     They popped open when I saw movement coming down from the stairs.  The staircase was straight across from us.  I saw Rachel standing there, dressed only in the finest black lingerie with a smile on her face.

                     “Good,” she said.  “I haven’t missed anything.”

                     I shook my head.  Jeff pulled the cup of my bra down to reveal my nipple.  He took it eagerly into his mouth and sent a jolt of hot electricity through me.

                     “Oh!” I moaned as he gently sucked and flicked his tongue across it.  Rachel continued to descent the staircase, watching us closely.

                     “I hope you don’t mind my presence,” she said in a confident tone.  Again, I shook my head.  She smiled and stepped to the side of us.  She stroked my hair as her husband sucked on my hard nipple.  Then she leaned down and kissed me.

                     The feeling of two mouths on my body at once was incredible.  As she kissed me, she reached behind me with one hand and unfastened my bra.  She helped Jeff slide it from my chest and the two of them stared at me in awe.

                     “Isn’t she gorgeous?” she asked Jeff who was practically drooling now.  He nodded, waiting for Rachel’s instruction.  “Do you mind if Jeff removes your shorts, dear?”

                     I swallowed through a tightened throat.  I shook my head.  Jeff’s hands moved to the button on my jeans and unfastened it.  Rachel dragged her fingers from my neck down to my collar bone.  I lifted my hips so that Jeff could remove my shorts more easily and Rachel cupped my breast in one hand.

                     “You’re the most beautiful virgin we’ve ever seen,” she told me.  Her index finger and thumb squeezed my nipple and she twisted it slightly.

                     “Ohh!” I moaned again.  I felt like she was pulling at some erotic string that stretched in the middle of my body.  With each twist I felt my pussy throb and ache.  I’d never been penetrated, but I’d never wanted to be penetrated more than I did in that moment.

                     She looked down at my panties as Jeff tossed my shorts to the floor.  “Look how wet she is,” she told him with a smile.

                     Rachel ran a hand across my bare thigh.  Jeff’s head remained level with my pussy.  “Stacey,” she said, dragging her fingers up by my panties.  “Do you mind if we remove these?”

                     I shook my head, but I was nervous.  No one had seen my naked pussy before other than a medical doctor.  What if they don’t like it?  What if they think it’s weird?  But I was too curious to turn them down.  I wanted to be satisfied by them.

                     Rachel nodded to Jeff who reached up for my panties.  He pulled the waistband down over my hips, slowly sliding them down my thighs.  Meanwhile, Rachel continued to play with my nipples and kiss my neck.

                     I watched Jeff’s face for a reaction.  He looked hungry when he saw it.  He definitely didn’t look grossed out which made me feel better.  I was completely naked now.  Rachel wore her lingerie but Jeff was still fully clothed.

                     Rachel whispered in my ear, “He’s going to lick it now.  Make sure a guy always pleases you before you let him finish.”

                     I nodded.  Jeff grabbed my calves and placed them on his shoulders.  His face was so close to my wet virgin pussy that I could feel his breath slide across my skin.  I leaned my head back and closed my eyes.  Rachel ran her hands along my neck and around my breasts, whispering, “Good girl,” over and over again.

                     Jeff’s tongue made contact with my skin and I shuddered with delight.  I panted over and over.  The anticipation alone was almost too much to handle.  He dragged his tongue up and down my slit, not yet parting the folds.  For a split second I felt him on my clit and I was shocked I didn’t instantly come.

                     Rachel wrapped her hand around the side of my neck and kissed my lips.  She slid her tongue into my mouth while Jeff slid his tongue between my folds.  I was eager to open up for him, and he was eager to enter.

                     His tongue penetrated me and explored my wet tunnel.  I moaned mid-kiss into Rachel’s mouth and she smiled.  She pulled away and asked if I liked it.  I nodded and she called me a good girl.

                     Jeff removed his tongue and circled it around my clit instead.  It felt like he was doing gymnastics down there but I was filled with pleasure.  I couldn’t keep track of what he was doing and where.  I just leaned back and enjoyed the warm heat rippling through my heaving body.

                     Rachel kept a hand on my back for support so that I wouldn’t have to.  She was so loving and tender.  I knew any girl would be lucky to have the two of them for their first time.  I looked up at Rachel with gratitude and she smiled.  Then she turned her head toward Jeff to watch him lick my pussy.

                     She reached down and stroked his hair.  “Make her come good,” she told him.  “Nothing too painful.  Slow and steady.”

                     He nodded and slowed his pace slightly.  Then he hit a triad of sensitive spots over and over until I couldn’t hold back any longer.  My body tensed and burned until finally it erupted into the most violent ecstasy I’d ever experienced.

                     I quickly wrapped my arms around Rachel’s neck for support as my body convulsed.  I let out a wild scream I didn’t even know I was capable of.  I shuddered as I came down and my head was spinning.

                     “Oh,” I exhaled as the last of my climax faded.  “Oh.”

                     “Good job,” Rachel said to Jeff who was wiping his mouth dry.  She turned to me and said, “We’re going to take you to the bed now.”

                     I nodded.  Jeff leaned down and picked up my naked body in his arms.  My legs were draped over one bicep and my back rested against the other.  He carried me up the stairs while Rachel followed.

                     Once in the room, he laid me gently on my back.  Their cool sheets were a welcome relief to my hot, sweating body.  Jeff started to unbutton his shirt slowly, and I watched him slide it down his arms.  He was just as built as I had expected, but seeing it was a whole new sensation.  I was filled with a primal desire to be taken by him, and Rachel was going to make sure it happened as pleasantly as possible.

                     Rachel brought her hands to her husband’s pants and unfastened them.  She dropped his slacks to the floor, revealing a very full pair of briefs.  I leaned on my elbows to watch as she slid his briefs to his ankles.  He stepped out of his shoes and kicked his clothes to the side.  Now he was completely naked, and I saw how huge his cock was.

                     “Oh my,” I said as it stood to attention across from me.

                     “He’ll be gentle.  Don’t worry,” said Rachel.  She reached into a nightstand and pulled out a condom.  I watched her roll it onto her husband’s cock, clearly pleasing him as she did it.

                     “I’m not,” I told her with a smile.

                     “Good girl,” she said.  She stepped to the side and watched Jeff crawl over my body.  He placed a hand on either side of my hips and leaned in to kiss me.  I received him eagerly.  I wanted him to know that I was ready and willing.

                     He grabbed his shaft and pressed the tip of his cock gently against my slit.  I cooed with delight.  His blue eyes pierced through me, and I felt joined to him as he slid his cock inside slowly.

                     “Oh!” I cried as I felt my tight hole stretch to accommodate his thick shaft.  Jeff began to sweat and his breathing was labored.  He looked incredibly sexy as he tried to maintain his composure.  There was nothing hotter than seeing a man fall apart from desire.

                     He pushed all the way into me, until his balls rested against my ass.  “Mmm, good girl,” moaned Rachel from the side of us.  I turned to face and my jaw fell open.  She had her bra pulled under her breasts and her panties pulled to the side.  She sat in small arm chair with her fingers probing her wet cunt.

                     Her body was beautiful.  I watched her pull at her nipples on her large breasts while she fingered herself.  Occasionally she smacked her clit and moaned.  The only thing hotter than being filled by her husband was watching her finger her pussy to it.

                     Jeff pulled out slowly and then worked himself back in.  “Are you okay?” he asked again.

                     I leaned up and kissed him.  When I pulled back my head I nodded.  “I want you to fuck me.  Don’t hold back,” I told him.

                     He kissed my cheek and then took a nipple into his mouth.  His hands grabbed my hips and he pulled his cock back.  He slammed it back in and then looked at me for a reaction.  I moaned with pleasure.  The slight pain of him forcing himself inside only added to the excitement.  I turned to watch Rachel touch herself while he fucked me.  I knew I would come for the second time that night.

                     Jeff lifted himself upright while keeping his hands on my hips.  He started to slide in and out of me faster and with more force.  I reached down and began to circle my clit with my fingers while he fucked me.  I wanted to come with Rachel and Jeff.  I wanted to feel like I was one with them.

                     He pumped his cock in and out, grunting and huffing as his dick throbbed inside my pussy.  I was already on the brink of orgasm, but I was waiting for my cue.

                     Rachel leaned her head back against the wall behind her chair and let out a wild moan.  Then I heard Jeff growl as his body tensed.  His cock grew thicker inside of me and I could tell they were both coming.  I circled my clit, leaned my head back and released the tension that had been building inside of me.

                     Coming with Jeff’s huge cock inside of me was unlike any orgasm I’d ever had.  It was deep and stretched throughout my entire body.  The three of us came down together, panting and sweating.

                     Jeff collapsed beside me on the bed, wrapping his arm around my waist.  Rachel climbed onto the other side and began to stroke my hair.

                     “You were such a good girl,” she said.  “Did you enjoy it?”

                     “Very much,” I told her.

                     “Good.  Now don’t let any guy give you anything less.”

                     I nodded in agreement.  She leaned in and kissed me.  “Can I stay with you guys tonight?” I asked her with a hint of uncertainty.  “My parents are out of town…they wouldn’t know.”

                     She looked at Jeff and he smiled.  “Sure, sweetie,” she said.  “You’re welcome in our bed anytime.”

                     I curled into her warm body and drifted off to sleep with a smile on my face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Sharing Him with the Home Designer
          Sharing Him with the Home Designer

        

      

    
    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

      

    
    
                          My husband Jack and I had just moved in to our very first home.  We looked for over a year and saved for over five years.  I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me all over that house like I was his new bride.  I loved the idea that my body would touch walls, floors, and counters that I actually owned.

                      We had a revived honeymoon phase for about a month or so.  He fucked me on the living room rug.  He bent me over the kitchen island and fucked me with the back windows opened.  He muffled my screams so the neighbors wouldn’t hear.

                      We fucked in the bathrooms, the guest bedroom, and the laundry room.  I couldn’t get enough.  I finally felt accomplished. I was happier than I’d ever been except for the day I married Jack.  I still couldn’t believe I’d snagged such a hunk.  I was pretty, but he was big and rough with a gorgeous face.  I would’ve thought he’d be into a fellow gym addict or a blond or something.

                      Over time, as we settled into our home, I started wishing we hadn’t brought all of our old furniture in.  It barely filled up the extra space and we’d had it for years.  It didn’t really seem to match my new persona.  I wanted a real home, decorated and everything.  So, like I usually did, I begged Jack for a little extra spending money.  I had my own job, but he was the one with the big paycheck.  Our savings and fun money came out of his pay.

                      “We have furniture,” he told me with a raised eyebrow.

                      “I know,” I said.  “I want something new, though.  You’d be amazed what an interior decorator could do with the space.”

                      “What do I care what the space looks like?”

                      “Maybe they can help pick out more comfortable furniture to fuck me on,” I told him, dragging a finger up the middle of his chest.  His dark eyes stared down at me.  If you only saw his gaze, you’d think he was cold and heartless, but if you looked down, you’d see a smile forcing its way onto his face.  He suddenly seemed like a big softy.

                      “You sure know the right thing to say,” he said, grabbing my wrist and pulling me toward him.  He kissed me, shoving his tongue into my mouth and swirling it around.  I could taste vanilla from his coffee and smell his woodsy cologne.  Oh that cologne!  He always picked out the perfect scents.

                      He pulled away.  “Is that a ‘yes’?” I asked him.

                      “Yeah, yeah.  But don’t go overboard.  We still have to pay our new mortgage.”

                      We both smiled.  We were incredibly happy to be homeowners and now I was going to get to decorate my first home.
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                      I started my hunt for the best interior designer that I felt we could afford.  I asked friends, family, and even neighbors.  The neighbors were the most helpful since they lived in a similar home.  Not all of them had hired decorators, but a surprising few had.

                      “Check out Lily Collins,” said one of them.  “Her website is her name.  She does fantastic work.  She even has special payment arrangements if you need it.”

                      I thought that was weird.  I’d never heard of an interior decorator having installment plans, but what did I know?  I’d never hired a decorator before and maybe that was the newest thing.  I figured it couldn’t hurt to at least try.

                      I went home that night and looked up her website.  My jaw dropped as I loaded her portfolio.  She did beautiful stuff, but it all looked extremely expensive.  There’s no way I can afford this, I thought.  I looked everywhere for the mention of a payment arrangement, but there was nothing.

                      I was mesmerized by her design skills.  It didn’t say anywhere that she doesn’t except payment plans.  I figured it was just the sort of thing she wouldn’t want to advertise.  I had to give her a shot, right?

                      When I clicked on the contact page I discovered a photo more beautiful than her others, and it wasn’t of a room.  It was her.  She looked like a fucking model.  Her hair was blond with highlights.  Her makeup was flawless.  Her lips were pouty.  Her breasts were large without being too big.  Her clothes were tight and slightly revealing.

                      I felt my body tingle the longer I stared at her.  I couldn’t help but be attracted to her, no matter how straight I was.  I can’t let a hottie like that into my home, I thought.  What if Jack saw her and fell in love?

                      Deep down, I knew that was silly, but Lily was exactly the type I always imagined Jack with.  She’d look great hooked on his arm walking downtown.  The thought seemed so perfect I wasn’t even upset by it.  In fact, the more I thought about it, the more it turned me on.

                      What’s wrong with me?  I couldn’t believe my panties were getting wet over imagining her standing next to my husband.  Then my mind explored further…  What if they weren’t just standing together?  What if he was kissing her and ripping that tight blouse from her body.  What if he took her nipples into his mouth and slid a finger into her wet pussy?

                      My body started shaking.  I couldn’t believe how excited and heated I was getting.  Did I really like imagining him with another, hotter woman?

                      I sent Lily a contact email, requesting a quote, and mentioning the payment plan.  Then I closed my laptop, walked to the bedroom where Jack had already fallen asleep, and smiled.
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                      Lily and I sent a few e-mails back and forth. She seemed nice enough and pretty friendly. I was excited about meeting her but I was nervous also. Why did I feel this strange attraction to her? Was this going to be more than an interior decorating job?

                      We set up a meeting time at a local coffee shop. I sat in my car for a few minutes with nervous hands on the steering wheel. What if she was more attractive in person? I thought.  Little did I know how right I would be. I stepped out of my car and walked across parking lot towards the coffee shop. I recognized her instantly sitting on the patio. She was tall and slender but with curves in all the right places. Even I just wanted to bend her over right there and fuck her.

                      She didn't know what I looked like so I had to approach her. “Lily?” I asked. “Lily Collins?”

                      “Yes! You must be Brenda.”  She extended a long, slender soft hand and I reached out to grab it. The moment we touched a jolt of electricity ran through my entire body.  I was more attracted to her than I wanted to admit.

                      Her face was just as beautiful, but her lips had an even fuller pout in person.  Her legs were long and slender. Her waist was small, and her breasts spilled out over the top of her blouse. You'd think that she dealt with guys all day with the way that she dressed.

                      “So I was referred to you by a neighbor,” I told her. “She said that you offered payment plans.”

                       “Oh,” she said.   “That's just for certain types of customers.”

                      I raised an eyebrow.  “What do you mean?” I asked. “What kind of customers?”

                      “It's a little hard to explain,” she said. “Let's start by getting to know each other a little, and seeing if we can't find some things for you on your budget.”

                      I nodded. That was an acceptable enough of an answer.

                      The rest of the meeting was more casual. She asked me personal details of my life to try and get a sense of my style and what I wanted in my new home. I quickly felt like she could become a new friend. The more we spoke the more she smiled.

                      “Tell me Brenda,” she said, “Are you married?”

                      “Of course,” I said. “I'm a new homeowner.”

                      “Well, that's not very progressive of you,” she teased.

                      “Oh, I didn't mean anything by that.”

                      She reached her hand out and touched mine. “It's okay,” she said.  “I was only teasing.”  The way her fingers lingered on my skin made me melt inside.  I had the strangest urge to kiss her.  It was like the rest of the world disappeared.  I knew my fantasies were getting out of hand.  I mean, all I wanted to do was get on my knees and explore her body underneath the patio table.

                      “Well, are you ready to go shopping?”

                      “Of course!” But little did she know I was ready for much, much more.
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                      Lily quickly identified my personal style as modern mid-century.  “It’s very popular right now,” she said.  I followed her around warehouses of furniture.  Some of the items were breathtakingly beautiful, but nothing was going to keep my eyes off the swaying ass in front of me.

                      How is she so sexy?  I was having trouble focusing on anything but her.  I wanted to lay her down on one of the big, cushy beds and do the dirtiest things to her.  She probably has the cutest little face when coming.

                      Lily kept walking around, pointing at important pieces of furniture but my mind only wondered about whether or not she was a screamer in bed.

                      “What do you think about this as a focal point?”  She was pointing to a gorgeous, vintage area rug.  My first thought was to look at the price tag.

                      “Holy shit!  We can’t afford this,” I said with a look of disappointment.  What happened to her showing me things within my budget?

                      She laughed at me.  “Don’t worry.  I get a discount here, and if you do agree to a payment plan, you’ll pay less too.”

                      I didn’t see how a payment plan was going to help with that kind of money, but I was paying her for her insight at the moment so I decided to let her do her thing.

                      We walked from room to room until my feet were sore.  I couldn’t help but notice that she looked at me differently when she teased me.  It was almost flirtatious, but she didn’t exactly seem like a lesbian.  She didn’t necessarily look at me like she wanted to date me or even just fuck me.  She looked at me like she wanted to own me.  As if I’d become some precious center piece of a strange collection.

                      The more I thought about it, the more I enjoyed the idea of being owned by a powerful, seductive woman.  She had a strength about her that was sexier than any muscled man.  She seemed like she was used to getting whatever she wanted.  That didn’t really surprise me, though.  I wanted to give her whatever she wanted, too.

                      She pointed out a few more items, trying to identify a color pattern I was drawn to.  I liked vintage, but I also liked bold colors.

                      “That surprises me,” she said.  “You seem like the type who’d go for light, airy tones.  Pinks, Greys and Blues.”

                      “I do like those,” I said.  “That’s what most of my furniture looks like at the moment.  But I’ve always been drawn to bold rooms.  I’ve always wanted to be the type of person who had bold colors in the home.  I just never really know how to work with them.”

                      “That’s what I’m here for,” she said with a curious smile.  “That was a very intriguing answer.”

                      I blushed.  Was she flirting with me again?  I scolded myself.  She’s just doing her job.  She’s just being friendly.  She seems like a curious person.  It doesn’t mean anything.

                      “Now that I have a few ideas of what to buy for you, let’s go somewhere private and talk about that payment plan.”

                      “Okay,” I said, curious as to why it needed to be somewhere private.

                      I followed her to her SUV and hopped in the passenger seat.  We’d driven separately, but that was as private a spot as we were going to get for the time being.

                      “I’ve been evaluating you all day,” said Lily.  “Remember how I told you the payment plan is reserved for a certain type of customer?”

                      I nodded.  I was more than curious where this was headed.

                      “You seem like you might be a good fit for it.  How open-minded are you?”

                      “I try to be.  I don’t have a wide array of experiences to test that on, though.”

                      “Are you open to new experiences?”

                      “Where is this going?” I asked.  I was tired of dancing around the question.  This interview seemed very strange to only be for a payment arrangement.

                      “I can steeply discount you and design you a gorgeous home.  You won’t need installments, you won’t go over budget.”

                      “How can you do that?”

                      “I get something from you in return.  Something I want much more than money…”

                      “What do I have to offer?”

                      “Your husband,” she said boldly.  My heart pounded faster.

                      “How do you mean?”

                      “I looked you up after you contacted me.  I saw photos of both of you online.  You’re both insanely attractive,” she said.  I blushed at the thought of her finding me attractive.

                      She reached a hand for my shoulder and gave it a squeeze.  “I want to take your husband as payment.  I want to fuck him on all of the new furniture I’m going to buy for you.”

                      I felt my adrenaline building.  This was an insane offer, but my body seemed to crave it.  “What if he’s not up for it?”

                      She grabbed my hand and placed it on her breast.  I exhaled slowly and felt my lids lower.  “He will be,” she said.  “I don’t just have my body, you know.  People have a tendency to do what I say and give me what I want.”

                      “I gathered that from you,” I said weakly, still massaging her breast.  She pulled my hand away and set it back down in my lap.

                      “So those are my terms.  Do we have an agreement?”

                      I started to open my mouth but she placed a hand over it.  “No.  Don’t tell me.  Let me feel you agree.”  She reached a hand between my thighs, sliding it slowly up my skirt.  I couldn’t believe she was feeling me up in her car.  Her fingers grazed my soaking wet panties and she smiled.

                      “Seems like we have a deal,” she said.  She removed her hand and I sat in silence.  “I’ll start delivering things to your house.  Then I’ll arrange it just so.  Then I’ll fuck your hunk of a husband everywhere.”

                      I nodded in disbelief and then climbed out of her car.  The world around me was spinning.  Did I really just agree to let her fuck my husband?  What other choice do I have?

                      I wanted her to have him, and I wanted to have a newly decorated home.  Everything about Lily excited me.  Everything turned me on.  I felt my senses come alive in a way I hadn’t felt since I first fell in love with Jack.
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                      I didn't know how she was going to get my husband to go along with the idea. As much as I was turned on by the idea did Jack was a pretty loyal husband. I thought about how lucky I was to have snagged a guy like him.

                      Soon enough, furniture and decor started arriving at my home. Lily came over a few days a week to try and rearrange everything. She looked at my old furniture curiously and always with a smile. She kept saying things like she couldn't wait to fuck Jack on every new piece of furniture coming into the house. I almost couldn't believe that she would actually go through with it. It was such a crazy plan. But that just made it all the easier to go along with.

                      A few weeks later my entire home was furnished with top-of-the-line vintage mid-century pieces. It looked absolutely gorgeous. Lily did a wonderful job. I wondered, if she did this good of a job on interior decorating, how good would she be at fucking my husband?

                      I hadn't heard from her for a while, so I almost thought that she had forgotten about our arrangement. Maybe I'd gotten off scot-free. Maybe I got a steep discount for nothing.

                      I was so wrong though. Jack and I came back from a date one night and her car was there. Jack turned to me with a curious expression.  “Is she doing more work this late at night?”

                      “I don't know,” I said. “Let me go talk to her.”

                      As I walked to her car, I knew that this was it. She had come to collect. Was she going to make me watch the whole thing? Was she going to send me away?

                      She stepped outside of her car and smiled. “Well?” she asked.  “Aren't you going to invite me in for drinks?

                      I couldn't tell her no. I couldn't send her away.  I walked back to Jack and told him, “I invited her in for drinks.”  He looked at me strangely but shrugged it off.

                      The three of us went inside but I felt my body tensing the entire time. Was this really happening? Did I really think I could get away with it without giving her my husband?

                      The three of us sat in the living room on my new mid-century furniture. “So,” said Lily “I'm guessing Brenda didn't tell you about our little arrangement.”  She looked at Jack with a piercing gaze.

                      “What arrangement was that?” he asked in a manly tone.

                      “It's a sort of payment arrangement we came to agree on.”  She looked at me and smiled. I remembered her hand traveling up my thigh to my wet panties.

                       “Yes, we agreed,” I said.

                      “Agreed on what?” he asked.

                      “Do you want to tell him or should I?” asked Lily.

                      I was shaking. I couldn't admit to myself what I had done. As much as I wanted it, I was embarrassed to let Jack find out that I had traded him for vintage furniture.

                      “Jack, your wife wanted new decor so badly that she traded the one thing she loved most. She traded you.”

                      “What the hell?” he asked.  “What does that mean?”

                      “It means you can fuck me if you like,” she said. “Don't worry.  Your wife wants to watch.”

                      He turned to me suddenly with a look of shock. “Is this true?” he asked.  I nodded. I avoided his gaze out of shame.

                      “See?” teased Lily. “I told you.”

                      She stood up slowly and began unbuttoning her blouse. She slid her blouse down off her shoulders and tossed it on the couch. Her large, full breasts were nearly busting out of her black lace bra. They were just begging to be touched, to be kissed, to be licked.

                      I sank further into my seat partly out of embarrassment and partly out of shame. I looked at Jack whose eyes were mesmerized by the beautiful breasts before him. I knew he'd always wanted a girl like that, even if he could only try her for a night.

                      She walked over to him, grabbed his hands and placed them on her breasts.  She towered over him.  Her breasts hovered over his face.  She pulled down the cups of her bra until her nipples were exposed.  She placed a hand behind his head and pulled his face to her chest.

                      She tugged on his chin until his mouth opened.  He looked at me with nervous eyes.  I nodded and bit my lower lip.  I wanted him to have her.  I wanted to watch them.

                      Once he knew he had my consent, he gave into his deeper desires.  He grabbed her large breast with both hands and wrapped his lips around her erect nipple.  She leaned her head back and moaned while he flicked his tongue across her sensitive nub.

                      “Oh!” she cried.  “Your husband’s mouth feels so good on my skin.”  My panties were soaked and my legs quivered in delight.  I moved to the edge of my seat and leaned forward to watch.

                      “See?” said Lily to Jack.  “She’s eager to watch.”

                      At that announcement, Jack reached around for the clasp of Lily’s bra and unfastened it.  He quickly tore her skirt and panties down to her ankles.  I caught a small glimpse of her trimmed pussy.  It was as wet as I was and it looked tight.

                      My body filled with heat as I watched them.  Jack placed his mouth on her nipples again, but this time he slid a finger up inside her cunt.  She straddled his lap while he played with her pussy.  He devoured her like he’d been starving up until now.

                      I felt my own nipples stand to attention inside my bra.  My pussy ached to be touched.  I couldn’t believe I was watching my husband with another woman.  I couldn’t believe I’d exchanged him as payment for a beautiful home.

                      She rode over his lap and hand a few minutes while moaning.  Then she climbed off of him and dropped to her knees on the floor.  She reached over for my husband’s pants and boxers and pulled them down to his knees.  As she leaned over, I could see her perfect slit peeking through the small triangular gap in her thighs.  I wanted to reach out and touch it.  I wanted to lick her to orgasm almost as much as I wanted to watch her fuck my husband.

                      She cooed at the sight of my husband’s long, thick cock.  She wrapped her soft fingers around its girth and licked her lips. She lowered her head and wrapped her lips around the tip.

                      She slid her mouth further down his shaft.  Jack’s head leaned back and he groaned.  He twisted in his seat.  She was driving him wild.  I couldn’t help but wonder what she was doing that I couldn’t see.  What movements did she make with her tongue?

                      I watched as Lily gave him more pleasure than I ever could.  I loved seeing him overpowered by her beauty and sexual talents.  I loved seeing him vulnerable underneath her.  She sucked in her cheeks and moved her head up and down.  She swallowed the entire length of his cock.  She fondled his balls and bobbed her head faster.  I knew my husband and he was about to come.

                      She pulled off quickly and dropped her hand.  “Not yet,” she said.  “You’re going to come inside my tight, wet pussy.  Your wife is going to watch.”

                      “Without a condom?” he asked nervously.

                      “Precisely.  I want your wife to see your come fill me up and spill out of me.  I want my bare pussy to rub against your dick so that she tastes it any time she goes down on you.”

                      Jack was amazed by her speech and I was on edge.  Fuck this is hot.  Why is this turning me on so much?  Lily was opening me up to a whole new level of excitement.  I was seeing a new world unfold before my eyes.

                      She stood up, straddled his lap once again, and pressed the tip of his raging hard cock against her wet slit.  She rocked her hips over it, sliding it over her folds.  I watched as her slit opened, begging for him to enter. She sank her hips down over him, sliding in every inch of his cock.

                      It split her open, but she liked the pain.  She moaned and then laughed when it was all the way in.  She rotated her hips over him.  He looked as if he couldn’t handle how perfect her pussy was.  I felt my first wave of envy, but it was a twisted envy.  I was more jealous that he was getting to fuck Lily than I was that she was getting to fuck him.

                      I dragged my fingers along my neck and felt a few beads of sweat forming.  Lily lifted her hips up and back down, gliding over my husband’s slick cock.  I wanted to lick him clean and taste her while I did it.  I wanted to lick her while she rode him.

                      She picked up speed, bracing herself against his chest.  She lifted herself up high and pushed his cock back inside.  Each time she slammed down I saw him stretch her open.  They both moaned in ecstasy.  I watched Lily’s toned curves writhe above my husband.  She was playing with him as much as she was getting off.  I couldn’t help but smile.

                      She was talented.  Her round ass bounced over and over again.  My husband’s balls swelled and tightened.  He placed his hands on her hips and gripped tightly.  He was enjoying himself.  He loved having his thick cock slide in and out of this new woman’s pussy.

                      Just when he was about to come again, she pulled her hips off.  “Not yet,” she said.  Then she leaned down and took his lower lip between her teeth.  She bit him gently and then climbed off of him.  She turned around, straddling him again.  This time, her ass faced him and her gorgeous round breasts faced me.

                      She winked at me and smiled.  “Help guide him inside,” she told me.  I got on my knees in front of them and wrapped my hand around his shaft.  I watched Lily circle her dripping wet cunt above his tip as she searched for the right spot.  Then she sank her pussy over it.  I watched him disappear inside of her and I could almost feel myself drooling.

                      She reached for my hand and placed it on her breast.  “Lick me so I can come on your husband’s big cock.”

                      My eyes widened.  Was I really going to get my wish?  I leaned my head forward and stuck out my tongue.  I circled it around her clit and traced her folds.  She rocked her hips over Jack’s cock as I slid my tongue across her skin.  She reached down and grabbed my head, pressing my face closer to her pussy.

                      I could smell her sex mixed with Jack’s.  I felt my pussy throb at the scent.  I was glad to finally be a part of the epic event.  I flicked my tongue across her clit, learning from Lily’s moans.

                      “Just like that,” she cooed.  She rocked her hips faster until they held still altogether.  Her pussy clenched around Jack’s cock and she let out a whimper.  “Oh!  I’m going to come all over your husband’s hard cock!”

                      Just then I heard Jack let out a groan.  I saw his cock throb inside Lily’s pussy as he shot his load deep inside of her.  She let out a wild scream and shook above me.  She gripped my hair tightly in her fingers as she came.

                      She pulled off of him and pointed to Jack’s messy cock.  “Clean it,” she said.

                      “Yes, ma’am,” I replied.  I took Jack’s cock into my mouth and sucked him clean.  I could taste the inside of her pussy all over him and I knew his cock would never be the same to me again.  I didn’t mind. I liked him better this way.

                      Lily lay her back on the floor with her legs spread.  “Now come clean me.”  I crawled over to her and buried my face into her pussy.  I licked every drop between her folds.  I slid my tongue deep inside her wet hole and drank every ounce of my husband’s come.

                      Lily pulled back when I was finished and inspected herself.  “Good girl,” she said.

                      She got dressed and Jack pulled his pants back up.  My panties were still soaking wet, but I liked it that way.  I knew sex with Jack was going to be much more exciting after that night.

                      “So that’s piece number one,” she said, surveying the room.  “Looks like I’ll need to fuck him at least twenty or thirty more times if we’re going to make a mess on every new piece of furniture.”

                      Jack looked at me with wide, apologetic eyes.  “I guess you are,” I replied playfully so Jack would know I was interested in the idea.

                      Lily sat next to me and wrapped her arms around me as if she were my mother.  She stroked my hair and whispered, “Good girl.”

                      We finished the night with drinks.  Lily was a tease.  She wanted to string out our arrangement as long as possible.  So the rest of the night was full of how she’d like to fuck Jack in this table or that chair.  The two of us grew hotter and hotter with each new sentence that left Lily’s mouth.

                      “Then what?” I asked, fearful that she’d leave once she’d been paid.

                      “Then I fuck your man just for the hell of it,” she said, walking toward the front door.  I opened it for her and she kissed me goodbye.  Her tongue slid inside of my mouth and swirled around.  She gently caressed my breasts before breaking our kiss.

                      “Go take care of your wife,” she told Jack.  “She deserves a good fucking with that new come-covered cock of yours.”

                      I blushed and watched her walk to her car.  The house already felt empty without her, but I was quickly distracted by Jack’s arms wrapping around my waist.

                      “You really surprised me tonight,” he whispered.

                      “I think I surprised myself,” I replied.  He laughed and slid a hand between my thighs.

                      “What do you say we go take care of those dirty panties of yours?”

                      I giggled as he kissed my neck tenderly.  I followed him upstairs, but somehow I knew it wouldn’t be the same without Lily.

                      I’ll just have to imagine she’s there, I thought.  A smile slowly stretched across my face.
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                      The restaurant that Kendra took us to was a bit fancier than I had expected. The three of us sat down in an elegant red booth and ordered our food. I still wasn’t sure of Kendra’s motive yet, but I was never the type to turn down a good meal. I looked across the table at her gorgeous face and piercing eyes. Every time she looked at me chills crawled all over my skin. I still couldn’t get over how beautiful they were together as a couple. It was like they picked each other for the sake of their beauty. Of course what did I know about them? Maybe they were deeply, truly in love.

                     “So, Alice. How did you get into beauty pageants?” Asked Kendra. As I began to respond, detailing my past of winning pageant after pageant, I noticed Dave letting his gaze wander all over my body. At least the part he could see anyway. I again felt a tingle in my body and a heat growing between my legs. Despite our very innocent conversation, I couldn’t help but picture them naked, fucking each other. They were both just so perfect looking that I couldn’t believe it.

                     “And that’s how I ended up here,” I finished. Alice’s leg accidentally bumped into mine underneath the table. Our bare knees glided along each other’s thighs. I wondered if she meant to do that. I wondered if she did it on purpose. I quickly brushed the thought away, and return to my salad and appetizers.

                     “Well,” said Dave, “you are certainly our favorite girl.” His compliment surprised me since he hardly said anything since I met him. It was reassuring, however, to know that he was on the same page as Kendra. I wasn’t sure yet whatever that page might be.

                     “Thank you,” I said while bowing my head and blushing. I’d been told I was beautiful before. I’d been told that I was beautiful by a lot of people, but somehow it was different coming from them. Maybe it was because I thought they were both far more beautiful than I was. Maybe it was because I had a strange attraction to both of them. Whatever the case, I just wanted to please them in any way I possible.

                     “Excuse me if this is prying too much into your personal life,” started Alice. “But how is your sex life? You’re very beautiful. I’m sure you’re fighting off men with a stick.”

                     Again I blushed. “It’s mild, I suppose.” I looked up through the tops of my eyelids at Kendra who was staring at me inquisitively. God she was beautiful. I wanted her to ask me what they brought me here to ask me. I could tell she was still trying to feel out my boundaries. She was trying to see how far she could go without upsetting me.

                     I did something bold, something I’ve never done before. I slipped my foot out of my heel, and I dragged my toes along Kendra’s bare calf. Her eyes widened but otherwise her expression remained the same. Dave was none the wiser to what was going on underneath the table and right next to him.

                     “I need to use the ladies room,” said Kendra. “Would you like to join me?”

                     I nodded confidently. Dave’s face lit up as if he assumed there was a shift in our relationship. I wondered if this was typical of them. Did they always bring home strange women? If they did, I wondered what they did with them.

                     I slipped my foot back in my heel and stood up after Kendra. I followed her back to the ladies room until we were both safely inside. We were the only two in the bathroom and the tension that was growing was palpable. I felt my heart pounding and my adrenaline racing. I wasn’t prepared for what was about to happen next.

                     Kendra’s gaze swept over the length of my body, lingering on my pelvis. The way she stared at me made me yearn for her touch. She took a step closer, reaching her hands out for mine. I reached my hands toward her until my fingertips slid into her palms. Her palms were soft and warm and a jolt of electricity rushed through my veins.

                     Kendra took another step closer until we were inches apart, our breath sweeping across each other’s cheeks. She leaned her head in and puckered her lips. I let my eyelids drop slowly as I prepared for her kiss. I felt her soft warm flesh press into my mouth. Suddenly, something wild had taken over my body. I’d never been with a woman before, but I wanted to be with her.

                     Our lips parted and our tongues intertwined. Her mouth was soft and slick. Her skin smelled of vanilla and lilac. She clasped my hands in her hands tightly. Then she released them and moved her grip to my hips. She pulled me into her until her breasts were touching. She kissed me harder and deeper, probing her tongue in further.

                     I felt the wetness building in my panties unlike ever before. My pussy was hot and swollen and eager for her touch or tongue. She was an amazing kisser, but more amazing than that was the feeling that she was right for me.

                     She pushed me up against the bathroom wall and let her hands travel up to my breasts. Our breathing grew heavy and her skin flushed pink. As her palms brushed across my nipples I moaned. I tried to stay quiet but I couldn’t help myself. She pulled back from her kiss, looked at me, and smiled.

                     “You’re a sensitive little thing, aren’t you?” She asked with a teasing expression.

                     “I told you. My sex life is mild at best.”

                     “What do you say we spice it up a little then?” I nodded. I didn’t care what she had in mind when she said spice it up, but if it involved her then I was game for anything.

                     She leaned in and kissed me again while squeezing my tits. Then she pulled back, grabbed my hand, and led me from the ladies room. We returned to our table, where Dave was looking at us curiously.

                     “Get the check,” she said. “I have our dessert right here.” Kendra turned to me and winked. I was still breathing heavily from our small interaction in the bathroom.
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                      When the three of us piled back into Kendra’s car, I assumed we are going back to her house or Dave’s. I was very surprised when I saw that she was bringing me back to the pageant venue. It was nearly dark now, and all the cars had left the parking lot. The warm glow of her headlights painted the outside wall of the auditorium. I swallowed hard. Kendra had a deeper fascination with pageantry than I thought.

                     The three of us exited. Dave and I followed Kendra inside. Kendra seemed to know where everything was. She reached her arm out for a light switch and flipped it on, illuminating the long hallway that I was already well familiar with. We followed the sound of her clicking heels until we reached the stage that I would soon perform on.

                     I watched her jump from the stage, and walk past all the rows of seats until she had reached the lighting room. I watched through a long pane of glass as she entered and started flipping switches. Moments later, Dave and I were bathed in a cool blue light on our left and the crimson light on our right. We looked practically like aliens under this type of lighting, but it was alluring in a way.

                     The tingling returned all over my body when I noticed Dave staring at me. This time his eyes lingered shamelessly on my breasts and only left to peek at the space between my legs. I bit my lower lip. As much as I had wanted Kendra, at this strange moment I wanted Dave even more.

                     Kendra left the lighting booth and walked to the front row in the audience. She sat directly center and nodded toward Dave. I didn’t know how she knew so much about this place, but I didn’t care. Everything about Kendra and Dave since the moment I had met them excited me. They excited me in a way I’d never known. I was starting to learn Kendra and Dave’s secret language. When she had nodded at him and he started to step toward me, I wasn’t at all surprised.

                     So I stepped toward Dave. I also reached for my tank top and slowly pulled above my head. Dave turned his head toward Kendra with wide eyes after gazing upon my nearly naked breasts. I didn’t take my eyes off Dave for a second.

                     “She’s a fast learner. Isn’t she?” I heard Kendra’s voice travel across the stage to us. Dave turned his head back toward me and licked his lips. I was used to being on display, but never like this. I felt an entirely new world open up to me.

                     Dave and I stopped walking toward each other when we were merely inches apart. My breasts were heaving just under his chest, and his eyes reflected the red and blue lights. I felt his hands caress my hips, sliding slowly up to my chest. He cupped my breasts and I moaned. As much as I’d wanted Kendra to touch me before, there was something exciting about knowing that she was watching. There was something adventurous about sharing her man.

                     Dave leaned in and pressed his lips to mine, slowly sliding his tongue into my mouth. He reached behind me and unclasped my bra. I watched it fall to the floor, catching hints of red and blue in its white fabric. Dave placed his hands on my neck as we kissed then slowly slid his palms down until they were covering my bare tits. I let a small moan escaped my lips and I turned my gaze to Kendra. She was smiling, but more importantly she was shifting in her seat uncomfortably. It was as if she had a desire that needed to be fulfilled and she was right on the edge of achieving it.

                     As she shifted, I saw her skirt slide up slowly until I caught a small peak of her panties underneath. They were soaking wet. My heart fluttered. I moved my hand to Dave’s belt and worked quickly. Dave removed his T-shirt and I dropped his pants to the floor. I gasped when I saw his cock. It was huge and thick. I turned to Kendra with astonishment and slight concern.

                     “Don’t worry. He’ll be gentle with you. Unless of course I tell him otherwise.”

                     I turned back to Dave and he smiled. I fully surrendered myself to him. I handed myself over to the whims of Kendra’s fantasies. I dropped to my knees, opened my mouth, and gave my first blow job. His cock was so long I could hardly fit more than half of it in my mouth at a time. The tip hit the back of my throat over and over again. His fingers weaved through my hair helping to guide me in the rhythm that pleased him.

                     “I’m going to come,” moaned Dave.

                     “Not yet,” said Kendra. “I want to see you fuck our little Alice’s pussy first.”

                     He pulled out of me with a pop sound, and I gasped for air. I hadn’t realized how close I’d been to choking. It was invigorating. Sucking Dave’s cock in front of Kendra on stage underneath these blue and red lights felt surreal. My skin tingled. My heart raced. My fantasies ran wild.

                     Dave laid me down gently on the stage. I felt the cool wood slabs underneath me. My nipples hardened a little more, and Dave leaned down and wrapped his lips around one of my nubs. He sucked and flicked his tongue across the skin, sending electric shocks through me. As he sucked and flicked, he reached for my shorts and slid them along with my panties down my legs.

                     He slid a hand between my legs until he came into contact with my wetness. I let out a loud moan. I couldn’t stay silent any longer.

                     I turned my head toward Kendra with my mouth open wide. She stood up from her center seat and walked toward the edge of the stage. She leaned her arms over the wood and turned her head sideways as she watched. She bit her lower lip and almost panted in unison with me. It was as if she was getting off without so much as being touched.

                     Dave slid a finger inside of me. I felt his hot throbbing cock against my thigh. I wanted him inside of me, and I wanted Kendra to watch.

                     “Please,” I begged.

                     “Please what?” Asked Kendra. I looked at her as if her question was painful. She only smiled.

                     I turned back to Dave and said, “Please fuck me.”

                     “You heard the girl,” said Kendra in a seductive tone. Dave nodded, eager to obey all commands.

                     He slid his hand between my thighs and separated my legs. He slid his body between them until the tip of his cock was resting against my hot wet slit. I arched my back and begged again. “Please fuck me,” I said in a half moan.

                     I pushed my hips against him until I felt his head splitting me open. I let Dave do the rest. I turned my head to Kendra and watched her as she watched me. It was almost ethereal. It was spiritual. It was love and lust and desire and respect. It was the deepest union I’d ever formed.

                     Dave slid in deeper. I pushed my hips further against him. Soon I felt him fill me up completely. Kendra rocked her body against the stage, but both of her hands were visible. She wasn’t touching herself, but she was still close to coming.

                     I wrapped my arms around Dave’s neck, keeping my gaze on Kendra the entire time. He pulled out of me slowly and then pushed back in. He pulled out again and pushed. Pulled and pushed. I rocked my hips slowly and I only picked up pace when he did. Soon I had stretched fully to accommodate his girth and length. The pain of the initial splitting wore off and I felt nothing but ecstasy.

                     Kendra’s mouth hung open, her tongue occasionally stretched out across her lips. She was beautiful and powerful, but so is Dave. I was completely submissive to their desires. I was overtaken by them and I loved every second of it.

                     As Dave pushed in and pulled out and Kendra watched, I was surprised to feel myself climax from intercourse alone. I rocked my hips and arched my back. I let out a low, deep moan that filled every inch of space in the auditorium. I heard it reverberate off the walls as if we were underwater. Seconds later, an echo followed. The echo came from Kendra’s slender throat. She came next to the stage.

                     That was Dave’s queue, as I imagined it always was. He thrust harder and faster. I felt my back slide against the polished wood. I held onto him tightly, and wrapped my legs around his waist. He lifted his head up, opened his mouth wide and released a roar. His scream sounded more powerful than even the most dangerous animal. Then I felt his come spill into me and fill me up.

                     He pulled out of me slowly and lay down beside me. I felt his come spill from my pussy onto the stage. I couldn’t help but smile. None of the other girls would know what happened here tonight. None of the other girls would know that they were walking just above where Dave came inside of me. I liked having my own little secret. I felt naughty.

                     Kendra climbed up to the stage and lay down on the other side of me. The three of us panted in unison as we stared up into the dim red and blue lights. It had been the single best night of my entire life, and I had had no idea it was about to happen.

                     When the three of us had caught our bearings, we got dressed and then went out for drinks. The rest of the night is just a simple social gathering. Nobody in any of the bars knew where we’d just been or what we’d just done. It made me feel powerful and sexy.

                     By the time the competition came around, I was closer to these two judges then any of the other girls. Kendra offered to help me win first place, but I warned her it wasn’t my style. I told her she had already given me the best award anyway. Soon it felt like we were strange sisters with a bond stronger than twins.

                     I did many more pageants after that, but with one very new tradition. I would always fuck Dave on the stage I’d be walking on while Kendra watched. I knew this new tradition wouldn’t die when I stopped doing pageants. It was something I wanted to be a part of the rest of my life. Part of me hoped it would always be with Kendra and Dave.
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                    Mrs. Wilkes was the toughest professor Will or I had ever been taught by.  We knew that going into her class, which is why we signed up together.  We’d heard the rumors around campus and she lived up to every single one of them.  Seniors warned juniors who warned sophomores.  What Will and I didn’t know was how incredibly sexy she would be.

                    On the first day of class, my jaw dropped to the floor.  Will tried to hide his attraction to her, but I’d been with him for almost a year.  I knew him inside and out.  I couldn’t exactly blame the poor guy.  If I thought she was sexy then of course he would.  She wore tight business clothes; a button down blouse in a deep plum and a black pencil skirt.  She wore tall heels on her feet and her legs were slender and toned.  Her ass was the perfect size, a small curve in her tight skirt.  Her breasts pushed against the constraining buttons of her blouse.  Her hair was sandy blond and pulled into a twist on the back of her head.  She wore thick, black glasses that made her look more like an actress playing a professor than someone who actually needed glasses.

                    It seemed as if her tough teaching was to make up for the fact that she was stunningly gorgeous, as if she wanted to prove that she was more than just good looks.  Her assignments were difficult, but the way she enjoyed humiliating her students was completely uncalled for.  She loved calling on people she knew were struggling and criticizing them when they gave the wrong answers.

                    One day, she turned on Will.  I’d been getting by alright in her class, but Will was falling behind.  In fact, it was mostly guys that fell behind in her class because they were too distracted by her body.  She was more beautiful than any actress and it was all natural.  She seemed like a dream girl, not a college professor.  I don’t know if the girls were less distracted by her beauty or just better at juggling work with pleasure.

                    The day she embarrassed my boyfriend made sad for him.  He blushed and stumbled over his words and I cringed at the sight.  I loved him and hated seeing him so humiliated.  Part of me, though, enjoyed the dominance she exerted over her students.  She seemed more powerful than anyone I’d ever met and I envied that.  I’d always been shy and uncertain of myself.  I was always grateful that Will had seen something in me that I couldn’t.  I wished I could repay him somehow for his devotion to me.

                    When Mrs. Wilkes called out my boyfriend in class, I felt as if she were giving me the perfect opportunity to show him my appreciation.  I decided that after class, I would go to Mrs. Wilkes myself and stand up for him along with the rest of our classmates.  No one deserved to be treated that way even if they were terrible at the given assignments.

                    Mrs. Wilkes must’ve sensed my lack of confidence when I approached her.  She folded her arms across her large breasts and raised one eyebrow at me.  I watched it arch above the frame of her glasses and she pressed her lips tightly together.  I stood nearly a foot away from her, but was close enough to smell her rose petal perfume.  She smelled much sweeter than she appeared which caused a stir of conflicting emotions to run through me.

                    “How can I help you, Amber?” she asked.  I couldn’t believe she remembered my name in a sea of over one hundred students.  I was taken aback by the realization and spent the next few minutes trying to remember what I’d approached her for.

                    “You called on my boyfriend today, in class,” I said finally.  “His name is Will and I just think you were a little harsh on him.”

                    “Is that so?” she asked while her lips curled up into a sly smile.  I realized suddenly that I was in over my head.  This woman was too powerful and too confident.  I was no match for her and worried that I may have made matters worse.

                    I nodded silently, afraid of the next words that would come out of her mouth.

                    “Perhaps your boyfriend should study more in class,” she said.  “You have far better grades than him.  Maybe you should teach him a thing or two.”

                    “I try to, but all the guys in here are just too distracted,” I blurted out.  When I realized what I’d said, I covered my mouth quickly with both hands as if that alone would prevent me from saying anything else that was stupid.

                    “Distracted by what, exactly?”  Her face twisted up in a fit of anger.  She apparently knew what I meant without me even having to say it.  “If it’s what I think it is,” she continued, “then Will is in big trouble.”

                    I felt my legs shaking and my heart racing.  “What do you mean?”  I mumbled the words through quaking lips.  Fuck me. I always make shit worse.

                    “How would you feel about a little extra credit assignment for him?” she asked.  My fear subsided but was quickly replaced by confusion.  She said he was in trouble and now she’s offering him extra credit?

                    “It won’t be easy,” she added.  “You and Will can’t tell anyone I let you have one, either.”  I shook my head quickly to let her know that her secret was safe with us.  “Good.  Tell him to meet me tomorrow during office hours.  Make sure you come with him.”

                    I didn’t understand at the time why she needed me there, but I wasn’t brave enough to argue with her.  I was just glad to be getting out of the situation with my dignity still intact.

                    

                    “She said what?” asked Will when I told him about the assignment.

                    “That we have to meet her to receive extra credit.”

                    “Why would she offer us that?  She hates everyone.”

                    “She doesn’t hate everyone,” I told him, unsure of why exactly I was defending her.  After all, I had no proof that she didn’t hate all of us.  “The assignment seems generous, don’t you think?  Doesn’t that mean she doesn’t hate us?”

                    “It still sounds sketchy,” he said, dropping his hands to his side.  I could see him relaxing to the idea even if he didn’t want to admit it yet.  “I guess it’s worth a shot.”

                    I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him.  “I’m sure it’ll be fine,” I told him.

                    

                    The next day we met Mrs. Wilkes at her office just like she had asked.  She had her head down over some papers.  She had the non-ink end of a ballpoint pen pushed against her lips as her eyes scanned the essays she was grading.  Will and I stood in her doorway for a good thirty seconds before she noticed us.  When she did, she lifted her eyes up slowly and a smile crossed her face.

                    “Come in, you two,” she said in a much friendlier tone than I’d ever heard her use before.  “And lock the door.”  Will turned to me with an expression of curiosity on his face.  I shrugged my shoulders and we stepped inside, locking the door behind us.

                    “I’m here to see about that extra credit assignment,” said Will, assertive as ever.  I was glad that I didn’t have to be the one to speak.  The day before had practically taken every ounce of confidence I had out of me.

                    “How long have you two been together?” she asked while leaning back in her chair.  She removed her glasses and reached behind her head to release the clip in her hair.  Her gorgeous locks fell in waves around her shoulders and somehow she looked more beautiful than ever before.

                    “A year,” I said immediately as if she had control over my voice.  Will looked at me with a raised eyebrow and then turned back to her.

                    “Why do you need to know that?” he asked.

                    Mrs. Wilkes ignored his question and continued.  “How open are you two to new experiences?”

                    “Very,” I blurted out again.  I wasn’t sure what had come over me, but I felt the strong urge to impress her and win her over.  Will turned to me again with a look of frustration.  It was as if we were trying to buy a car and I was ready to purchase it at sticker price and he wanted to negotiate.

                    “Excellent,” said Mrs. Wilkes.  “I have a proposal for the two of you, but it can never leave this office.  First, I need to know how desperate you are to earn extra credit?”

                    This time, I turned to Will and waited for his response.  He seemed taken over by the same lack of willpower that I’d been exhibiting.  “Very,” he said finally, bringing a mischievous smile to Mrs. Wilkes slender face.

                    She nodded and then stood up from her chair.  She walked to the window behind her that stretched from ceiling to floor.  She reached for the blinds and lowered them to give us complete privacy.  She walked back toward her desk until she was standing between the two of us and the edge of it.  She backed up slightly until her thighs touched the edge of the desk.  She pushed a few things out of the way behind her and then hoisted herself up to sitting.

                    “Then get on your knees and beg for it,” she said to Will.  He looked at me again with concern, but I nodded for him to follow orders.  He slowly lowered to his knees while keeping his gaze locked on Mrs. Wilkes.  She reached for the bottom of her skirt and shimmied up her slender thighs.  I bit my lower lip when I caught a glimpse of her bright red panties.  Within seconds, her skirt was sitting around her waist revealing every inch of her legs and the small space between.

                    Will still kept his focus on her, but I could see his pants growing tighter.  Knowing he was getting hard made my pussy wet and I wondered how long I could keep standing.  I shifted my thighs together as if that could quell my desire, but instead it only made things worse.

                    Our sexy professor reached for her panties and slowly pulled them down her legs.  I saw a dripping wet and trimmed pussy underneath.  My blood pounded in my ears.  Will’s primal instincts were kicking in and he was fully hard.  I sat in the nearest seat, hoping Mrs. Wilkes would allow me to rest as I took in the sight of her.  She glanced at me and smiled.  I felt a sense of gratitude as if she’d just granted me permission without saying a word.

                    Mrs. Wilkes pushed her ankles together to slide her panties over her tall black heels.  She tossed them to the side and spread her legs far apart on her desk.  She curled her index finger and motioned for Will to come closer.  He didn’t look at me for permission, but it wouldn’t have mattered because he had it.  I wanted to see how far she was going to take this.  I wanted to see Mrs. Wilkes completely naked for myself.

                    Will shuffled his knees against the carpet as he moved in between her legs.  His face was inches from her pussy.  Mrs. Wilkes leaned her head back and exhaled.  She placed a hand on his head and pulled him all the way in.  I watched him stretch out his tongue and flatten it against her wet slit.  He wrapped his lips around her mound, sucking in his cheeks a little.

                    “Ohhh,” she moaned as she felt my boyfriend’s mouth on her pussy.  I shifted awkwardly in my seat.  I was so turned on that I didn’t know what to do with myself.  I watched eagerly as my boyfriend earned his extra credit.  Though now I could see how much easier it’d be to earn than a good grade in her tough class.

                    He pushed his tongue inside of her slit and dragged it up to her small clit.  She slowly unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the cups of her bra down so that her bare breasts were exposed.  I saw her tiny pink nipples harden as he teased her.  She reached down for his hands and brought them up to her breasts.  He massaged them and lapped at her pussy.

                    I couldn’t help but rock my hips in my seat while watching.  I’d never imagined my boyfriend with another woman, but I mostly never imagined that it would turn me on so much.  Of course, it was mostly that it was with Mrs. Wilkes.  No man or woman could deny her sexual fulfillment.  All we saw when we looked at her was sex.  Now, though, I was finding out why she was so tough.  It wasn’t just that she was trying to prove herself.  She also got off to being tough.  It turned her on to be in control.  It aroused her to humiliate people.  It was her addiction and I wanted to keep feeding it to her.

                    She grabbed Will’s head with both hands and rocked her hips against his face.  He struggled for air but kept licking dutifully.  The sight of his face pressed up to her pussy was the most intoxicating sight I’d ever seen.  I wanted to drink in that image forever.  I wanted to slide a hand between my legs and masturbate to it.

                    I rested my hands on my thighs and leaned back in my chair.  I kept my eyes on Mrs. Wilkes to see if she would notice.  I slid a hand on the inside of one thigh and slowly dragged it upward.

                    “Not so fast, Amber,” she scolded.  Her body shook with ferocity, but she was still ready to discipline me.  “You’ll get your turn,” she said.  I nodded and quickly pulled my hands from my lap.  It was almost torture to not be able to relieve myself of the building pressure between my legs.

                    Mrs. Wilkes’ body shook and she pushed Will’s face in deeper.  His tongue swirled in and out of her folds and dipped back inside of her slit.  He looked up at her, still holding onto her tits and massaging them.  I watched her arch her back and let out set of whimpering howls.  She was trying to keep quiet but failing miserably.  The fact that she couldn’t keep control of her own arousal excited me.  I wanted to make her scream with ecstasy.  I wanted to make her feel so good that the neighboring offices heard her moans.  I wondered if I would ever get my chance.

                    Mrs. Wilkes came down gracefully and Will pulled his face from her lap.  As if he finally remembered I was in the room, he turned to look at me with concern.  He mouthed an apology and I mouthed that it was okay.  He smiled but it was half-hearted as if he was still worried we’d be breaking up later that day.  I couldn’t blame him for finding her irresistible though, and I wanted him to please her.  I wanted to watch her come again and again.  It was the most majestic sight.  I wanted to make her body quiver again.

                    She hopped down from the desk and brought Will up to standing.  She pressed her lips to his, kissing him for the first time.  As her tongue probed his mouth, her hand roamed over his growing erection.  I shifted in my seat again, desperate to feel some relief from the heat that was building in her office.

                    Our professor unfastened his jeans and slid her hand inside.  Through the fabric, I could make out the motions of her stroking him.  He groaned mid-kiss and she smiled.  She lowered to her knees and brought his jeans and boxers with her.  His cock shot forward, eager to be touched and sucked.

                    “Oh fuck,” she cried when she saw how long and thick he was.  “You make sure to hang onto this one,” she told me.  I nodded, willing to do anything she told me to.  She turned back to his throbbing cock and wrapped her soft hand around the base of his shaft.  She stroked it back and forth a few times before parting her lips.  She wrapped them around the tip of his cock and his eyes rolled into the back of his head.

                    She sucked in her cheeks and drew him further in.  I knew when he’d hit the back of her throat because she gagged a little on it.  I sat forward in my seat, eager to get a closer look.  Will kept his head lowered so he could watch the sexy teacher suck him off.  He could barely keep his eyes open, though, due to the pleasure being so intense.

                    She moved her head back and forth, twisting her grip on his shaft as she expertly sucked.  I watched her every movement and mentally took notes on how to better please my boyfriend.  Mrs. Wilkes knew what she was doing because it wasn’t long before his abs clenched underneath his tight shirt.  I could see by the look in his eyes and the tightness of his muscles that he was preparing to come.  I bit my lower lip again and huffed out a little of my own tension.

                    He gripped the edge of the desk as he let out a loud moan, and as if I could read Mrs. Wilkes’ mind, I quickly ran over to cover his mouth with my hand.  She swallowed every drop of his come and then pulled away from his pelvis.

                    “Good girl,” she told me, wiping her mouth.  “You’ll be rewarded for that.”  I smiled and held my head high.  I couldn’t have been prouder than in that moment when she called me good girl.  I wanted to please her more.  I wanted to do more right by her.

                    She grabbed Will by the shoulders and backed him up to the desk until he was sitting on it just as she had moments before.  Then she turned to me for the first time.  She placed her hands on my neck and leaned in for a heavenly kiss.  A jolt of electricity ran through me.  Her tongue forced its way between my lips and explored the inside of my mouth.  I reached for her waist and she let me grab hold of her hips.  My hands climbed higher until they caressed her bare breasts.  That was all it took to get Will’s cock ready again.

                    Mrs. Wilkes pulled back from our kiss and climbed over my boyfriend’s lap.  She leaned him back so he laid flat against the desk.  She bunched her skirt up in her fists and lifted it higher.  She stroked his cock a few times and then pressed the tip of him to her wet slit.

                    I watched her push him inside of her, slowly at first then quickly.  Her tight pussy swallowed all of him hungrily.  She rocked her hips against his pelvis and I could see a few inched peek out each time she lifted her hips to grind him.

                    I felt empty without her kiss or her touch but strangely fulfilled at the view before me.  Will brought his hands to the hips I was just touching.  He let his hands climb just as mine had until they were caressing her perfect breasts.  She picked her hips up and slammed them down.  She alternated between lifting her hips and rocking them.  A few times, she even swirled them around his thick member.

                    He groaned and shook with pleasure as she dominated his lap.  She bounced up and down a few times, her breasts swaying as she did so.  Will could hardly keep ahold of them.  She arched her spine, leaned her head back and let out a wild moan as she came all over my boyfriend’s cock.  I quickly reached for her mouth to muffle her.  I wanted to earn her praise again and it was the only way I knew how.  I didn’t release my hold until her moans had faded.

                    “Good girl,” she whispered again.  She turned her head toward me and kissed me.  She pulled off of my boyfriend and started to undress me.  “Off the desk,” she told Will as she dropped my jeans and panties to the floor.  She lifted my shirt above my head and unfastened my bra.  I kicked off my shoes and shuffled out of my bottoms.

                    Mrs. Wilkes ran her hands along my breasts and pinched my nipples, sending a jolt of heat down my spine.  A ball of nerves went haywire between my legs and I ached desperately to be touched.  She led me to the desk and laid me back like she had done with Will.  She spread my legs and licked her lips.  Her head lowered down and she ran her tongue along my pulsing wet slit.

                    I couldn’t help but squeal with delight.  She pulled up only long enough to direct Will behind her.  He slid his cock into her wet pussy while she licked me.  She moved her hands to my breasts and teased my nipples while she thrust her tongue in and out of me.  I’d never been with a woman before.  I couldn’t decide if she knew what she was doing because she was a woman or because she’d done this before.  Perhaps it was because she was great at everything.

                    Each time Will thrust his hips against her, it pushed her tongue in a new direction against my folds.  Watching him fuck her from behind while viewing her face against my pussy nearly sent me over the edge. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could last, but I hoped it would be long enough for him to come with me.  There was something almost magical about the thought of him coming into Mrs. Wilkes while I came against her.

                    I saw Will’s abs tighten and watched him throw his head back.  He let out a low groan and I knew he was releasing his load deep inside of her.  I arched my back, pressing my clit up against Mrs. Wilkes’ tongue as it was thrust across me.  I felt tiny electric shocks shoot through me as an intense wave of heat swept over me.  I let out a moan, trying to keep myself quite.  My pussy throbbed against Mrs. Wilkes’ tongue.

                    She lifted off of me after Will pulled out of her.  Will looked at me with a new appreciation.  I knew that he felt better about the situation since I had been able to participate.  Still, the whole experience opened me up to a new way of life that I was desperate to pursue.

                    “Excellent work, Students,” said Mrs. Wilkes as she dressed herself.  Will and I finished dressing and awaited her next instruction.  “This assignment will be treated like an essay assignment.  You two both deserve A’s for your thorough approach.”  She smiled and winked at us.

                    She opened the blinds to her office and we unlocked the door.  Before leaving, we looked over our shoulders at her, but she had resumed grading papers.  Her hair was neatly tied up and her glasses rested gently against the bridge of her nose.  It was almost as if we had dreamed the whole experience.  The only piece of proof we had were each other.

                    Mrs. Wilkes’ class was never the same after that.  She never talked to us about the extra credit assignment and we never brought it up, but our dynamic had changed.  The few times she humiliated Will in class only drove us to some of the best sex we would ever have.  Even though she was no longer a participant in our sex life, we always remembered our exotic time with her.
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                      “Ada, this girl is going to be huge,” said my boyfriend, Trent, while gazing at his computer screen.  Trent was a professional photographer, which in Los Angeles meant he frequently photographed up and coming social media models.  Young girls in Los Angeles used their online profiles on popular photo sites, to market themselves for future modeling and commercial opportunities.  It was a business and they all needed great photographers like Trent to survive.

                    I was a fashion consultant that would’ve rather worked in New York than Los Angeles, but both places had their charm and unique image in the fashion industry.  Trent liked the warmth and personality of LA, whereas I loved snowy Christmases and Broadway shows.  Our deal was that we’d visit frequently to make up for the fact that I couldn’t live there.  One day, we figured we’d move to fulfill my needs for a few years before coming back.  I didn’t hate LA, but I didn’t exactly fit in with the typical crowd.  I had dark hair and dark eyes.  I loved sweaters over shorts and while I was pretty, I couldn’t compete with the summer glow and youth that LA seemed to favor.

                    I walked toward Trent’s laptop to view his next client.  Her name was Polly and she was as bubbly and vivacious as they came.  She was gorgeous with long, wavy dirty blond hair and full pink lips.  She had full breasts that weren’t too big or too small, and when she posed in the right way her abs peeked through.  Her eyes were crystal blue with a few specks of gold in the right lighting.  Her images took my breath away.  She had the body every girl wanted and a face that made her more than personable for the commercial world.  She was eighteen years old, but her body was that of a full figured woman.  She wore the trendiest clothes and had a following that was growing by the minute.

                    “You’re right,” I told Trent.  “This girl is gold.  And she wants you?”

                    “Don’t tease,” he said, brushing a hand through his thick, dark hair.  I felt a small stab of jealousy at the thought of him photographing her.  It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him, because I did.  I knew, though, that if there was ever going to be an exception to his faithfulness it would be with a girl like Polly.  Even I considered cheating on him with her, and I wasn’t even bisexual.

                    Seeing a girl like Polly made me wonder, however.  My body ached with desire at the sight of her.  My heart swelled with joy anytime I viewed her smile.  While Trent poured over his work, making a list of the hottest spots to photograph an up and coming social media star, I sneaked off to the bedroom to get a better look at her photos.

                    One in particular caught my eye.  She was in a gold and turquoise bikini lounging in the sand of Venice Beach.  Her ass pressed into the ground while her legs were bent up at the knee, one ankle stretched out past the other.  She leaned back on her elbows, arching her back and letting her long, golden hair dangle behind her.  The setting sun speckled its last rays along her tan chest and abdomen.  Her breasts were pushed upward and I could see the hint of her nipple through the fabric.

                    My body flushed with heat, partly out of embarrassment but mostly from desire.  I felt the urge to take my teeth against her hardened nipple and nibble on it.  I reached my hand underneath the bed sheets between my legs until I felt my hot, swollen pussy.  I dipped my fingers into my wet slit and surprised myself.  My pussy hadn’t felt this sensitive since I was still a virgin in high school.  I remembered Marcus, my boyfriend at the time, and how he had elicited an orgasm from me by just touching the mound of skin where my dark curls grew.  He didn’t know at the time that I had come, but the moment stuck with me forever.  I hadn’t known it was even possible to come without being directly touched.

                    Lying in bed, looking at Polly’s photos, brought back the same sensitivity.  I slid an index finger inside of me, letting the underside of my knuckles rub along my clit.  In seconds, I felt my pussy walls throb and send wave after wave of ecstasy through my legs and torso.  I winced due to the almost painful pleasure, and I bit my lower lip.  When I opened my eyes, Trent was standing in the doorway with a smile on his face.

                    “Looking at porn again are we?” he teased.  Flustered, I quickly turned off my phone without thinking to exit Polly’s profile-photo page.  “Hey now.  That’s not fair.  I want to see what got you so hot and bothered.”  He dove on the bed and wrestled the phone away from me.

                    “It’s nothing.  Trent, please,” I begged.  He only laughed at my embarrassment.  He swiped the screen and entered my password.  He gasped when he caught what I had pleased myself to.

                    “Polly’s profile page?  Really?”

                    “What?  You don’t think she’s hot?”

                    “I mean, of course I do.  I just didn’t think a social media profile could do it for you,” he teased.

                    “Go ahead.  Have your laughs.  Just don’t get mad when I catch you with something silly.”

                    “I won’t laugh.  She’s incredibly sexy.  I just didn’t think women did it for you, especially women that were still clothed.”

                    “It’s the gold and turquoise bikini that got me,” I admitted, feeling my cheeks blush.

                    “Oh yeah.  That’s a good one,” he said.  “Unfortunately, since she’s a client we can’t really do anything about it.”

                    “I wouldn’t think of it.”

                    “But,” he added, “Maybe we could try opening up our bedroom to a woman sometime.”

                    “Oh yeah, I bet you’d love that,” I said, playfully shoving his shoulder.  He looked at me with his coal black eyes and smiled.  He’d been leaning on his elbow, turned slightly toward me and looking up at me from the middle of the bed.  He flipped completely onto his stomach and crawled up toward me.

                    “You know,” he said, “we could use a little more excitement.”  He kissed my nose and then my lips while sliding a hand over my stomach.  He gently pulled the covers back and moved his hand further down until it was exploring the wet folds I’d touched a moment ago.

                    “I’m not really interested in women,” I told him.  “There was just something about that picture of Polly.”

                    “Then we’ll find another Polly,” he whispered into my ear while leaving a trail of kisses down my neck.

                    There is no other Polly, I thought.  I nodded silently, knowing nothing about our relationship would ever change, even though I secretly hoped for the same new excitement that he did.  If it was with someone like Polly, I’d be willing to open some boundaries.

                    Trent lifted my shirt, kissing his way down to each breast.  He was pleased to see that I’d forgone the bra that evening and eagerly took my nipples, one at a time, into his mouth.  I leaned my head back and let him suck them.  He flicked his tongue across the skin and I immediately imagined Polly kissing my chest instead.  My pussy ached and throbbed again.  By the time Trent ran his finger over my clit, coaxing it out of its hooded folds, I was sensitive enough to come again.  It had been a long time since I had come more than once in an hour’s time.

                    Something about Polly changed everything.  As Trent circled my clit, I rocked my hips forward, taking him by surprise.  He picked his head up from my chest, quickly tossed his clothes to the side, and slid his trim body between my legs.  I looked at his long, thick cock and salivated.  I’d always been grateful I ended up with a man who was well endowed, but sometimes it was part of the problem.  It was as if it satisfied me too much by overworking the muscles between my thighs and penetrating so deeply.  I had the best orgasms with his huge cock inside of me, but it left me unable to come multiple times in a night.

                    Trent kissed his way down my belly until he found my heated skin. He pinched folds between his lips and nibbled them gently.  I closed my eyes just enough to blur the image of his face and pictured Polly there instead.  I instantly slid down in bed so that I could lift my hips upward.  He slid his tongue inside me and sucked on my clit.  It was mere seconds before I grabbed his hair while screaming out her name.

                    “Oh, Polly!  Yes!”

                    Trent waited for me to come down before picking up his head and raising his eyebrow at me.  I half expected him to be hurt, but since it was a girl’s name he didn’t seem to mind.  He moved his legs between my thighs and wrapped his hand around the base of his shaft.  He smiled at me while placing the tip of his cock against my soaking wet slit.

                    “Hopefully you’re not going to still picture her while I’m inside of you,” he teased.

                    “I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” I replied.  I moaned shortly after as he slid his huge dick all the way inside of me.  He placed a hand on either side of my torso and leaned over me, his coal black eyes burning into me.  He thrust in and out, never taking his gaze off of me as if challenging me not to think of her.  I couldn’t help myself, though.  I thought of her in the corner, watching him fuck me, and it turned me on more than ever.

                    I wrapped my legs around his ass and clenched myself around him.  He leaned his forehead against mine and followed with a kiss.  Then he pulled out, quickly flipping me onto my abdomen, and entering me from behind.

                    He grabbed my ass and pounded his cock deeper inside of me.  He huffed and groaned as I’d never heard him before.  He wasn’t usually one to fuck from behind, either.  It was exciting and new.  I reached between my legs and teased my clit for the second time.  I pictured Polly in the corner, shocked at the scene before her.  My vision quickly changed to that of Trent pounding her from behind instead of me.  My pussy throbbed at the thought and I circled my clit furiously.

                    Within seconds both Trent and I were coming.  It was my third orgasm that night and I couldn’t believe it.  I felt Trent’s hot come spill inside of me and I pictured it inside of her, filling up her young pussy.

                    Trent rolled over next to me in bed and tried to catch his breath.  I looked over at him and said, “Who was thinking of her now?”

                    “How could you tell?” he asked, shocked that I had figured him out.

                    “I just could.  You were different.”

                    “In a bad way?” he asked with a look of genuine concern.

                    “Not at all,” I admitted.  “Maybe you’re right.  Maybe we could use a little excitement.”
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                      When Trent finally had an appointment to meet up with Polly, I didn’t expect to have to actually see her in person.  Not that I didn’t want to…I did.  I hoped that maybe she’d be less enchanting in person, or perhaps my curiosity just had a stranglehold on me.  How could someone that beautiful be real?  Despite my desire for a dose of reality, to know that she wasn’t everything her social media profile made her out to be, I had a meeting to get to before she’d show up at our place.

                    While Trent had locations picked out around Los Angeles to film her, he always started photographing them from our sunny loft.  It was a perfect backdrop and also allowed him to get more comfortable with his clients before photographing them in front of an audience.  On most occasions, I’d be there to help the women feel more comfortable and protected.  Trent had been frustrated by my upcoming meeting because he felt like he’d have to cancel with Polly.

                    “Can’t it be rescheduled?  You knew about this for weeks,” he pleaded.

                    “My job is just as important as yours and this client is huge for me,” I told him.  “Maybe Polly will be okay here by herself.  It doesn’t hurt to ask.”

                    “It’s a matter of my reputation,” he said.  “I don’t want girls to be afraid to book with me because Polly said it was creepy or something.”

                    “Then you’ll have to reschedule,” I told him.  “I’m sorry.”  I grabbed my things and stepped into the hallway of our building.  Just as I’d closed the door, I saw a young woman from the other end of the hall, stepping out of the elevator.  It was unmistakable.  It was Polly.

                    Shit.  I felt my knees buckle and my heart race at the sight of her.  Just then, my phone buzzed in my hand and I looked down to see Rosalyn, my client, calling.

                    “Rosalyn!  What can I do for you?” I asked, eager to divert my attention away from the gorgeous blonde strutting toward me.  I walked in the opposite direction and turned a corner so that I could focus on my job rather than the young model in my building.

                    “Ada, dear.  I’m so sorry but I’m going to have to reschedule.”

                    “Oh, really?”  I was half disappointed and half excited.  Unfortunately, it only made my nerves go into overdrive.

                    “Yes, dear.  Something came up, but I promise I’ll be in touch.”  That didn’t sound good to me.  I knew if she wasn’t ready to reschedule on the phone she was probably going in a different direction and wasn’t willing to tell me.  I felt my heart sink, but I was quickly distracted by the blond knocking on my apartment door.

                    I peeked around the corner and watched her interaction with Trent.  I watched him nervously rub the back of his neck with his hand as he explained the situation.  Polly was visibly disappointed but insistent they do the shoot anyway.  Trent hesitated, but even he couldn’t resist her beauty and charm.  He stepped to the side and let her in, letting the door close behind them.  I listened for the sound of the door locking but I didn’t hear it.  I tiptoed down the hall and pressed my ear to the door to eavesdrop on their conversation.

                    I heard muffled talking but I could only make out a few words.  “I love your work,” Polly had told him.  His response was too muted.  I could imagine him drawing her in with his dark, mysterious gaze.  She was a fan of him as much as I was a fan of her.

                    I gripped the doorknob and turned the handle slowly, pushing the door open as quietly as I could.  I stepped into the foyer and froze.  I swore I heard the sound of two pairs of lips kissing.  I peeked around the wall of the kitchen until I could see the living room with its window-filled corner.  Trent was on his back on the floor next to our glass coffee table.

                    He had his camera to his face while Polly straddled his lap.  He took photos from underneath her and I felt silly for assuming I had heard kissing.  Trent pulled the camera away between shots, however, and that’s when I saw them.  Polly leaned down, pushing her full breasts against his chest, and pressed her lips into his.

                    I gripped my fingers in my hand tightly as I watched.  I couldn’t believe how quickly it had progressed.  I couldn’t believe Trent’s worse PR nightmare - and one of my fantasies - was coming true.  I watched as Trent set his camera to the side to free his hands.  He let them run all over the tight young model’s body.  First he massaged her breasts, eliciting a moan from her delicate lips.  His hands then followed the curves of her waist and hips until they had landed on her ass.  He squeezed it and she rocked her hips over him.

                    He brought his hands around to her tight fitting jeans and slowly unfastened them.  He wasn’t protesting her presence now.  He must’ve wanted her as much as I did.  I bit my lip as he slid them over her round ass.  She slowly moved her hips against him while moaning.  She seemed experienced enough, but I couldn’t help wondering if it was her first time.

                    She lifted her torso up and helped him to remove her graphic crop top.  She was braless underneath and I could see her blushing innocently.  Trent sat up quickly and took a nipple into his mouth.  He sucked on it eagerly and she lay her head back to moan.  Trent slid a hand into her panties, fingering her wet slit as she rocked above him.

                    She wasn’t as experienced as I originally thought because she came in a matter of seconds.  It reminded me of how sensitive I had been at that age.  Trent licked his lips as she came, and I could see his cock harden through his designer jeans.  He rolled her onto her back and finished pulling her bottoms off of her.

                    The thrill of watching my husband dominate the young vixen, only made me wet inside my own panties; damp and warm between my long thighs. He isn’t about to… is he? Doesn’t he see me? The thoughts ran wild in my mind, but I couldn’t silence them. The anguish, the agony and the anxiety, all coupled with the anticipation that my very own husband was about to claim such a virginal, youthful beauty like Polly. If I was to be entirely honest, a tinge of jealousy surged in my wrists, leaving them tight and complimenting my balled fists. Yet, as Trent peeled the denim from her lithe legs, my fists unclenched and grew waifish, as my fingers slid down the sides of my legs. I wanted badly to restrain myself; you’re such a dirty little slut, Ada, I thought to myself, with an appropriate chuckle. And it’s true; it had been bad enough that I was watching this young, ripe woman open herself to my husband, and yet another thing entirely, that I had been watching from afar. I had choice thoughts for my husband, as well, but I couldn’t deny that I wanted him to pursue the very thing that I had only recently learnt could drive me so wild! Keep going, I found myself thinking, as my eyes grew weak watching the pair make toward the carpeted floor. “Claim her,” I found myself whispering, then.

                    Polly wanted it; a woman can always tell, I suppose. Because there was little question of it, as the girl’s giant blue eyes beamed along with a  pair of dimples around her rosy, parted lips. “You’re going to get it bad,” Trent growled.

                    “What about your wife?” Polly asked, all while giggling, as though my feelings were only an after-thought to her. Trent rolled his eyes, adding a second layer toward the stinging sensation that crept deep inside my stomach, knotting and tangling, and yet laced with a newfound lust that I could barely control, let alone explain.

                    “Come on,” Trent laughed. “If anything, she’s going to be sorry she didn’t get to see you naked, too,” he added.

                    Polly found this especially amusing, just as Trent ripped the jeans down her ankles and pulled them from her feet. She laughed as my husband dove his big arms in-between her thighs, splitting them apart until her panties were on full display. “The only question now, is; does it look as good as it feels?” He laughed. “Does it look as good as it tastes?” His lips parted into a mischievous grin – the kind that I already knew quiet well; suggesting that Polly was in for the fucking of her life. She was lucky to have a man like Trent towering over her – his wide chest and big biceps landing just around her lithe frame as she eyed up toward him. She landed her back against the carpet, as my husband’s hand slid down her legs and reached at the band of her little thong, yanking it down until I could just catch a glimpse of the caramel-colored bush – trimmed and short – that hid her reddish, ripe pussy. Trent pulled the panties into a fist and gave them a moment to his nose, as Polly laughed. “Come on,” she giggled. “You know I’m keeping these, right?” He returned with a cocky grin.

                    “Oh?” Polly laughed. “Well then you’d better give me something in return,” she said.

                    “Hm,” Trent said, stroking his chin comically, before pulled back and eyeing Polly’s lush but tight pussy. Her lips were plump and minimalistic, but clearly glistening with the excess dew that Trent’s touch had elicited from her.

                    “I really only have this,” Trent said, standing over Polly and unbuttoning his jeans. Polly bit her lip and grinned, before pulling her body up and reaching her fingers down over Trent’s jeans. She unlatched them, and dragged the zipper down, tortuously slow – tortuous to me, anyway.

                    “You undeserving girl,” I whispered, finding myself in a moment of jealousy, again. After all, Polly still didn’t know that she was about to be gifted with my husband’s cock; a long, thick eight-inch shaft that was going to fill every inch of her body and kick-off a new addiction; I only wondered if she knew what she might be getting herself into. Of course, young women never do. And the naïve expression in her eyes, only left me that much more aroused. I bit my lip, waiting for the moment she saw what she had signed up for. And then I heard the gasp.

                    “No way,” she said, laughing. But just as I’d predicted, she greedily grabbed her lithe fingers right around my husband’s semi-hard shaft, stroking it with wonder and immediate obsession. “You dirty little whore,” I smiled. I bit my lip and immediately began to touch myself, letting the pleasure soar up my body and hold me prisoner, as Polly’s hand stroked softly over Trent’s cock. Her eyes remained giant, as she undoubtedly began calculating how she might accommodate his long, thick, pink shaft. “Fuck,” Trent moaned ever-so quietly, as he placed his hands on his hips and let his head fall back slightly. Polly only shook her head. “You sneak,” she laughed. “You didn’t give me any warning.”

                    “What do you mean?” Trent grinned devilishly.

                    “Um… hello?” She said, yanking his cock loosely, as if to show him the object she’d been referring to.

                    “Oh yeah; that,” he said with an indulgent laugh. “It’s not that big. You can handle it with as wet as you are.”

                    “Well, that’s beside the point,” Polly said with a smile. I watched and suddenly saw her licking her lips. She wanted to taste the chiseled cockhead. How could it expand before her with its clean, smooth skin and she not want to taste him? And as if I’d developed psychic capabilities, Polly quickly brushed her tongue over the underside of my husband’s cock. A true moment of agonizing jealousy and lust surged deep in my body. How on Earth could I be so jealous, yet so damn turned-on at the same time? It didn’t make sense, and my body didn’t care in the least. I grew wetter than ever before as I felt my mound over my panties, and Polly’s soft pink lips spread open and she swallowed Trent’s cock. Like a pro, she immediately stroked the base of his cock with her hand, as she slid her mouth down almost half-way. I couldn’t help but feel a hint of indignation as the girl swallowed more of Trent’s cock than I’d ever been able to do. So what, I thought to myself. It’s experience that counts, I tried to console my racing mind. But the truth was; Polly was a natural. She easily handled a big cock just like an older woman; she either had had plenty of experience, or she was set to make many men very happy in her future. With any luck, she would make my man happy for a long time to come – pun intended!

                    I became hypnotized by her smooth motions, swallowing Trent’s cock, amidst a series of groans and indulgent sighs of delight from my man. The taut, lithe little vixen had brought my husband nearly to his knees; something that seemed damn-near impossible for a former player like Trent. He’d had endless girls before we’d gotten together; and yet Polly must’ve made him feel like a virgin all over again. Of course, he was on the receiving end. I knew that Polly was in for a role-reversal soon enough.

                    And then it came. Trent grew more aggressive and yanked his cock from Polly’s tight grip. She gave a gasp and a light little moan as her big eyes turned up toward Trent, as if awaiting orders from her master. She knew what was in her future, and it was my husband’s eight inch cock, that now dangled just before her, and covered in her spit.

                    Trent pressed Polly back down against carpet, and as her back hit the floor, he started to massage her breasts. Polly threw her head back and laughed wildly, with her legs kicking restlessly. Her hips writhed as his palms brushed over her nipples, before he brought his mouth down over each one, sending Polly into a wild series of lustful cries. “Fuck… fuck yes,” she moaned, grabbing Trent’s hair, as if trying to guide him. But my husband had a few tricks up his sleeves; he knew exactly what he was doing. I knew the playbook well – in fact, it only added to the strangely pleasurable jealousy, to see him using the same moves on this stranger that he used on me. I could feel myself in Polly’s body, with Trent’s mouth on my own breasts. Of course, for a moment, I wanted to be in Trent’s body, too. I wanted to feel Polly’s breasts for myself. I wanted to taste her pussy for just a moment; I wanted to hear her light, weak cries into my ear as I gave her the very sort of touches that I knew a young woman craved.

                    Instead, I could only watch quietly from around the corner, biting my lip and rubbing my clit just over my panties. I tried so hard to keep myself quiet, but when Trent moved down toward Polly’s navel and grabbed the undersides of her thighs, pulling her legs into the air and adjusting himself, I nearly lose it. I watched as he clenched his cock in his fist and rubbed the head in-between Polly’s lips. He wasn’t gentle or careful; he was raw and assertive, like the hungry alpha he was. And Polly was his newest snack; his newest girl to use and enjoy. Polly couldn’t have looked more obvious that she enjoyed every moment of her damsel-hood; she loved the idea of being pulled, adjusted and thrown – her lithe body was made for it – another point of contention in my mind.

                    Trent rubbed his cock between her lips endlessly, heading over her clit and then down toward her entrance, teasing and teasing, until Polly bit her lips and screamed through her teeth. She threw her head back, with her hair dancing over the carpet behind her, before finally grabbed onto Trent’s shoulders, looking him in the eyes and crying, “Fuck me, already!”

                    And as though my husband were her personal servant, she brought the head of his cock to her cherry-red entrance and pushed inside. I watched firstly as his eyes closed slightly, evident of the sheer bliss of Polly’s tight, soft pussy hugging around his cock-head like a velvet sleeve. But then, I turned down to watch for myself, as his thick shaft stretched Polly’s opening and disappeared inside. “Fuck!” I cried out, accidentally. I covered my mouth as both of them quickly turned in my direction, but failed to discover me. They only whispered back and forth for a moment, with expressions of concern, before continuing.  Polly winced as Trent sighed with delight, pushing his big cock deeper into her warm center. The young model was getting exactly what she asked for; a real man, and all while that man’s wife watched and enjoyed the show. Never in a million years would I be able to tell anybody about watching them; let alone my own girlfriends. They would never believe it. It would be my own secret; if I could keep it, anyway.

                     “Fuck!” Polly cried out, and threw her head back. “It’s so fucking giant,” she said, breaking into a wild giggle. The sheer comment left me unable to hold back, and I sunk my hand into my panties, sampling the dampness inside, as I toggled my clit and my knees collapsed. I squatted just at the corner and rubbed myself as Trent grabbed the girl’s ass and, with him in total control, started fucking Polly hard and fast. I bit my lip and rolled my eyes with excited disbelief. I knew what he was doing; he’d found the very place inside her that he’d found inside me; he must’ve seen it on her eyes, and now, he was going to attack. I could only imagine my very own husband’s cock, massaging deep inside that dirty little whore’s lucky pussy, pushing against her g-spot and intent on delivering the sort of climax that any of the guys her own age would have needed a miracle to give her.

                    But Trent was a natural, and as I watched Polly’s expression of anxious, lustful constraint, I smiled wide. My lips grew with satisfaction as I watched the young model getting pounded senselessly. I envied her and I found myself so jealous that I found myself hoping that it proved almost too much for her; I couldn’t decide which was rifer across my mind. I wanted to be the veteran; the woman that could easily tame a tiger like Trent, while a mere ‘girl’ like Polly couldn’t handle it. Yet, she continued, like a rodeo rider, hanging on, as she clenched her teeth and Trent pummeled her lucky, ripe little pussy until she grabbed the carpet in her fists and cried out, echoing violent pleasure through my living room. This self-righteous hussy had come into my house - house – my territory – and had the gall to not only engage herself with my man, but now she was cumming all over his big cock, right there, in my house?

                    I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to confront them, but how could I? I held off. Instead, I touched myself more and more; knowing that I was about to climax, myself. It wouldn’t be anything like what Polly was getting, but dammit, it was something!

                    I continued, until I heard Polly tell Trent to cum inside her. “What about a condom or something?” Trent asked in-between heavy sighs. He cradled Polly’s head in his hand as his naked, broad chest heaved over her breasts. “I’m on the pill; cum inside me!” She begged. “I want every last drop.”

                    And now she was on sacred ground; not even I let Trent cum inside me, on account of not being able to take the pill. I didn’t know what to do, so I charged from the corner until they were in my sights. They both froze for a moment – especially Polly. “Oh shit,” Polly gasped.

                    I only laughed and shook my head. “Shit, Ada,” Trent said, but he couldn’t help but laugh, all while he  was deep inside the young woman’s pussy, still. “Um, I was going to tell you and…”

                    “Don’t bother,” I stopped him. “I saw the whole thing. And frankly… I like it,” I said, cocking a brow. Trent of course, had an idea of this, already. Polly was not entirely learned on the subject, quickly returning, “You… you are?”

                    “My husband has a cock of gold; I always thought it was selfish to not share it, and when I saw you, I guess I decided I might make a new exception to our marriage,” I said with a smirk. “There’s a catch, though. I’m going to watch him finish. And you, missy, are going to take every last drop of cum. My husband is very fertile though, so you’d better be telling the truth about the pill,” I said with a laugh. I doubled-down my amusement when a less-than-certain expression came over Polly’s face, in that moment.

                    “Oh? Fine then,” Polly said, suddenly defiant. “Cum in me, then,” she said, grabbing my husband’s attention and making sure he focused it on her. I sat on the sofa nearby and finished touching myself. Naturally, the sheer thrill and excitement of the confrontation left me all the more flushed and full of adrenaline, but I was glad that I did it. I not only wanted an up-close show, but I wanted Polly to know as soon as possible that if she ever wanted to make this a regular thing, she needn’t worry about the wife.

                    “Come on, Trent, cum inside that tight little pussy of hers,” I begged. “Cum inside her just like you always wanted to do with me. Of course, she’s so young and fertile; I just hope you don’t impregnate her.” The very idea only left me hotter and more aroused than ever before. I suppose, looking back, it’s why I had to confront them. I wanted to goad him on – I wanted to be a part of the crucial finish, because it was ultimately the best part of the entire fetish for me. The idea of my husband, impregnating some gorgeous young tart, all while I watched? I couldn’t quite calm myself, as my husband’s big cock slammed inside Polly’s lithe frame and she started wincing and crying blissfully through her clenched teeth. “Cum inside me, baby,” she moaned, looking deep into my husband’s eyes. As though I were an after-thought or a piece of furniture in the room, I became entirely invisible or dismissed to the pair. They seemed lost in their own world, excluding me. I didn’t care. I loved it. I loved it so much, in fact, that I couldn’t help but climax just before my husband did. My legs trembled and shook just as Polly’s voice grew higher and more strained – just as I heard the loud spanking of Trent’s hips against Polly’s ass. And just before I finally heard my husband groan louder than I’ve ever heard before.

                    “Oh… oh fuck!” Trent growled, slamming his cock to its base and leaving it as deep as possible, inside Polly’s fertile pussy, as it throbbed and pumped his giant load, deep into her belly. “Fuck!” Polly cried out with exasperation. She felt the sweat on her face and Trent’s and broke into a smile as she grazed the side of my husband’s cheek, as he continued filling her with his seed.

                    “Fuck,” Trent said. “I gave you everything I had in these things,” he laughed and grabbed his balls. “I can’t fucking believe it.” His voice was weak and exhausted with pleasure, as he quickly pulled out of Polly. His wet cock continued stiff and arched up into the sky as a pearl bead came rushing from its tip as he lay on his back. He grabbed Polly in his arm and grinned, as they both eyed me.

                    “So, you were spying on us, huh?” Trent said. “You know, that’s not very nice of you.”

                    I only shrugged. I was guilty, after all. “I suppose I could’ve been a bit more diplomatic with all of this; or at least had the decency to approach you before she had your cock in her mouth.” Polly blushed and I couldn’t help but laughed at this. It seemed so amusing and yet so agonizing. My husband had this new, gorgeous and younger woman, who had brought him to untold heights of bliss in our own living room, all while I watched, and yet she blushed when I mentioned her having sucked his cock. I couldn’t help but love it.

                    “So… you actually liked watching us?” Polly asked, adjusting her hair.

                    “Didn’t you hear me climax?” I giggled. The pair shrugged, as though my suspicions were true, and they hadn’t heard a peep from me. I couldn’t blame them.

                    “Shame on the both of you,” I laughed.

                    “How can I make it up to you, babe?” Trent asked.

                    “Oh, um, I think you know… “I laughed. “Polly… how about another ‘photo-shoot?’”

                    “With you, too?” Polly asked. She grinned and got the very same look of intrigue in her eyes that she’d had toward Trent. She licked her lips and eyed down between my legs, before nodding. It was going to be a long night, and with any luck, the start of something wonderful.
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                      “What about this one, Jess?”  My boyfriend, Kyle, was polite enough to leave most of the decision making about our new roommate up to me.  It was mostly because I was a woman that we were looking for another woman to live with us.  We knew we’d both feel a little safer with a second woman than a second man.  However, the thought didn’t evade me that she might charm my boyfriend a little too much.  I didn’t want to pick a girl based on lack of prettiness or anything, but I didn’t want my boyfriend easily tempted, either.

                     The girl he showed me seemed alright enough, not too pretty or scary looking, but there was something about her that made me feel uneasy.  She didn’t seem like the type I’d really get along with, and I was hoping for a roommate that would stick around for a few years.

                     Kyle and I were both in college and while we could afford our rent, we knew if we could get it cheaper by getting a roommate, we’d have more spending money for parties and the like.  Since we weren’t acting out of pure necessity, we decided to take our time choosing someone.

                     “How about her?” I asked, pointing to a dark-haired girl on the webpage.  “It says she’s an exchange student.”  She looked to have some Eastern influence in her genetics but I couldn’t say for certain.  There was something that drew me in.  She was pretty, but I was so intrigued by her I looked past it.  Her hair was straight and fell just past her shoulders.  Her eyes were wide and crystal blue, despite her mid-toned skin.  Her lips were full and forming a half smile in her photo.  She looked as if she knew about some joke that no one else was in on.  I couldn’t help wondering what kind of person she’d be that would take such an interesting photo.

                     “She’s cute,” said Kyle, trying to sound as indifferent as possible.  I looked at him with a smile and rolled my eyes.  I could tell by his attempt at self-control that he was attracted to her, but it didn’t bother me.  She seemed like the type of girl I could get to know and be friends with.  We read through her profile and both shrugged.  It wasn’t too telling.  She liked cats and funny memes.  She was going to school for Social Work.  She liked classical music but she also had a few guilty pleasures in the pop genre.  Overall, she seemed like a balanced, easy-going girl.

                     We agreed to contact her and she replied the same day.  Kyle spoke to her and explained that she’d be living with a couple from the same school.  He arranged a meeting with her at our local coffee shop and the three of us were very excited to get to know one another.

                     As I got dressed for our meeting, I realized it was taking a little longer than usual.  Why am I trying so hard? I wondered.  I felt more like I was getting ready for a first date than a meeting with a potential roommate.  Eventually she’s going to see me in my PJs and pre-shower.  The more I reminded myself of those things, though, the more nervous I became, but I couldn’t write her off either.  I wanted desperately to meet her and I partly hoped the charm from her photograph would be missing in person.

                     I hoped she’d be more ordinary, like me, but I was wrong.  We showed up at the coffee shop and I recognized her instantly.  She sat in the middle of the café, leaning her forearms on the small round table in front of her.  Her hair fell perfectly around her shoulders and she wore a sheer ivory blouse with little sheer birds all over it.  It was a little low-cut, revealing her pushed up breasts.  Her chest was on the smaller side, but so was the rest of her body, making her chest seem voluptuous by comparison.

                      I wasn’t as small as her, but I was still rather petite compared to most women.  However, I always felt awkward in my smallness. Clothes always seemed to sag and drag around my body, no matter how small I bought.  She seemed to know of some secret clothing store where things were designed for her body specifically.  Along with her perfectly fitting blouse, she wore an A-line skirt in navy blue.  Her cute, slender legs stretched out from underneath the fabric and she crossed one over the other.  On her feet she had the kind of heels I only thought I’d see on my mother.  They were old-fashioned, standard navy blue heels.  She was dressed like this was a job interview and not a meeting for a college roommate.

                     “She’s dressed nice, isn’t she?” I asked to Kyle without looking at him directly.

                     “She probably just wants to impress us.”  He walked up to her eagerly and extended his arm.  “I’m Kyle.”

                     “Yes, I recognized you,” she said, wrinkling her nose as she smiled.  “And as you know, I’m Chloe.”  She had a slight accent that I pinned as French.  Her voice was deeper than I expected for a petite woman, but it was smooth and sultry.  Her blue eyes sparkled in my direction, but like an icy ocean they froze me in my place.

                     I stumbled over my words as I introduced myself.  She was the sexiest girl I’d ever seen and I was about to invite her to live in the same house as my boyfriend.  I wondered if I was insane.  Am I making a decision I’ll regret for the rest of my life?  Somehow, though, I only felt like I’d regret not inviting her to live with us.  I didn’t want to walk away from her unless she wanted me to.

                     We sat down with her and made small talk.  I was mesmerized the entire time by her beauty. I frequently turned my attention to Kyle to gauge how he was feeling.  He also seemed taken with her as he hardly noticed me looking at him.  I thought it was weird that I didn’t feel jealous.  Something about being with Chloe felt natural to me.  I disappeared into the warmth of the three of us.

                     “Sounds like you’d be a great fit for us,” said Kyle, pulling me out of my daze.  “What do you think, Jess?”

                     I swallowed, feeling my dry tongue stick to the roof of my mouth.  I parted my lips, but nothing came out.  I opted for a nod and a smile instead.  Chloe excitedly clasped her hands together and smiled back.  We agreed on a move-in date and then parted ways.

                     Back at home, Kyle and I discussed our thoughts on Chloe openly.  Kyle admitted to finding her attractive, but claimed it to be in a non-romantic way.  I rolled my eyes, not in the least bothered by his attraction to her.  What bothered me more was my attraction to her.  I wasn’t necessarily upset, but instead confused.  I wasn’t a lesbian and had never had any feelings toward women before, but there was something different about Chloe.

                     “So,” I said to Kyle playfully one evening before Chloe had moved in.  “Would you ever kiss a girl like Chloe?”

                     “Never, babe,” he replied with a huge, satisfied grin on his face.  “You know you’re the only girl for me.”

                     “Okay, but… let’s say you hadn’t met me yet.  What then?”

                     “This is a trick question, isn’t it?” he asked, his blond hair hanging into his green eyes.  He pouted his lower lip as if to ask me to play nice.  Instead, I crossed my arms across my chest and looked at him daringly.

                     “It’s not a trick,” I assured him.  “I’m just curious what you think of her.”

                     “It doesn’t matter what I think,” he said.  “We can’t tell her she’s not moving in.  We’ve already set up a date.”

                     “I’m not suggesting that at all!”  It was always impossible to get a straight answer out of Kyle.  He was too afraid of any real confrontation to tell me what he really thought about things like other girls.  “I think she’s cute, that’s all.”  I hoped my last sentence would make him feel more comfortable in admitting his feelings.  Not that I really needed the assurance.  He had made it pretty obvious through the attention he gave her that he liked her.

                     He shrugged and I raised my eyebrow at him.  He knew he was backed into a corner.  He let out a long sigh and said, “Yeah.  Maybe if I hadn’t met you, I’d be interested in her.”

                     “Was that so hard?” I asked, wrapping my arms around him to remind him I wasn’t mad.  I laid my head on his shoulder and closed my eyes.  A flash of an image popped into my mind: Kyle kissing Chloe and their tongues intertwining.  I felt heat building between my legs and my eyes popped back open.

                     “I guess we should get her room ready,” I said quickly, pulling away from Kyle.  My cheeks felt hot beneath the skin and I tried to suppress a smile.
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                      It was finally the day for Chloe to move in.  Kyle and I helped her by grabbing a few of her things from the car.  We set everything up in her room and gave her space to organize.  Even though she was just a roommate and not obligated to be our friend, I still waited eagerly for a chance to get to know her better.

                     Over the next few weeks, we did just that.  My fantasies about her and Kyle had mostly subsided.  The three of us were getting along well and I had grown used to her presence in our home.  Chloe and I were growing closer by the day and shared many things in common.  We even planned a few girl dates with each other.  We borrowed clothes and makeup.  I often saw Kyle looking at me differently when I wore Chloe’s clothes and vice versa.  The sex I had with Kyle grew hotter.  I sometimes wondered if Chloe could hear us moaning and groaning through the wall.

                     One day, about a month into Chloe’s stay with us, I noticed a shift between her and Kyle.  They were both in the kitchen together and I could see them from my place on the sofa.  They were weaving around one another as Kyle poured cereal and Chloe made coffee.  They seemed more magnetized toward each other than ever before.  I caught Kyle looking at Chloe’s cute ass a few times.  The longer I watched them interact, the more heat I felt build inside of me.  I wanted them to kiss and the thought of it caused an emotional rift within me.

                     Kyle was my boyfriend. I wasn’t supposed to want to see him with another woman.  Chloe wasn’t just anyone, though.  Even I wanted to be with Chloe.  She was quickly becoming my best friend and the thought of her satisfying Kyle pleased me.  I shoved my feelings down until I was convinced they were gone.  I knew it was wrong to think like that anyway.  Just when I thought it was over, Chloe gently touched Kyle’s bicep in order to pass by him.  In order to walk to the other side of the kitchen, she had to turn her body sideways and brush past Kyle’s.  I knew he could feel her push against him and I watched through my peripheral.  I couldn’t understand how he didn’t take her right there.

                     Over the next few weeks, I tried to give Kyle and Chloe more time alone in places where I could still spy on them.  He never did anything, though I could see a lump grow in his throat every time Chloe neared him.  It was clear to me that he desired her but was staying faithful.  Part of me praised his self-control and the other part of me cursed it.  One day, when I couldn’t take it anymore, I blurted out my fantasy to Kyle.

                     “I’ve seen the way you two look at each other,” I told him.

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

                     “Oh, come on.”

                     “She doesn’t mean anything to me,” he insisted.

                     “That’s not why I’m upset,” I replied.

                     “Then what’s wrong?”

                     “I’m upset you haven’t made a move with her yet.”  Guilt immediately swept over me as I spoke the words.

                     “Huh?”

                     I looked at Kyle with uncertainty and felt my hands shake.  I walked toward him, brushed my palms against his biceps, and continued.  “I guess I have a weird little fantasy.  I keep expecting you to kiss her, and I know it shouldn’t, but it thrills me.”

                     Kyle’s eyes widened at my admission.  “Are you serious?” he asked me with a hint of hope in his voice.  I nodded and blushed.

                     “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I admitted, feeling slightly guilty.

                     “Nothing,” he told me.  “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.  But I can’t just go around making moved on our roommate.  What if it makes her uncomfortable?”

                     I was about to respond when I saw Chloe tip toe past our open door.  I wondered if she had heard our discussion and if it made her feel awkward.  I hoped she would want the same things as me and Kyle.  So far, we’d had so much in common, but I couldn’t be sure that she’d agree with this.

                     “Chloe?” I called.  She peeked her head around the door frame but avoided eye contact.  “Did you overhear us?”

                     She looked up at Kyle who was avoiding looking at her.  Then she dared to look at me and nod.  Her cheeks turned rosy and she looked even sexier than before.

                     “I’m sorry,” said Kyle, understandingly afraid of upsetting her.  “We shouldn’t have been discussing this.”

                     “It’s okay,” said Chloe, stepping slowly into the room.  She bit her lower lip and her eyes traveled over Kyle’s body.  She walked closer to him and stretched out her slender hand.  She ran her fingers along his bicep and exhaled.  “It was an exciting conversation.”

                     Their eyes met as they stood a foot away from me.  Chloe licked her lips and Kyle took that as a sign.  He dipped his head in toward hers and pressed his lips against Chloe’s.  Their breath sounded heavier, like chaotic gusts of wind.  I felt my body tremble as I watched their tongues swirl and explore.  My legs quivered and my knees shook.

                     Chloe made the first non-romantic move.  Her hand traveled over Kyle’s thick chest, down his flexed abs, and landed on his hard cock.  She cupped her hand over his jeans and I heard him moan into her mouth.

                     Kyle took the next leap.  He dragged his fingertips along Chloe’s arms, lifting upward toward her shoulders.  His fingers danced across her collarbone until daring to dip lower into her chest.  His knuckles found her hidden nipples and pinched them through the fabric of her blouse.  She cooed and arched her back in response.

                     Chloe pulled back to ask if I was okay.  I nodded, barely able to speak.  I rubbed the back of my neck, trying to sort through the conflicting emotions I felt.  It was strange to watch my boyfriend kiss another woman, but it was also the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

                     Chloe slowly unfastened Kyle’s jeans and slid her hand between the dark blue denim and his stark white briefs.  She teased him with her fingers and kissed him again.  He lifted his shirt up, showing off his rigid muscles.  Chloe kissed his chest and left a trail of kisses across his abdomen as she slowly lowered herself to her knees.

                     My heart raced.  I knew she was about to take my boyfriend’s rock hard cock into her mouth, and I would let her do it.  I couldn’t believe I wanted this.  I knew that I shouldn’t, but I did anyway.  I felt eagerness to see it all unfold.

                     Chloe tugged down on Kyle’s briefs until his cock was released from its soft cage.  Her eyes widened at the sight, but she didn’t shy away.  Instead, she wrapped a hand around the base of his shaft and extended her soft tongue.  She brushed the tip of her tongue along the underside of his cock.  Kyle leaned his head back and groaned.  She licked her lips again and wrapped them around his head.  His cock twitched inside of her mouth, eager to come.

                     She sucked her cheeks in, drawing him back along her tongue until his cockhead hit her throat.  She looked as if she were trying to swallow it.  His cock was too long for her and she didn’t look satisfied.  Kyle could barely look at her without coming instantly, but he did lower his hands to her head and run his fingers through her hair.

                     My eyes widened to take in the scene unfolding before me.  I slid a hand between my thighs and brushed the side of it against my swollen, wet cunt.  I cursed myself for wearing jeans and didn’t feel comfortable enough to take them off.  I didn’t want to disturb the show that was being put on for me.  I wanted it to be about Chloe and Kyle only.

                     Chloe sucked and sucked, drawing him back repeatedly.  He pulled out a few times to keep from coming, a behavior I was familiar with.  He was saving it for her tight, wet pussy and I couldn’t blame him.  The last time he pulled out, she stood up and started to undress herself.

                     Both Chloe and Kyle faced each other.  Their eyes scoured the other’s naked body.  They quickly moved toward each other and let their hands roam the new skin in front of them.  Kyle grabbed Chloe’s ass and breasts.  Chloe ran her fingers along Kyle’s spine.  She brought a hand around to Kyle’s cock and stroked it a few times.

                     Kyle placed on palm against Chloe’s nipple and cupped her breast softly.  She moaned as Kyle slid his other hand between Chloe’s legs.  He slid a curved finger into her wet pussy for the first time and she shook suddenly.

                     He slid his finger in and out of her while pressing a thumb to her clit.  She could barely stand, and at one point Kyle even had to catch her.  At that time, he led Chloe to the bed, nudged her on her back, and spread her legs wide.  He stroked his cock a few times and slid his pelvis closer to her.

                     I had moved to a nearby wall and pressed my hot, quivering body against it.  I let my own hands roam my most sensitive areas and bit my lip to keep from moaning too loud.  I was about to watch my boyfriend fuck our exchange student roommate.  I no longer had any doubt that this was what I wanted.

                     He pressed the tip of his cock against her wet slit and dragged it up and down a few times.  He teased her clit with it and she cooed.  I wanted to kiss her soft lips.  I wanted to suck on her perky nipples.  I wanted to feel her warm, naked body against mine.

                     Perhaps another time, I told myself.

                     Kyle pressed his cockhead into her throbbing pussy.  He stretched her tight hole wider than it was used to.  She groaned as he pushed into her slowly, and both of them had to keep control of themselves.  He kept sliding into her until he had hit the end of her tunnel, only an inch of him hanging out.  I gasped when I realized how deep into her he was.  She was tight, but she had plenty of room for his length.  She could accommodate more of him than I ever could.

                     I rubbed my hand between my legs to try and satisfy my hunger.  I could tell that I would pretty easily be able to come with my jeans still on.  I rubbed my clit through the fabric as Kyle slid almost completely out of Chloe.  He slammed back into her, making her jolt backward a few inches.

                     Kyle leaned down and took Chloe’s nipples into his mouth. He nibbled the tender skin and flicked his tongue across her growing goose bumps.  She arched her back and pushed her hips upward, trying to take all of him inside of her.  My eyelids closed halfway as I lost myself in the feeling of total ecstasy.

                     Kyle pulled out and pushed in over and over.  Just when I thought he was about to come, he quickly pulled out of her again.  She looked confused and I felt her same confusion.  He grabbed her hips tightly, pressing his thumbs deep into her skin.  In one swift motion, he flipped her onto her belly and gave her ass a light spank.  She cooed again as her gaze found mine.  Our eyes locked and Kyle penetrated her again.

                     He slid deep inside of her, grabbing her ass cheeks in his tight grip.  He thrust in and out of her while she teased her clit with her fingers.  She watched me touch myself over my jeans, and I decided to go farther.  I unfastened my jeans and slid my hand inside my panties.  I dipped a finger into the wet pool building between my legs and dragged it up to my clit.  I circled it and felt my head spin.

                     Chloe and I caressed our tender clits while we watched each other.  Kyle pushed into Chloe like a wild animal.  He even let out a few growls and roars.  He grabbed her hips tightly in his hands and slammed into her wet pussy.  His abs tightened and he threw his head back to release a loud groan.

                     Knowing he was coming inside our roommate’s pussy sent me over the edge.  My clit’s sensitivity heightened and I felt waved of euphoria wash over me.  Chloe’s eyes closed and her body shook beneath Kyle.  I wondered if her pussy walls were clenching tighter around Kyle’s hard cock as she came.

                     Kyle pulled out of her when they both had finished.  I don’t know what came over me, but I quickly rushed toward the side of the bed and lowered myself to the floor.  My face was inches away from Chloe’s precious cunt and I salivated.  I pushed my face in and tasted the mixture of Kyle’s come with her juiciness.  I cleaned her of every drop of Kyle’s come and when she flipped over, she smiled at me.

                     “Thanks for sharing your boyfriend,” she said teasingly.

                     “Anytime,” I assured her.  I wanted her to know how much I had enjoyed it.  I wanted her to know that she was welcome to him again.  I wanted her to know that he was as much hers at this point as he was mine.

                     “I may hold you to that,” she said with a wink.  Then she looked at Kyle and smiled.

                     “I’m cool,” he said in the most aloof tone he could muster.  Chloe turned to me and we both giggled.

                     “Still friends?” I asked Chloe just to be certain our relationship had changed.

                     “And more,” she said, her eyes sparkling down at me.
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                      We were finally out of high school, but not yet out of our parent’s grasp.  Claire, Noah, and I were children of the Elite.  We had rich parents and went to rich parties that only ever mildly entertained us.  Boredom was a shared middle name with everyone in our graduating class.  People who weren’t as rich as us thought they wanted to be, but they had no idea how exhausting it was to make oneself perfectly presentable for every social function in the city.  If I didn’t have Claire by my side, I don’t know that I would’ve made it without dying from monotony.

                  “Another masquerade ball.  How original of them,” I said to Claire, tossing my invitation as far down on the kitchen counter as it would fling.  “And yet, if we wear the same masks as the last one we’ll be publicly humiliated.”

                  Claire eyed me in her typical, calculating way.  I could almost see the gears grinding and shifting in her mind.  Her pupils were like deep tunnels to underground adventures.  Claire smirked and hoisted herself up on the counter as if every surface was her personal thrown.  “You really hate these things, don’t you, Gracie?”

                  “I told you not to call me that,” I huffed.

                  “I know.  And do I ever do what I’m told?”

                  “No.  How do you always manage to get away with it, too?”

                  “You just have to be a little sneaky about it, that’s all.  Our whole blasé, elitist world knows I’m the troublemaker but they don’t have any proof, and I intend to keep it that way.”  She brushed a thick, dark section of waves away from her face and let it drop behind her shoulder.  I instinctively tugged at my dirty blonde ponytail until it slid higher up on my head.  I’d always envied Claire’s thick, dark hair.  It shone like a black mirror.  While mine was blonde, it never sparkled the way hers did.

                  “One day you might not be so lucky,” I warned her.

                  She rolled her eyes.  “Okay, mom.”  She laughed at me and I felt myself instantly relax.  Troublemaker or not, being with Claire always put me at ease.  I felt safe near her.  We could be going down in flames and I’d trust her to find a way out of it.  I supposed it was the creativity she used in her schemes that made me trust her intuition.  It often seemed like she could see things others couldn’t.

                  “I have a fun idea,” I said, trying to join her in her scheming to make the party more interesting.  Claire perked up and her eyes widened.  She straightened her back on the counter, folded her arms across her chest and nodded toward me.

                  “Let’s hear it, Gracie.”  I shuddered at the nickname but shrugged it off.

                  “We should wear last year’s costumes anyway.  Really show it to them,” I said with a tightened jaw to try and make my voice sound sneakier.

                  “That’s an okay start.  What if instead of just wearing last year’s costumes, we swapped last year’s costumes?”

                  “What’s the point of that?”

                  “You know. Everyone will think we’re each other.  And they’ll be irritated we wore the same things as last year.”

                  I hesitated before agreeing.  I turned the thought of being Claire for a night in my head.  What could go wrong?  Claire was everything I wanted to be and she was handing me her very life for a night.  It dawned on me that we could do some serious damage to each other’s social lives.  I would have to fully trust Claire with my identity.

                  I looked into Claire’s deep eyes and saw the same safety net I’d always felt around her.  “Okay,” I said.  “Sounds fun.”

                  She hopped off the counter with a smile and wrapped her arms around me.  “Excellent,” she said.  “Let’s go get dressed for the masquerade!”
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                      “What about Noah?” I asked her as we undressed ourselves in my room.  I’d seen Claire’s body many times before, and each time I felt stunned by her naked skin.  It was smooth and delicate.  I’d never been attracted to a woman before, but I was pretty close to it with Claire.  I knew if I was a man she’d be the type of woman I’d desire.

                  “What do you mean?” she asked.

                  “We should probably tell him.  About our little switch.”

                  “Nah.  Let him dangle like the rest of them.  He’ll just have to be my date for the night,” she said with a twinkle in her eye.

                  I bit my lower lip as she slid my tight red dress up her slender yet curvy frame.  “It fits you perfectly,” I whispered so low she almost didn’t hear me.

                  She turned her hips from side to side and looked back at me over her shoulder.  “You think so?  Thanks.  I always admired it on you, you know.”

                  My cheeks grew hot and I lowered my head to hide the pink hue that I assumed had speckled onto my skin.  “Thanks.”

                  My gaze to the carpet was disrupted by a pair of slender feet in my matching red heels.  “The shoes are a tad tight, but I can make due.”  I lifted my gaze to Claire’s face which was inches from mine.  The urge to kiss her gripped me so tightly I couldn’t breathe.  I was grateful when she finally walked away to apply her makeup.

                  I took a long deep breath and slid her dress on.  “What if Noah tries to kiss you?” I asked her.  I could hear in my tone that I was less worried and more curious, even though my mind was trying to convince me to be worried.  After all, girlfriends aren’t supposed to want another girl kissing her boyfriend.  Despite convention, my heart raced with delight at the image forming in my head of Noah pressing Claire up against a wall and pressing his lips to hers.

                  “So what if he does?” she asked, pausing the mascara wand so that it danced on the edge of her lashes.  She looked at my reflection in the mirror with a raised eyebrow.

                  I thought carefully about my next words.  I didn’t want to say something I’d regret in either direction.  When I was certain of my feelings, I stood up tall and looked her in her reflection’s eyes.  “Then I guess you’ll have to kiss him.  You’ll be me, won’t you?”

                  A fiendish smile stretched across Claire’s mouth.  “Aye, aye, Captain.”  She returned to putting on her makeup and I finished dressing myself with a racing heart that refused to slow.  What if they do kiss?  Shouldn’t I be worried?  I wasn’t worried, though.  I was excited at the thought.  So excited that I couldn’t keep my panties dry.
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                      Claire and I exited our chauffeured car and entered the antiquated building that held the Elite inside.  I thought about how appropriate was that they loved masquerades since they were never themselves day-to-day.  I wondered if they felt more like themselves under the costumes than they did in their waking lives.

                  I knew that wearing Claire’s old costume ignited something in me.  I couldn’t figure out if it what I was feeling was something hidden in myself or something I made up instead to fit the mood.  My skin tingled with electricity.  The breeze felt cool against the exposed part of my cheeks.  I looked down the long city sidewalk and imagined myself running into the crowds of pedestrians until I became someone new.

                  My jaw clenched and my muscles seemed to strengthen.  I felt powerful as if Claire’s thrilling personality came with her clothes.  Maybe it was just that the few people who had looked at us already thought I was her.  They all rolled their eyes at us and I knew it was because we seemed unoriginal or lazy.  I couldn’t help but giggle.  The stares I received were much more disapproving than the ones directed at Claire.  They thought I was her, and they all assumed this was my idea.

                  I felt like a bad girl for the first time in my life and the thrill exceeded every joy I’d ever known up until that moment.  It all paled in comparison, though, to the moment when I saw Noah walk up to Claire.  He wrapped his hands around her waist and leaned into the exposed part of her face.  He pressed his soft lips to hers and inhaled her like she was medicine for all of his ailments.

                  “Same thing as last year, I see,” he said when he pulled away.  Claire grasped the hood of her costume and pulled it forward on her face to hide the dark hair underneath.  I mirrored her movements, eager to hide my identity still.  “Did Claire, here, put you up to it?”  He directed his eyes at me.  His frown and furrowed brow were conveying disappointment, but the gleam in his eyes and the slight smile on his lips told me he admired it.  I wondered if he admired Claire the way I always had.

                  He turned his head for a moment and I used the opportunity to mutter, “You know Claire.”  He turned back, slightly confused by the direction of the voice, but ultimately satisfied that it had come from Claire’s body.  Claire and I looked at each other through our bedazzled masks and laughed.  She reached her hand out for mine and I took it eagerly.

                  A firm hand grasped my shoulder and I turned to the owner of it.  It was Claire’s mom bearing a furious expression and tapping her foot anxiously against the wood beneath her designer shoe.  “This isn’t funny, Claire.  You know the press is always at these things.”

                  In the small windows of silence between her lecturing, I heard Claire and Noah whispering to each other.  When Claire’s mom felt she had said enough, I turned back and saw that they had fled.  I walked through the vast room, searching every face for them, but it was useless.

                  That’s when I noticed the winding stairs that lined the room.  I looked around.  When I felt certain no one was watching, I made my way up the steps into the dark hallway above.  The closer I got, the louder the moans became.  I recognized it as Noah’s instantly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

      

    
    
                      When I reached the top step, I moved quietly to the darkest wall in an attempt to hide myself.  I peered down the dark hallway and could barely make out two silhouettes pressed together.  I crouched down to the floor and inched my back into a small corner nook so that I’d be better hidden.  I waited for my eyes to adjust, and as they did, I covered my mouth with my hand to muffle my surprise.

                  Noah had Claire pressed up against a wall.  His hands roamed her body, pausing for a moment at her breasts and gently squeezing them.  He nearly pushed them up to her chin in his excitement to caress her.  I couldn’t quite see, but I could hear, their tongues gliding across each other’s lips and exploring the depths of each other’s mouths.  My heart sank and raced simultaneously.  I was excited and humiliated.

                  The forbidden, secret nature of their short affair, though, fulfilled a great fantasy in me.  I wanted to see more.  I wanted to see it all, and yet I wasn’t sure how I’d come back from it if I did.  I tucked my knees into my chest and watched over the tops of them while a wet pool grew between my legs.

                  Claire slowly dropped to her knees and unfastened Noah’s tight white pants.  Claire looked up at him through her mask and he leaned his hands forward against the wall behind her.  He looked down at her as she wrapped her fingers around his long, thick cock.  She licked her lips and smiled.

                  “Are you sure?” he asked her.  I felt my heart stop.  He had just told inadvertently told Claire that I was a virgin.  I had always lied to her about that.  I told her stories about the wild things Noah and I had done in secret.  It was an attempt to seem as adventurous as her, but now she would know that I had made it all up.

                  “What do you mean?” she whispered to hide her voice.

                  “You know.  Your first time.”  He choked out a laugh.  “I didn’t think you’d want it to be in the back of a masquerade ball.”

                  I couldn’t see much of her face, but I knew by her posture that she was hesitating.  She leaned back against the wall and sighed.  In the suspense of watching, I lost control of my body and sneezed.  Both their heads shot back toward me and they were instantly aware of my presence.

                  “Claire?” asked Noah as he shoved his cock inside his pants and inspected the corner.

                  “That’s Grace,” said Claire in her full voice.

                  “What?”

                  Claire removed her mask and revealed herself to Noah.  I followed her lead and lowered my eyes to avoid Noah’s gaze.

                  Noah rushed to my side.  “Grace, I had no idea.  You have to believe me.”

                  “Noah, it’s fine,” I said.

                  “How long were you standing there?  Why didn’t you say something?  Why didn’t you stop me?”

                  I lifted my eyes to him and told the truth.  “I didn’t want to stop you.”  Claire smiled mischievously and walked over to us.

                  “Grace.  I had no idea you were still a virgin.”

                  “You didn’t?” asked Noah.

                  “I may have lied about a few things,” I admitted to both of them.

                  “We can fix that, you know,” said Claire.  I raised an eyebrow at her.  She pulled my hand toward Noah’s barely hidden cock.  She rubbed my palm along it and my eyes met Noah’s as they rolled into the back of his head.

                  “Grace,” he mumbled.  “We…don’t…have to.  Ohhh”

                  I looked at Claire and smiled.  Having her by my side filled me with a sense of confidence I didn’t have before.  “I want to,” I told Noah.  “But I want Claire to show me how.”

                  Claire turned my head toward her and planted a kiss on my lips.  Her mouth tasted sweet and smelled like fruit punch with a hint of Noah’s woodsy scented breath.  Tasting her was like a walk through the woods with a forbidden apple in my hand.  I craved Claire’s unique blend of poison.

                  Claire’s tongue distracted me while she tugged down on Noah’s pants.  She maneuvered my fingers around his cock until I was stroking it.  She pulled her face back and inserted two fingers into my mouth for practice.  I sucked gently on them and her eyes sparkled in the darkness.

                  “Good girl,” she whispered.  She removed her fingers and dropped to her knees.  She tugged on my free hand and I kneeled next to her.  “Watch me first,” she said.

                  I stared closely as she took Noah’s cock from me and wrapped her full lips around his head.  He groaned and braced himself on the opposite wall.  Claire opened her mouth wide until I could see the movements of her tongue.  It glided in spirals and zigzag motions along his underside.  It reminded me of a delicate ballet.

                  She resumed sucking him to the back of her throat, and I took note of how far it went in.  My heart pounded in my chest like it was trying to escape, but my eyes were curious for more.  Just when Noah was about to come down my best friend’s throat, she pulled off and handed his cock to me.

                  He whimpered and she said, “You’re turn, Gracie.”

                  I took his shaft, looked up at his aching face, and pressed my lips tightly around his shaft.  I sucked him back along my tongue until he hit the back of my throat.  Noah resumed groaning as quietly as he could while weaving his fingers through my hair.

                  Claire dipped her head underneath the action and licked Noah’s balls, occasionally sucking on into her mouth teasingly.  Noah tensed and released. His cock swelled and twitched in my mouth.  I moved my tongue around him, though not as gracefully as Claire had.  He didn’t seem to mind either way.

                  Claire pressed her lips to my ear and whispered, “When he comes, don’t swallow it all.  Save a taste for me.”  She’d warned me just in time.  Noah shook and his thick cock shot a hot load of come down my throat.  I swallowed enough to keep it from spilling out, but I stored a few drops underneath my tongue for Claire.

                  “Fuck,” he breathed, pulling out of me slowly and hunching over.  Claire leaned in and slid her tongue into my mouth.  Her tongue searched every crevice for drops of my boyfriend’s come.  She moaned each time she found something, and my legs quivered each time she moaned.

                  Claire pulled back, wiped her lips, and said, “Now we need to get him hard again.  I’m going to lick your pussy until he’s ready to fuck.”

                  “What?”  I couldn’t be sure I heard her correctly.  Noah’s eyes were the size of golf balls and his mouth hung open.

                  “Awesome,” he whispered.
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                      Claire urged Noah and I to move further back in the hallway since I’d so easily discovered them where they were.  She found an entrance to an overhanging balcony that was lined with closed red velvet curtains.  We would be hidden, but I knew it was still risky.  The party was going on below us.  Our parents sipped champagne while Claire showed me how to lose my virginity.

                  “Lay back,” she said, untying her hooded cape to fold under my head.  She removed her mask and the familiar safety I’d felt around her returned.  My breathing relaxed and I lay my arms by my side.

                  She inched the tight dress up my hips until my panties were exposed.  Noah salivated as he gazed at me in a new way.  I knew it was no longer a secret how wet they both had made me.

                  Claire reached for my panties and inched them down.  “You don’t even need me,” she teased.  “You’re already soaking wet.”  I closed my legs in retaliation for her joking, but she pried them apart with her fingers.  I relaxed under her touch and she moved her head between my thighs.

                  I felt her breath crawl over my skin.  It electrified me and pushed the breath from my tight chest.  My eyes flew wide open when her tongue touched my folds for the first time.  My body shook with hot desire.  Ripples of heat waves moved through me, shaking every nerve.  I’d been turned on before, but I never knew I could feel this overwhelmed by desire and anticipation.

                  My lust drowned my thoughts and worries.  I wanted more.  I reached for Claire’s hair and pulled her closer to my throbbing, aching pussy.  She licked me delicately, but she avoided my clit.  She was teasing me, not letting me come.

                  “Look at that,” she said, pulling her head away from my gasp.  I pouted but gazed in the direction of her pointing finger. Noah’s cock was hard and throbbing in his hands.  She stood up, placed her hands on Noah’s shoulders, and guided him to the floor.  He rested his back against the last foot of wall that touched the balcony.  His cock stood straight up in the air.

                  Claire hiked up the skirt of her dress and pulled her panties to the side.  I gawked at the fact that she hadn’t even bothered to remove them.  She straddled my boyfriend and without hesitation slid his cock inside of her.

                  My gut wrenched and my pussy ached.  I wanted his cock inside me, but I loved watching her take him.  She arched her back, resting a hand against the floor.  She lifted her hips up and down and Noah grabbed her waist in his hands.  He moved his hands up to her breasts, gently massaging them and leaning his head back against the wall.

                  “Fuck,” he moaned as she rode him.  “I’m going to come!”

                  She pulled off quickly and waved her finger.  “Not so fast, tiger.”  He hunched over in pain again.  Claire walked over to me, wrapped her fingers around my bicep and lifted me to standing.  “Go on,” she whispered.

                  I moved toward Noah, my nerves bundling as I neared him.  He smiled at me and released a few of them, but I kept looking back to Claire for guidance.  She smiled like she was proud of the fact that I needed her.  She walked toward me and positioned my thighs on either side of Noah.  She grabbed his shaft and pointed the head of Noah’s cock at my wet slit.

                  “Lower yourself onto him,” she told me.  I followed orders and pushed my hips down until I felt him slide in and split me open.  The tightness was more pleasurable than painful, but the small amount of pain I did feel turned me on more.

                  “Ohhh,” I moaned as I sank further down.  Noah’s hands grabbed my hips and slid up to my chest.  He massaged my breasts and then tugged the top of my dress down to release them.  He leaned forward and took a nipple into his mouth.  He flicked his tongue across the skin, sending cold chills down my spine into my sea of heat.

                  Claire grabbed my hips after him and rocked them back and forth over his cock.  He bit down on my nipple as he struggled not to come immediately.  Every sense of touch in my body had been activated and a primal urge took over.  I no longer needed Claire’s help.  I pushed my hands on Noah’s chest and grinded against him.

                  The pressure and the heat continued to build until it erupted into ecstasy that I was powerless over.  My body rippled and quaked.  My breathing turned to heavy panting gasps.  Noah leaned his forehead against mine and smiled.  His stretched lips shrank back to the center into an O shape.  I felt his cock swell inside my pussy and release his hot load.  He groaned with me in unison, hanging onto me like his life depended on it.

                  When we came down, Claire was smiling with boastful pride.  She wore an I told you so on her lips, even though the situation didn’t call for one.  I looked to her with gratitude.  I was at a loss for words.

                  I pulled off of Noah and the three of us dressed ourselves.  My body ached and tingled.  Excitement filled me for the future.  I couldn’t wait to get back to the party still wearing Claire’s costume.  I couldn’t wait to carry this new little secret around with me.  I knew Claire and Noah would enjoy it too.  I just hoped Noah would be able to keep his mouth shut about it all.

                  Claire hooked her arm through mine, and I strangely felt like I was her date instead of Noah’s.  I smiled as we descended the stairs, Noah stepping behind.

                  “Where have you girls been?” cried my mother, but looking at Claire.  She shrugged and then quickly tore me away.

                  “What are you doing?” I asked mid-laugh as we bolted out the front doors.

                  “Having an adventure,” she said.  I turned back and saw Noah chasing after us.
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                      “Please, professor?” asked John’s student, Felicia.  I stood outside the classroom my husband taught in until he was ready to go to dinner.  I couldn’t see the scene going on due to the door being almost closed, but through the crack I could make out the conversation.

                  I’d heard a lot about Felicia in the past few weeks.  John said she was incredibly bright but that she didn’t apply herself.  I thought about what a shame it was to waste such an incredible opportunity to further her intelligence.  I assumed, upon arriving in the hallway, that Felicia was trying to get some extra credit opportunity or something similar.  I folded my hands together, leaned my head against the wall, and waited patiently.

                  “Felicia,” he said in a stern, commanding voice.  Hearing it gave me chills, the kind of chills I wanted to take to the bedroom with me.  John was an incredibly sexy man and I knew I was lucky to have snagged him.  I was an accountant.  Nothing glorious.  Though, he probably thought the same being a professor.  John was the type of man who could’ve done anything, but his desire to give back led him to teaching.

                  “Felicia,” he said again, this time with a hint of anger.  “You know this is inappropriate.”  That last word caught my attention.  I snapped my head away from the wall and slithered behind the nearly closed door.  There was a small window in the top portion, and I peered through carefully.

                  Felicia had one knee on John’s desk, despite wearing a short skirt.  I gasped at the possibility of what he could see.  She was leaning over her knee, pulling at his tie.  She was more than flirting with him.  She was trying to seduce him.

                  I wasn’t sure why, but jealousy wasn’t my first reaction.  I’d never seen Felicia before, only heard about her.  John never mentioned how strikingly beautiful she was.  She had curly strawberry blonde hair and the type of body a woman could only ever have in her twenties.  She had a delicate curve to her hips and full breasts that fit snugly in her tight, black top.  She wore a low cut shirt that revealed as much cleavage as possible, hardly leaving anything to the imagination.

                  My heart raced as I peeked through the window. I knew I shouldn’t be taking so long to watch.  What if I was caught?  But I couldn’t pull away.  I pressed myself as close to the door as I could without pushing it open.  I bit my lower lip and felt a tingle between my thighs.

                  Felicia leaned her face down, hoping for a kiss, but John turned away.  His expression wasn’t of disgust, however.  I saw his adam’s apple shift as he looked away.  His breathing was heavy.  He wanted her, despite it being the wrong thing to want.  Seeing his torment at not having her drove my imagination wild.  It was as if I was watching a movie suddenly.  I wanted him to take her by the waist and press her up against the chalkboard.  I wanted him to let go.

                  What’s wrong with me?  I knew I shouldn’t want my husband to be with another woman, especially a student.  But as my eyes traveled along Felicia’s body, I almost wanted her for myself, and I was never the type to lust after women.

                  Felicia was driving me crazy in five seconds.  I didn’t know how John had managed to teach a class for two months with her in it.  The more I thought about it, the more I realized how heavy our sex life had gotten in the past two months.  We fucked almost every night.  We had a healthy sex life before, but he had gotten more pushy and desperate the past few months.  I thought maybe it was something I’d done to seem more appealing to him, or perhaps it was stress from work.  Now, I realized, it was teaching Felicia and actively trying to avoid her advances.

                  “Professor,” she pleaded in a deep, sultry voice, “let’s help each other.”

                  “I have a wife,” he told her, again in a stern voice.  “I could get fired.”  I took note of his excuses.  Not once did he tell her he wasn’t interested in her.  He hasn’t ruled it out completely.  He’s considering it…if he can get away with it or not.

                  By this time, my panties were soaked.  I was grateful to be wearing a black pencil skirt and not something of a lighter color.  I could feel the wet pool attempting to escape my panties and drip down my inner thigh.  I was grateful that he was faithful, but confused at my desire to see him break it.  I didn’t know why I wanted to see him cheat on me.  Is it cheating if I want it to happen?

                  He brushed her away again, this time placing a hand on her collarbone to physically keep the distance.  As he did this, though, their eyes met, and he resisted the urge to lower his hand to her breast.  He quickly pulled his hand away and stood up from his desk.

                  “I have to meet my wife for dinner, Felicia.  The assignment is due Monday.  No excuses.”  He turned toward the door and I ducked under the window quickly.  In a fit of panic, I decided to run a few feet down the hall so it didn’t look like I’d been within earshot.  As soon as I was a decent distance away, I turned around quickly to make it look as if I had been on my way to his class.

                  Just as I turned, John stepped out of the classroom.  When he saw me he exhaled and I couldn’t decipher if it was a sigh of frustration or relief, but I was satisfied with either.

                  “Sylvia!” he said, stretching his arms out wide for me.  I stepped into him for a hug and noticed Felicia sneaking out of the classroom.  I turned my head on John’s chest and watched Felicia’s hips sway as she walked down the empty hallway.
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                      Dinner was tense as John was trying not to confess anything to me and I had my own little secret.  I sat in my soaked panties at the restaurant trying to think of anything else, but I failed miserably.  My mind kept drifting to Felicia and the sight of her hunched over my husband’s desk while trying to bribe him with sex.

                  “So,” I said at one point in the conversation, “anything interesting happen today in class?”  I lifted a fork of food to my mouth, but my appetite wasn’t my current focus.  I peered across the table to watch John as he fumbled for his napkin.

                  “Uh, no.  Not really.  Same Friday as always.”  I didn’t think he was lying.  In fact, I thought maybe he was telling the truth about it being the same as every other Friday.  My heart raced at the thought of Felicia’s advances being a regular thing.

                  “You look beautiful tonight, by the way,” he added while taking a bite of his food.  His eyes dropped from my face to my chest and I nervously tucked a strand of my brown hair behind my ear.  John always made me feel beautiful even though I never thought much of my looks.  I had an average build but nothing to write home about.  I had curves that seemed ordinary and useful for childbirth.  I never saw myself as a knockout or anything like that.  My face was as average as anything else.  I’d always known I wasn’t ugly, but I also knew I wasn’t the type to turn heads.

                  “Thank you,” I said, lowering my gaze to the plate in front of me.

                  The rest of dinner was the same.  It was silent with hints of secrecy.  It wasn’t until we were in the car on the way home that I hinted at what I knew.  I wasn’t sure if it was the right thing to do or not, but I couldn’t help myself.

                  “I have a strange question for you,” I started.  “It’s purely hypothetical.”

                  “Go on,” said John, tightening his grip on the steering wheel.

                  “Have you ever had a student try to bribe you for a better grade?”

                  John coughed when he heard my question.  “What made you think that?”

                  “Nothing.  You just hear about it sometimes and I wondered if it’s ever happened to you.  That’s all.”

                  He tapped his fingers against the wheel and lifted his gaze to the roof of the car.  “Let me think.  Let me think.”  He pretended to be searching his memory for an instance.  “I mean, I guess a few times. Small things, though.  Jokes really.”

                  “Jokes?”

                  “Yeah.  Things like offering me a million dollars, that sort of thing.  Nothing substantial.”

                  “What about sex?” I spat out.  It was very uncharacteristic of me.  I felt shocked by my own bravery.  John pulled the car off to the side of the road and shifted in his seat toward me.

                  “What’s this about?” he asked, his gaze burning a hole through me.

                  “Nothing,” I said, looking away quickly.  The intensity in his eyes was too much to handle.  I knew he wouldn’t let up, though.  I knew I had to tell him what I’d seen.  “What about Felicia?” I added for clarification.

                  “Shit,” he said, shifting back in his seat and leaning against the head rest.  “You heard us earlier, didn’t you?”

                  “Yes,” I said.  “I’m sorry I didn’t say anything sooner.”

                  “It’s okay.  Felicia is…persistent.  But I’ve never given into her antics and you should know I never will.”  I felt a pang of disappointment at that promise.

                  “Never?”

                  John turned toward me and cupped my face in his hands.  “You’re the only one for me,” he said.  He placed his hands back on the wheel and steered the car back onto the road.  I slumped in my seat and almost felt heartbroken.  It was as if by rejecting Felicia he had rejected me.  I quickly realized that it was my new fantasy he had rejected that made me feel insecure.

                  We got home and I expected John to take me to the bedroom like he had done every night recently.  Tonight, however, he went straight to bed without a word.  I went to bed, but I struggled to sleep.  My head was filled with visions of Felicia with my husband and I couldn’t help but wonder how I could get the two of them together.

                  Fortunately, I didn’t have to think about it much.  The next day, Felicia found herself on our doorstep.  She was more desperate than ever to improve her grade, and apparently she didn’t realize that John’s wife would be home.
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                      It was a late Saturday afternoon.  I was making iced tea and John was in his office grading papers.  I heard a knock on the door and cocked my brow.  I wasn’t expecting any visitors and as far as I know, neither was John.  It’s probably just a solicitor or one of the neighbors.  As I turned the corner, I peered through the fogged glass on the front door.  It looked like a teenage girl.

                  As I got closer, I recognized the hair color of the young woman.  Not a teenager.  A college student.  I opened the door to Felicia’s horror.  “Can I help you?” I asked her.

                  “Oh, um.  I’m sorry.  I must have the wrong-“

                  “My god, Felicia,” I heard John say from behind me.  He stepped just in front of me to shoo her off.  “You can’t come here.  How did you get this address?”

                  She slanted her head.  “It’s not hard, Professor.  I just wanted to talk to you about that…er…extra credit.”  She looked at me and smiled sheepishly.  Her curly hair was clipped back halfway and she wore a crocheted tank top that showed glimpses of skin underneath.  The top was paired with a dark green skirt and bohemian flats.  Her clothes on anyone else would’ve looked somewhat ordinary, but every piece hung from her body perfectly.  Like it was meant to be there.  And yet, all I wanted to do was see it drop to the floor.

                  It felt as if someone had knocked the wind out of me.  John stood there arguing with her about extra credit and I feared she would leave.  I didn’t know what I wanted at this point or what I was doing.  I pushed my left hand up into John’s face to silence him and with my right hand I reached for Felicia’s delicate wrist.

                  “Of course you can come in,” I reassured her.  I snapped back to John.  “Don’t be rude, dear.”  John’s eyes widened and his chest moved quickly up and down.  A few drops of sweat formed just under his hairline.  I’d never seen him this nervous before.

                  Felicia smiled and thanked me.  She came inside and I offered her some of the iced tea I had just made.  John stood at the edge of the kitchen, restlessly tapping his foot against the tile.

                  “Felicia,” he said. “You know very well there is no extra credit for this assignment.  What you wrote already is what you’ll be graded on.”

                  “Then how come you gave Bonny extra credit?” she asked.  She wasn’t a very good liar, but even if she had been I’d known she was just trying to trap my husband.  John looked at me and then turned his attention back to her.

                  “Let’s go to my office,” he said.  His tone sounded defeated.  He knew that was the most private place to go, but that was both a good and a bad thing.  I continued to stir the tea I’d poured for myself and watched them leave.  I listened closely for the sound of the door closing, but the latch never clicked.  I smiled to myself and tapped my fingers on the kitchen counter.  I didn’t want to start eavesdropping too soon.

                  I waited a few long minutes before following them to the office.  I stopped just short of the door and pressed my ear close to the wall.

                  “This is a serious offense,” warned John.  His shaky voice sounded more terrified than disciplinary.  “My wife is going to think I’m cheating on her.  This is blackmail.”

                  “Look at it this way,” she said.  “You either sleep with me and hope she doesn’t find out, or you don’t sleep with me and she thinks you are anyway.”

                  “Why sleep with you? All you’re after is extra credit, right?  What if I just gave that to you for your silence?”

                  “Because that’s not as much fun,” she teased.  I heard my heart pounding against the wall.  I inched my head closer until I could make them out through the crack in the door.  John was sitting on the edge of his desk and Felicia stepped into him.  She hiked her flowing skirt up and straddled his lap with her long, toned legs.

                  John’s hands gripped the edge of the desk, afraid to grasp the sexy college student above him.  Do it, I urged.  Just touch her already.  My breath sounded too loud and raspy. I tried to keep it under control but every function of my body had quickened.  Then it happened.  John raised his hands and rested his palms against her upper thighs.

                  My heart sank, but my legs quivered.  I wanted this and felt humiliated all at once.  I should say something.  I should stop this.  But I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t speak.  I watched in silence as Felicia wrapped her arms around my husband’s neck and leaned down to kiss him.  I watched in horror as he kissed her back, pressing his lips hard into hers.

                  My body trembled with sad delight.  Yet, I couldn’t blame him.  I wanted her as much as he did.  I wanted him to have her in ways that I couldn’t.

                  His hands inched upward. Their breathing quickened.  They sighed into each other’s mouths.  One of Felicia’s hands pressed against the dip in the center of my husband’s chest.  Her other hand dropped to his belt.  She slid it out of the loops and dropped it to the floor.

                  She used both hands to unbutton his slacks.  He reached his hands so far under her skirt they reached her panties.  He tugged at the elastic band, showing me their purple color.  The silk of them shined in the afternoon sun that poured through his windows.

                  Felicia stood up and my husband followed suit.  They quickly shed their clothes, completely forgetting to check the door.  Felicia’s body was even more perfect naked.  Her breasts hung effortlessly against her slender chest.  She had a trimmed strawberry blonde patch near her wet pussy.  I saw a trickle of her wetness slide down her thigh, just like mine had done the previous day.  Just like mine was doing now, watching them.

                  John’s cock was as hard as could be.  It stretched toward the young vixen.  It twitched and begged.  It danced for attention.  Touch me, suck me, fuck me, it seemed to say.  Then, as if to answer its wishes, Felicia dropped her naked body to the floor in front of him.

                  She wrapped her small finger around his large cock and looked up at my husband.  She licked her lips, parted them slowly, and sucked him in.  He braced himself by gripping the edge of the desk behind him.  His toned ass pressed against its hard edge.  He leaned his head back and moaned.  Felicia moved her mouth further down his cock, taking him all the way in.

                  My skin was hot to the touch and I felt sweat dripping along my neck.  I swung my hair out of the way and brushed my nipple on accident.  They were standing on end and the slightest touch ignited them.  I felt a jolt of electricity shoot down my spine, ending at my wet pussy near my clit.  I was grateful for my drawstring shorts.  With ease, I dipped my hand inside my panties and into the growing wet pool.

                  As Felicia’s head bobbed back and forth on John’s cock, I circled my clit with my index finger.  I tightened every muscle in my body to keep from moaning.  My pussy throbbed and dripped.  I slid a finger inside.  Every touch was more sensitive than the last.  Every nerve ending was ignited.  The arousal I felt was unbelievable.  I was watching my husband cheat for crying out loud.

                  But I was also witnessing Felicia’s gorgeous, naked body.  The way her breasts bounced as she sucked his cock.  The pink flush on her cheeks.  John moved a hand to the back of Felicia’s head and helped guide her rhythm.  His abs tightened.  He panted as if he were jogging.  He’s about to come.

                  He felt it as much as I saw it.  He pulled her off of him, lifted her up to standing, and bent her over the desk.  Her breasts pressed against the cool, dark wood and she moaned.  He grabbed her hands behind her and held them to her back.  His cock pointed straight in the direction of her soaking wet cunt.  It inched forward.

                  I paused.  Felicia was staring straight at me.  She smiled.  Pride swept over her.  She saw me standing there.  She loved that she was taking my man away from me.  I wanted to hate her for it.  I wanted to call her bluff, but I also wanted to see my husband’s cock slide into her perfect pussy.

                  It did.  John pushed his cock deep inside of his proud, deceitful young student.  He groaned almost in disbelief as he entered her.  Is she tighter than me?  More youthful?  More elasticity?  He grabbed her ass and pulled his hips back only to slam them back again.  She jolted across the desk as he fucked her.  I continued fingering my clit while Felicia watched me watching them.

                  John swung in and out of her.  He no longer had any hesitation or regret.  He’d turned animal.  He could no longer control himself.  He had given into temptation and justified it.  I slid a hand up my t-shirt and inside my bra.  I rolled and tugged my nipples.  I bit my lower lip.  Drops of sweat beat down my skin.  I wondered if she could see them.  I wondered if she could see that I was touching myself through the slit of the door.

                  John pulled out of Felicia and flipped her onto her back.  She grabbed the sides of the desk.  He entered her again, slamming his hips into her. He propped her ankles on his shoulders.  His muscles glistened in the sunlight.  He was ready to come a while ago, but he wasn’t ready to be done with her so he was holding back.  He knew this might be his only chance with her.  I hoped that it wasn’t.

                  He rocked back and forth, pausing when it got to be too much.  He hunched over her, pressed his lips to her again and she bit him gently.  He whimpered.  He was losing control.  I wanted him to lose it.  I wanted his come to fill her.  More importantly, I wanted to taste his cock after he’d come inside of her.  I lick the taste of her pussy off of him.

                  He pulled back and out again.  He was stalling. I was ready to come. He was ready to come.  It wouldn’t be much longer now – it couldn’t be.  He sat on the edge of the desk and hoisted her over his lap.  She straddled him and slid him inside of her.  He reached up for her breasts and gripped them in his hands.  He played with her nipples and she arched her back in reply.  He leaned up, took a nipple into his mouth and flicked his tongue across it.  He moved to the other one and circled it.  He left each one after a hard suck and then he leaned back to watch his student ride his cock.

                  As Felicia rocked her hips, she started to lose control as well.  She pressed her hands to John’s chest and grinded harder into him.  Her eyes widened and burned into him.  Then they shot to the door and she smiled.

                  John followed her gaze, curious as to what had caught her attention.  He saw me standing in the doorway watching and fingering myself to the sight.  His mouth gaped open, but Felicia started to come.  She moaned in waves as her orgasm built up and then slowly subsided.  Knowing she was coming set me and John off.  Despite the horror that had been on John’s face upon first seeing me, he couldn’t hold back any longer.  He grabbed Felicia’s hips and buried his cock deep inside of her.

                  His abs clenched and released.  I knew that he was filling her with his hot load.  I imagined it spilling up toward her belly and I felt my pussy throb and tingle.  My walls clenched down on my fingers and I hunched over while I moaned.  It was nice to not hide my pleasure any more.  I let out moan after moan as I came in the doorway.  In the end, I collapsed to the floor, even pushing the study door open a few more inches.

                  Felicia climbed off of my husband and walked over to me.  I saw his come dripping down her thigh.  She kneeled down, lifted my chin and kissed me.  She tasted like honeydew and smelled of wildflowers.  She broke our kiss and stood up.  I wasn’t thinking, only desiring.  I reached my hand up along her inner thigh and dipped my fingers into the stream of my husband’s come.  He was watching me in awe as I scooped it up and brought it to my mouth.

                  I rose up on my knees, grabbed Felicia’s hips, and buried my face in her come covered cunt.  I licked her folds clean and she rested her hands in my hair.

                  “Good wifey,” she whispered with half closed eyelids.  I pulled my face away and she tapped her palm against my cheek.

                  I sat back on my heels as she grabbed her things.  “About that extra credit,” she said, turning a half-naked body toward John.  “I’ll be back for more next week.”  She winked at me, finished dressing and left us there in a tense silence.

                  “Sylvia…” John started while dressing himself.  “I don’t know what to say.”

                  He felt guilty, but I felt exhilarated.  “Don’t worry about it, John.”  I walked up to him, wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, tasting Felicia’s saliva underneath his tongue.
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      Lindsey and Greg are invited to their ten year reunion. Lindsey is shy and uncertain, but her husband is eager to show off his success to the crowd. Lindsey hesitantly obliges. She wants to do whatever it takes to make her husband happy. When she runs into the popular and beautiful, Naomi, a wave of memories comes flooding back to her. Lindsey is desperate to gain a friendship she feels she missed out on ten years ago, but what is she willing to sacrafice for it? Naomi wants Greg for herself and Lindsey noticed Greg's attraction to Naomi. Lindsey may finally get the friendship she always wanted, but she'll have to watch the unthinkable first. Lindsey can't help but wonder...what if she likes what she sees?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Selena Hart

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
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