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

      

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

      

      Click here to join my newsletter!

      

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

      

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

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.
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      Hailey elbowed me and whisper-whistled. “I think I might be hot for teacher,” she teased. My cheeks flushed and I sank down in my seat. Professor Ryan wasn’t that far from us – I liked to sit front and center – and I didn’t want him to hear any of Hailey’s lude remarks. She wiggled her dark eyebrows, her dyed-blonde hair sweeping over one shoulder to purposely expose the nape of her neck. Necklaces dangled from it and her skirt was much too short. Fortunately, that had nothing to do with the new professor and everything to do with how she normally dressed.

      Hailey and I didn’t often end up in classes together, but we’d tried to align this one with our schedules so that I could help her get a passing grade. History was my strongest subject, and Professor Ryan was my favorite new view. I was starting to regret bringing Hailey along.

      Without Hailey, I could’ve kept my head down, passed with flying colors, and nurtured a healthy, but private, fantasy of Professor Ryan. But Hailey was a troublemaker, and I was already fearing her shenanigans two seconds into our first class together.

      Hailey leaned forward in her seat, resting her elbows on her knees while she stared at Professor Ryan doe-eyed. He took notice for a moment, then glanced away, addressing the entire class.

      While his eyes were averted, I studed his tall frame and broad shoulders. My gaze swept over the slightly wavy dark locks that had been smoothed back, except for one tress that kept escaping, requiring him to run his hand through his hair to smooth it out.

      He wasn’t just handsome or sexy. He was an absolute dream. My heart raced and my thighs clenched in his presence. I felt naughty even though nothing had happened.

      Hailey raised her hand and sank her teeth into her lower lip. “Um, excuse me…professor?”

      Professor Ryan stopped a few feet away and turned in her direction. Even the simple act of him pointing to her made my body flush with heat. His hands were strong and experienced. I bet they would feel rough and warm on my skin.

      I buried my head in my hands. Oh god, why am I thinking like this?

      “Yes, Miss?” he asked.

      “Hailey,” she said with a smile that could make any guy bend to her whim.

      “Hailey,” he said with a bite of bitterness. “Did you have a question about the lecture?”

      “Actually,” she said, and I knew where she was going was not good. “I was wondering if you were married?”

      The class erupted in laughter and whispers, and Professor Ryan’s jaw ticked. His dark eyes met mine for a moment, but I looked away, unable to stand the heat of them. “That’s hardly an appropriate question for class.”

      Hailey leaned back in her seat, exaggeratively crossing one leg over the other, making sure to show off her creamy thighs. “I’ll take that as ‘no’ then.”

      The whispers and laughs grew louder. A hint of blush caressed the professor’s cheeks. “Alright, alright, class. Let’s continue.”

      The next time Hailey raised her hand, the professor ignored her. I would have too.
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        * * *

      

      The next few weeks were torture. I spent every night in my bed touching myself to the thought of Professor Ryan. I had to in order to keep from getting wet during every History class, and even then, sometimes it happened.

      It didn’t help that Professor Ryan had been catching my gaze more – or was that my imagination? I wanted him to look at me forever and tell me I was beautiful and that he needed me to satisfy him. But I wasn’t a flirt like Hailey, who seemed to be dressing even more provocatively than usual.

      And while Professor Ryan met my gaze more, he stole glances at Hailey’s long legs just as often. Each time I saw his eyes dip down, my stomach sank. If anyone could make him succumb, it would be her and not me.

      I mean, I wouldn’t even try. I just wasn’t that kind of girl. But the thought of Hailey getting him before me made my chest ache. Get a grip on yourself, Jen. You can’t screw your professor.

      As we headed out for class one afternoon, Professor Ryan called my name. “Jen, can I talk to you for a sec?”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat and stared at Hailey. She wiggled her eyebrows and said, “I’ll meet you later.”

      I turned to face the professor, becoming acutely aware of how empty the lecture hall was now. It was just the two of us, but fortunately, nothing could happen since it was still a very public space.

      “You’re a very bright student, Jen. I wonder if you’d be interested in an opportunity. I’ve been saving it for an ambitious student and I think you’d be perfect for it. You’d be accompanying me in a lecture to fellow historians. Does that seem like something you’d be interested in?”

      The words barely made it out of me. “Y-yes,” I said, tucking a strand of my mousy brown hair behind my ear. “I’d love that.”

      He smiled and it melted my heart. He rarely smiled in class, preferring to stay professional. It was one of the things that most attracted me to him.

      “Great,” he said. “If you’ll come to my office, I can give you the sign up form.”

      My feet were heavy as I followed him. We were about to enter a space that was infinitely more private than the lecture hall. He closed the door behind me and sifted through some things on his desk. I stole a few glances at his body and the way the veins snaked around his wrists. When he handed me the forms, our fingers brushed, just like the movies. His eyes met mine, dark with something far from professional, and I took a step back hoping he’d take a step forward.

      I wanted him to corner me. To grip my jaw and bring my lips to his. But he didn’t pursue. Instead, he said, “It’ll be a pleasure to work with you.”

      “Thank you.” My voice came out squeaky. I turned to leave, humiliation washing over me.
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        * * *

      

      “So? Did you bang him?”

      I met up with Hailey at the campus coffee shop. “Who?”

      She rolled her eyes so far I thought she’d fall over. Her hands found my waist and tickled the skin. “You know who.”

      I stifled a lap and also tried to stifle the warmth that spread through me at her touch. Hailey and I didn’t have that kind of relationship, but whatever guys saw in her, I saw in her too.

      We grabbed our coffee orders and headed to a table near the window. It was cold outside and rainy, making for a cozy backdrop.

      “Professor Ryan,” she clarified. “Did you bang him?”

      “No, but I wanted to,” I admitted.

      Just then, I heard a shuffle behind me and a man clear his throat. I turned and immediately recognized the dark hair on the back of his head. It took Hailey an extra minute to realize it was Professor Ryan.

      I sank low in my seat, utterly humiliated. Hailey, however, was not humiliated at all. Instead, her eyes gleamed with mischief, and she quickly left my table to join his.

      “Hello, Professor Ryan,” she said, leaning her head on her hand.

      “Hailey,” he said curtly.

      “You didn’t happen to overhear our conversation, did you?”

      I glanced over my shoulder and saw him turn his head in my direction, not quite bringing his gaze to mine. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      I didn’t know if he was lying or telling the truth, but I’d learned my lesson. I would never, ever talk about wanting to have sex with a professor in public again.

      “Well,” said Hailey. “If you did overhear our conversation…think about it.”

      “Have a good day, Hailey,” he said.

      Hailey came back to our table, but I still felt too close to him. “I have to go to the bathroom.” Hailey rolled her eyes, but I left before she could open her big, fat mouth.

      Once in the bathroom, I splashed cold water on my face, scrutinizing my reflection. Get ahold of yourself. This is getting out of hand. I pulled open the restroom door and turned down the hall only to bump into a solid wall of muscle. When I stepped back, I realized it was Professor Ryan.

      Shit. Why is he everywhere I go right now?

      “Jen.”

      “Professor.”

      He cleared his throat, his eyes shifting. It was clear he was uncomfortable and that made me feel terrible. I’d made him feel that way.

      I quickly became aware of how small that hallway was. Another customer brushed past us and I pressed my back against the wall, the professor angling his body toward me. The heat rolled off of him and his scent – musk, pine, and cigars – rolled over my nose. We stared at each other for a moment, neither of us brave enough to say a thing.

      He parted his lips, and though I knew he wouldn’t, I wanted him to kiss me. Or, maybe I wanted him to confess that he wanted to sleep with me too. Instead, he said, “You should keep your friend on a leash. She’s been acting inappropriate since day one.”

      My brows furrowed. “I’m not her keeper, and she’s not a dog.”

      His expression softened. “Right. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that way.”

      I sighed. “It’s fine. I know what you mean. She has a big mouth.”

      Something flickered in his eyes, a hint of lust? At what? Me mentioning her big mouth? My gut twisted. She annoyed him but maybe he also found her attractive. I mean, who wouldn’t? Even I found her attractive.

      I lowered my gaze to the floor, suddenly feeling trapped.

      “I don’t want to lose my job,” was all he said. No context.

      My eyes swept back up and saw a storm of emotions play across his face. He’d heard us. That much was clear. And if I had to guess, he wanted to fuck one of us too. Which one of us, I couldn’t be sure, but it was probably Hailey. Everyone wanted Hailey.

      “I don’t know what you mean,” I said, brushing past him.

      His fingers clasped my wrist and his breath brushed over my ear as he whispered, “I think you do, Jen.” His fingers released me and I returned to the table, insisting to Hailey that we leave.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I made my way to Professor Ryan’s office to discuss the lecture. More specifically, to bow out of the opportunity. There was no way I could work so closely with him now that he’d heard how much I wanted to sleep with him.

      I approached the door and raised my fist to knock when I heard him talking to someone else. I almost turned to walk away until I heard a familiar female voice. Hailey.

      I pressed my ear to the wooden door and listened.

      “I see the way you’ve been staring at me in class, Professor. You can’t deny how much you want me.”

      He cleared his throat. “That may be true, but I want my job more.”

      My heart sank, and yet my body buzzed with a mixture of hope and desire. If she could make him bend his rules, then maybe he’d bend them for me too.

      “Are you sure about that?” Fabric shifted. “And what about now?”

      I turned the knob and cracked the door, preparing to interrupt, but they hadn’t heard me. Suddenly, I had the perfect view of Hailey bent over Professor Ryan’s desk with her skirt pushed up to her waist, showing off her bright pink thong.

      Professor Ryan stood a foot away, gazing at her perfect, plump ass. His fingers twitched like he wanted to touch her. A low, irritated groan escaped him. “Hailey,” he bit out. “Put your clothes back on.”

      Hailey’s ass was divine. I’d only ever seen her in a swimsuit before, but never this close to naked. Between her thighs, I could see the puffy outline of her pussy. Her panties were soaked, liquid desire leaking out of them down her leg.

      I didn’t know why, but I wanted to drop to my knees and lick it from her skin.

      “I don’t think that’s what you want, Professor.”

      “Fuck,” he hissed. “Stop calling me that. Not while you’re like this.” To my surprise, he stepped closer.

      “Why?” Hailey asked, her eyelashes fluttering while a smile played on her lips. “Does it turn you on, Professor.”

      Without another word of protest, Professor Ryan closed the distance between them and ran his hands up and down her thighs. He tipped his head back while a soft moan escaped Hailey’s lips.

      A storm of jealousy, rage, and desire surged through me. I wanted to put an end to it. I wanted to make him mine. But more than either of those, I wanted to see it continue. I wanted to watch them. What the hell was wrong with me?

      The professor’s strong hands slid up, curving over Hailey’s ass. His thumb brushed along the strap of her thong, teasing her asshole.

      Hailey pushed her ass back against him like a slut in heat. He was so calculated and measured, and she was so open, so needy.

      The professor slid his blazer from his broad shoulders, revealing a white button-down that clung to his frame. His hand moved to his belt, unfastening it and unzipping his pants in a matter of seconds. He pulled out his cock and a short gasp escaped me.

      He was huge. Long, engorged, and veiny. The crown of his cock looked smooth and delicious. I wanted to be on my knees between them, slurping on each of them.

      My nipples hardened against the fabric of my bra. My panties were soaked. I yearned to touch myself while I watched, but I was in the hallway. It was empty for now, but the moment it wasn’t, someone would see me. Whereas they would have more time to compose themselves.

      Professor Ryan stroked his dick while slipping a finger inside Hailey’s pussy. “If you want to fuck,” he said, “it’s not going to be in your pussy. I don’t have a condom on me and I’m not going to get you pregnant.”

      “If you think I haven’t done anal before, then you must think I’m more innocent than I thought.”

      He leaned forward, gliding his cock between her ass cheeks, using her ass to stroke himself. “I don’t think you’re innocent. I think you’re a dirty slut that needs to be taught a lesson.”

      He spanked her ass so loud it echoed, and I instinctively looked down the hallway to make sure no one had heard. I felt protective of them suddenly. I didn’t want Professor Ryan to lose his job and I didn’t want to lose out on a chance at my new fantasy.

      Professor Ryan stood back up and pulled Hailey’s panties to the side. He pressed the mushroom tip against her slick folds and pushed. “I thought you didn’t want to fuck my pussy,” Hailey teased.

      Professor Ryan groaned as he buried himself inside her completely. I watched in horrifying desire as she spread around him, opening like a flower. I bit my lower lip, shifting my thighs uncomfortably. I wanted to play with myself so badly, but I couldn’t. It was absolute torture.

      “Don’t worry,” he said, pumping his cock in and out. “I won’t be here for long.”

      He withdrew his cock with a ‘pop’ sound and angled the tip to her ass. It was clear now what he’d been doing. He was using her juices as lube.

      Her ass reluctantly stretched for his big cock. Hailey gripped the edge of the desk, her eyes rolling back. The professor reached under her neck and pulled her up to him as he slid in deeper. His hands roamed over her chest, teasing her nipples through her slutty blouse. She leaned her head back against his shoulder and moaned while he picked up his pace.

      His desk shifted as he pounded into her ass nice and hard. One hand drifted down her stomach and between her legs. His fingers pinched her clit, then circled gently. Hailey reached behind and wrapped her arms around his neck.

      With one hand on her waist and his other on her clit, he pumped harder and faster, like he was punishing her. I supposed he was. “Come for me, you dirty little slut,” he told her. Her body quivered as the waves of ecstasy rolled through her.

      “I’m coming,” she moaned, and that was his undoing. He thrusted so hard I thought he might hurt her. Then he let out a low, but muffled, groan as he emptied his load. When he pulled out of her, his cum trickled down her thigh.

      He leaned down and scooped it up with his fingers, making her suck them clean.  “Get dressed,” he told her, giving her one more spank.

      Hailey smiled and straightened her clothes just as Professor Ryan put his cock away. Hailey’s eyes met the crack in the door and fear made me drop the book I’d been holding.

      “Shit, shit,” I said, as I dropped down and scooped up my things. I turned and began to head down the hallway but there were footsteps behind me.

      “Not so fast,” her voice rang out. “Looks like we have a little peeping Jen.”

      She spun me around and it was then that I saw Professor Ryan in his doorway, looking horrified. No doubt, he was wondering if I’d seen everything.

      “I won’t tell,” I said, eager to get out of this situation.

      “We know you won’t,” Hailey said, tucking my hair behind my ear. “Because we’re going to bring you into our little game.”

      My heart sped up as Hailey dragged me back toward the office. “Hailey, no,” said Professor Ryan.

      I stopped cold, humiliation filling me. “Am I not good enough?” I asked.

      The professor glanced down the hallway before ushing us both back into his office, this time, locking it for good measure.

      “No, no, Jen. You’re more than good enough.” Realizing what he was saying, he added, “Shit. Shit, I’m in big trouble.”

      “I won’t tell,” I repeated. “I swear it.”

      He paused, staring at me like he had for weeks in class. It sent a shiver down my spine. “You’re such a bright student,” he said. “I don’t want to mess up your future.”

      Hailey scoffed. “But you didn’t mind messing up mine?”

      Professor Ryan turned over his shoulder, glaring at her. “You begged me to and put your ass on display.” He turned back to me and cupped my cheek, his hand shaky like he feared my skin would burn him. “Jen would never do that. She’s too innocent.”

      “I’m not innocent,” I fought back, but I didn’t feel the conviction. I needed to prove it somehow. I needed to prove I could do this.

      Even if I didn’t know what the hell any of us were doing here.

      I dropped my bag and began to unbutton my blouse. Professor Ryan took a step back, his eyes sweeping over my body. A smirk curled on Hailey’s face as she watched with delight. I’d never undressed in front of her before.

      Hailey whistled as I dropped my blouse to the floor. My nipples were hard, straining against the fabric of my bra. My pussy ached and my panties were so wet, I thought I might turn into a puddle on the floor. I hooded my fingers into the waist of my pleated skirt, and slipped it down my legs.

      Professor Ryan was frozen, but his eyes said it all. He found me attractive. He wanted to screw me senseless. But he respected me to much to do it.

      I had to convince him.

      I walked over to Hailey and kissed her hard. She gasped – we had never done anything like this before – but then she leaned into it. Her tongue found mine between parted lips and she unclasped my bra. Her hands swept around my ribs, cupping my breasts all while the professor watched us.

      The outline of his dick was visible in his slacks. He began to palm it, cursing under his breath. I helped Hailey out of her clothes while she helped me out of my panties. There we were, naked and vulnerable in our professor’s office, kissing and caressing one another.

      I laid her back against the desk with no idea what I was doing. I’d never touched another woman. I’d never gone down on one. But I crawled between her thighs, spreading my legs so that Professor Ryan could see how wet I was, and leaned down.

      “Who’s innocent now?” I licked Hailey’s pussy and delighted in how she trembled. Her fingers found my hair and her hips rocked against me.

      “Fuck, Jen. We need to toy with teachers more often. If you’re going to get down and dirty like this.” Her words disappeared, replaced by moans.

      Behind me were heavy footsteps. The professor’s body heat encapsulated me as he stood close, closer than he ever has before. Fingers found my outer thighs and trailed upward.

      “Fuck, Jen. You’re so beautiful.”

      My heart swelled and then my stomach dropped. He’d slipped three fingers inside my pussy without warning. I felt full, so full, and yet still so empty.

      Hailey’s back arched and she grabbed her tits, playing with them as she moaned. She didn’t even notice the professor and me. She didn’t notice our private moment. Not until Professor Ryan’s thumb found my clit and circled, making me moan.

      That’s when Hailey lifted her head and smiled.  “Well, professor? You going to fuck her or what?”

      He groaned, pulled out his fingers and shoved them inside Hailey’s mouth. I watched as she sucked my arousal from his fingertips, her tongue darting between them and gliding up the length of them.

      Professor Ryan unbuttoned his shirt and unfastened his slacks. He kicked everything to the side, naked for the first time. He looked stunning. Head to toe of nothing but muscle. And his cock was huge and throbbing, ready to take its next victim.

      He stood behind me, cupping my ass in his hands. I waited for his cock, but something hot and wet dragged along my slit instead. His nose touched the space between my pussy and ass and I realized his tongue was gliding over my slick folds.

      A moan slipped past my lips, vibrating over Hailey’s pussy. “That’s it,” she cooed, holding me to her while rocking against me. “I’m almost there.”

      I was almost there too. Professor Ryan was incredible and eating pussy. His tongue swept over me in all the right placed with all the right rhythms. I clutched my friend’s thighs as I buried my head in her pussy, feeling myself clench around the professor’s fingers.

      I came, shuddering against him, just as Hailey shuddered against me. When our orgasms had subsided, leaving us a panting mess, Professor Ryan spun me off of the desk and yanked Hailey up as well.

      Fear coursed through my veins. Was he angry? Was he going to kick us out? I still hadn’t gotten my chance to screw him yet.

      Professor Ryan circled me, like a predator who caught his prey.  He gently clasped my arm and tugged me with him toward the desk. He sat on the edge and lay back. “If you’re so naughty, then ride me like the horny girl you pretend to be.”

      I swallowed and glanced at Hailey. “Well,” she said. “Go on. Now’s your chance.”

      But this wasn’t how I pictured it. On display. With Hailey watching. My pussy was still throbbing from my orgasm, yet still desperate to be filled.

      So I climbed over our professor, straddling his lap.  He stroked his cock, brushing the tip against my entrance. My teeth sank into my lower lip as his hands glided from my hips up toward my breasts. He cupped them gently, his rough thumbs brushing lightly over my erect nipples.

      A whimper escaped me. “Such a beautiful girl,” he said, and I felt it. I’d never felt more beautiful in my life. “Such a naughty girl. It’s time to teach you a lesson.”

      His words dripped of filth and it made me come alive. I sank my hips over him while Hailey watched, her fingers between her legs. Oh god, she was playing with herself while she watched me fuck my professor. This had all gone horribly, horribly wrong.

      And yet, nothing had ever felt more right to me in my entire life.

      His engorged cock filled me up, nice and deep. I groaned as I tried to fit him all the way in. His thumbs continued to brush against my nipples, distracting me from the pain of his size. “That’s it. You’re doing so well.”

      My eyelids fluttered as I raised my hips, preparing to sink back over him. “Are you…are you going to fuck my ass?”

      He groaned, his eyes rolling back. “Not if you don’t want me to.”

      A whimper escaped me as I grinded my clit against his pelvis. I was slowly growing accustomed to his size which increased my confidence. “I want you to,” I murmured.

      As if those were the magic words, he gripped my hip in one hand and my neck in the other. He slammed into me over and over, bouncing me on his dick. My clit sparked with electricity that shot up my spine. My head was light and dizzy. I was going to come.

      Before I could, he pulled out with a grunt. “Fuck, that was close,” he said. He shifted my hips toward him again and aligned his cock with my asshole instead. I winced in preparation, but he didn’t push it inside yet. Instead, he sat up and sucked on my tits like he was starved for the taste of them.

      “Don’t worry, dirty girl. I’ll be gentle.”

      I glanced at Hailey, her eyelids fluttering as she circled her clit and tugged on her nipples. Professor Ryan followed my line of sight. “Don’t you want to put on a good show for your friend? Show her how good you can fuck a man?”

      I met his gaze, shocked at the filthy words coming from his mouth. “I want to be better than her,” I said. “At having sex.”

      He smirked and whispered, “Don’t worry, you already are.”

      With that, he pushed the tip of his cock against my hole and sucked on my tits. I clutched his head to my chest and threw mine back. The pain was excruciating, but the fullness was intoxicating.

      “It helps if you relax,” Hailey said, my little cheerleader. “Let him inside.”

      I blinked my eyes open and stared at my beautiful friend while she played with her pussy. She was in a chair now, her legs draped over the sides, and she looked so stunning it took my breath away. Looking at her was enough to relax me, and before I knew it, Professor Ryan was balls deep inside me.

      “Fuck,” he hissed against my tits while began pumping in and out, slowly at first then picking up speed. He gazed up at me and wrapped a hand around my neck. “You’re going to milk me dry.”

      He began thrusting in and out of me like he had before, only this time it hurt a little more. But with each thrust and look at Hailey, the pleasure increased until I was grinding my clit against him again.

      “Tell me how bad you are,” he groaned.

      “I’m so bad. I’m so dirty and filthy and naughty.”

      “Fuck, yes, you are,” he grunted, slamming into me harder – much harder than he’d fucked Hailey. It gave me a sense of pride, knowing that he liked me more, that he liked me enough to break me like this.

      Hailey’s thighs quivered and she began to come. “Oh fuck, Jen. You look so hot like that.”

      Hearing her words of approval were all I needed. I couldn’t hold back any longer. But before I could grind myself to an orgasm, Professor Ryan reached between my legs, thrusting three fingers inside my pussy and circling my clit with his thumb.

      “One day, I’d love to see two cocks inside you,” he said.

      My head fell back and wave after wave of ecstasy spilled through me. I clung to his shoulders while he pounded my ass so fast I knew we had to be making too much noise.  I clenched around his fingers, my climax breaking. He clutched me to him, held his position, and shot his hot, sticky cum inside me.

      I could feel his warmth spreading deeper, eager to find my womb but out of luck. I glanced down at the professor to find him already gazing up at me. He brushed a strand of hair from my face, pulling me down for a searing hot kiss.

      His lips were gentle in the aftermath, his tongue slowly probing my lips open. His tongue caressed me like a lover rather than the dirty professor who just fucked me senseless.  He pulled back reluctantly, and I felt empty without his kiss. But when he pulled his cock from my ass, I felt even emptier.

      He glanced at his watch and cursed. “Ladies, I’m sorry to end the fun, but I have a meeting.”

      Hailey and I began to get dressed, the heat of shame licking my cheeks. “Are we in trouble, Professor?” I asked him.

      He dressed himself and shook his head. “On the contrary. I want to see you two in here again as soon as possible.”

      Hailey met my gaze and she smirked. I wasn’t sure how I felt about any of it, but I knew I needed to be filled by my professor’s cock again despite the ache he’d left me with.

      “Okay,” was all I could muster.

      He came toward us, wrapped an arm around each of us then kissed me deeply, followed by a kiss with Hailey. I felt insanely jealous and aroused all at once. I’d never wanted to share him with anyone, but I couldn’t deny how seeing the two of them made me feel.

      “This will be our little secret, right?” he asked.

      I nodded and Hailey smirked. “Our little secret,” she said.

      “Our little secret,” I added.

      Professor Ryan kissed the tips of each of our noses then took our hands, leading us to the door. With a click of the lock, he sent us on our way so that he could prepare for his meeting. Something told me he wouldn’t be able to rid his office of the stench of sex and filth.

      Hailey took my hand in the hallway and giggled. “Can you believe it? We just fucked Professor Ryan.”

      “Shhh,” I urged, not wanting to get him into trouble. A smile worked its way onto my lips as I felt his cum trickle down my thigh. “Do you think we’ll really get to do it again.”

      Hailey studied me with a mischievous gaze. “You really are a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

      “So what? If I am, it’s because you made me this way.”

      She wrapped an arm around me and walked me down the hallway. “And I’m damn proud of it, too.”

      I glanced back, one last time, at Professor Ryan’s office. When an older man showed up for the meeting, I breathed a sigh of relief that it wasn’t another female student. For now, at least, he was ours. And we weren’t finished with him yet.
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      I lay there, tossing and turning for what felt like an eternity. Jake's soft snores were periodically interrupted by his murmurs of discontent as the bass from next door throbbed through our bedroom wall like a relentless heartbeat. Every cheer and burst of laughter was a sharp prod to my already frayed nerves.

      "I can't take this anymore," I muttered, flinging the covers off with a huff of frustration.

      "Amanda," Jake mumbled, his voice thick with sleep, "just try to ignore it. It's probably going to wind down soon."

      I sat up and looked at him. The faint glow from the streetlight outside filtered through our sheer curtains, painting his features in shades of muted gold and deep shadow. He was trying to be the voice of reason, but the tension in his jaw betrayed his own irritation.

      "Jake, it's three in the morning," I whispered fiercely, my own patience unraveling thread by thread. "How are we supposed to function at work tomorrow on no sleep?"

      He sighed, rubbing his eyes before sitting up to join me in mutual exasperation. The music next door crescendoed as if to mock our plight; some track I recognized but couldn't name played at a volume meant for stadiums, not sleepy suburban neighborhoods.

      "I know it's loud," Jake said gently, reaching for my hand. "But going over there might just make things worse. We don't want any bad blood with our neighbors."

      I squeezed his hand, appreciating his concern but still simmering with an anger that refused to be soothed. The idea of confrontation twisted my stomach into knots—I didn't enjoy conflict. But the thought of another sleepless hour pushed me closer to the edge.

      "I'm just going to ask them nicely," I said, pulling away to slide out of bed and reach for my robe. "Maybe they don't realize how loud they're being."

      He watched me with a mixture of worry and resignation etched into his tired features as I belted the robe around my waist and slipped my feet into slippers that were more fuzz than form.

      "Be careful," Jake implored quietly as I took a deep breath to steel myself.

      Nodding, I padded out of our room and down the hall. My heart thudded uncomfortably in my chest—a timid rabbit trapped between ribs that felt too close together. The journey from our front door to theirs felt monumental. As I stepped out into the crisp night air, each crunch of gravel under my slippers was a silent drumroll leading up to what could either be a success or a humiliation.

      The noise grew louder as I approached their brightly lit porch—the epicenter—where shadows danced behind semi-closed blinds. My hand hovered above the doorbell for a moment, uncertainty coursing through me like an icy stream.

      With a shaky breath, I pressed the button and waited amidst the clamor for someone to answer—hoping against hope that this would be quick and painless, and that sleep might still claim us before dawn painted the sky in shades of apology.

      The door swung open, revealing Chloe in all her infuriating glory. She stood there, the lively hum of conversation and laughter spilling out around her like an unwelcome invitation. Her eyes—a striking shade of green—narrowed slightly as she took me in: my disheveled hair, my hastily donned robe, my bare face flushed from both anger and the chill of the night air.

      "Can I help you?" she asked, every word dripping with feigned innocence.

      I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to shore up my resolve. "The music," I started, my voice steadier than I felt. "It's too loud. It's after three in the morning, and we can't sleep."

      Chloe's lips curled into that smirk—the one that had an irritating habit of making my stomach flip despite everything. "Oh? And what are you going to do about it?"

      My jaw tightened at her challenge. "I'll call the cops," I said, words clipped with the steel of a threat. "And they'll make you turn it down."

      Her smirk widened into a grin that felt like a red flag. She looked me up and down slowly, deliberately, as if she could see right through the fabric of my robe and into every corner of discomfort she was causing.

      "That so?" Chloe leaned against the doorframe, her gaze holding mine captive. "I'm not scared of you or your threats."

      Before I could muster another word, she stepped back and shut the door with a decisive click that reverberated through me like an echo.

      Left standing on the doorstep, silence settled around me for a moment—a stark contrast to the muffled beats that still penetrated the neighboring walls. Confusion tangled with fresh annoyance; I was now grappling with more than just frustration over lost sleep. There was something else—an unfamiliar tension roiling beneath the surface of my skin whenever Chloe looked at me that way.

      I turned back and trudged home across the lawn dividing our houses—a gulf that suddenly seemed much wider than before.

      I slipped back into bed beside Jake without a word. His arm found its way around me automatically, offering silent comfort as if he could sense my inner turmoil without needing an explanation.

      As I lay there in the dark, eyes wide open and staring at nothing, I couldn't shake Chloe's smirk from my mind. It haunted the edges of my consciousness like a puzzle demanding to be solved—a puzzle I wasn't sure I wanted any part of.

      And yet, as much as I tried to deny it, there was a trace of something else mingling with irritation; something dangerous and alluring that promised to unravel every certainty I had about myself. It left me feeling exposed and vulnerable in ways I hadn't anticipated—ways that both frightened and intrigued me.

      Sleep remained elusive for the rest of the night, leaving me to count each throbbing beat until dawn finally brought with it a reluctant silence—one that did little to soothe the restless questions now awakening within me.
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        * * *

      

      “Can you believe it? She just shut the door in my face!”

      Jack clutched my shoulders to get my attention. “She’s young. You know how young people are.”

      “I wasn’t like that when I was young.”

      Jack chuckled. “I know. But I was. Do you want me to go have a talk with her?”

      My eyes were wide as I looked up at him. I didn’t need to say yes for him to understand. He nodded and smiled. “I’ll be right back.”

      I pressed my forehead against the cool glass pane, watching Jake cross the lawn with that determined stride of his, one that always made my heart beat a little faster. He was on a mission to confront Chloe about the ruckus that had filled our normally serene neighborhood until the early hours of the morning. The lack of sleep had left a dull ache behind my eyes, and I was irritated—not only with Chloe but with the entire situation.

      Jake reached Chloe's front porch, and she swung open the door before he could even knock. She greeted him with that dazzling smile that had all the men in our cul-de-sac tripping over themselves, and I felt an unwanted surge of possessiveness. I watched from my vantage point as they started to talk. Their conversation wasn't audible through the distance and the glass but their body language spoke volumes.

      Chloe did what she does best—flirting. Her laughter reached me even up here, a series of light, musical notes that suggested more intimacy than she had with Jake. She tossed her hair over one shoulder—a golden cascade that seemed to catch the morning sun just right—and I saw her hand reach out, lingering on Jake's arm as she leaned in closer than necessary.

      An unexpected warmth spread through me, an arousal I didn't want to acknowledge. It irritated me further how Chloe's blatant seduction drew such a reaction from me—how it could when I was becoming increasingly exasperated by her antics. Yet, there was something about seeing Jake like this—desired, wanted—that ignited a flame deep within me.

      Despite my growing irritation with our neighbor, part of me—a part I wasn't quite ready to examine too closely—enjoyed watching them together. Jake listened attentively, nodding occasionally as Chloe spoke. Then she did something unexpected that sent a jolt through me: she placed her hand on his chest as she issued what seemed to be a very heartfelt apology.

      I swallowed hard, trying to push down the complex cocktail of emotions brewing inside me: jealousy, desire, confusion. It was all too much—too close to those fantasies that sometimes danced at the edge of my consciousness late at night.

      I watched as Jake finally stepped back. The conversation seemed to be wrapping up but not before Chloe reached out again, this time her fingertips brushing against his forearm.

      As Jake turned and started back towards our house, my heart raced for reasons I couldn't fully comprehend. This was an unwanted complication in our simple life—one I wasn't sure how I’d navigate.

      When he came inside moments later, his expression was unreadable. "Well," he said as he caught sight of me at the top of the stairs, "she apologized profusely and promised not to let it happen again."

      "And?" I prodded, descending the stairs to meet him halfway.

      "And," he paused before meeting my gaze, "she invited us over for dinner. To make amends."

      Us. A flicker of something passed through his eyes—was it interest? Anticipation? Or perhaps it mirrored my own tangled feelings: a curious blend of desire and reluctance. He held my gaze as if searching for an answer, a question hanging between us. I felt a pull, a curiosity, despite the irritation Chloe stirred within me.

      "We don't have to go if you don't want to," Jake said, his voice steady, offering me an out.

      I hesitated, torn between refusing outright and the strange, burgeoning excitement at the thought of being so close to the source of my irritation—and attraction. Something primal in me wanted to stake my claim on Jake in front of Chloe. To show her that his casual charm and warm smiles were mine to bask in. Yet, part of me wanted more than that—to explore something more forbidden.

      "Maybe we should," I found myself saying, surprising even myself with the words. "It might be good to clear the air."

      Jake nodded slowly, his eyes never leaving mine as if trying to decipher the reasons behind my acceptance. There was a subtle shift in his demeanor, a hint of the excitement I felt reflecting back at me.

      The days leading up to the dinner felt charged with an electric current. My mind wandered more often than not to what it would be like—sitting across from Chloe as she played the gracious hostess. Would she continue her flirty antics with Jake? And more importantly, how would I react if she did?

      The evening arrived all too quickly, and I found myself dressing with more care than usual. I put on my sexiest little black dress and told myself it was because I was trying to stake claim to my husband and not to impress her.

      My stomach fluttered with nerves as we crossed our lawn once again toward Chloe's front door.

      The dinner passed in a blur of polite conversation and carefully measured glances. Chloe was charming and attentive, trying perhaps a little too hard to make amends. Every time she laughed too loud or touched Jake's arm in passing, I felt that same hot flash of arousal mixed with irritation.

      After dessert, as we sat in Chloe's tastefully decorated living room sipping coffee, Jake excused himself to use the restroom. Left alone with Chloe, I braced myself for another wave of her flirtation; instead, she turned earnest eyes on me.

      "I really am sorry about the other night," she started. "Let me know how I can make it up to you.”

      “Well, for starters, you can stop flirting with my husband.”

      Chloe smirked. “No. I don’t think I’ll do that.”

      “Why not?”

      Her gaze held mine. “Because you like it when I flirt with him.”

      I stammered. “What? No, I don’t.”

      “You can lie to yourself all you want, but it won’t keep it from being true.”

      “It’s not a lie.”

      Chloe leaned back and folded her arms over her chest. “Wanna bet? I can prove it to you.”

      When Jake returned, he found us tense all over again, but for a very different reason. I caught his eye and saw concern there.

      Chloe's confidence was unsettling, a siren call that made my heart race for reasons I couldn't fathom. I tore my eyes from her and looked to Jake, trying to telegraph a plea for normalcy. But Chloe was undeterred.

      As Jake approached, Chloe rose, all grace and certainty. She sauntered over to him, her hips swaying with an inviting rhythm that seemed to captivate even the air around her. My throat went dry when she reached him, her hand coming up to trace the line of his jaw.

      "Jake," she cooed, and there was a promise in that single word that sent a shiver through me. "I owe Amanda an apology, and I think the best way is for you to help me show her something."

      His brow furrowed in confusion as Chloe's fingers drifted from his jaw down to the buttons of his shirt. With each deliberate touch, I could feel a hurricane about to be unleashed with my consent.

      "Chloe, what are you doing?" His voice was steady but cautious as he glanced in my direction.

      "Shh," she whispered against his lips before pressing into him with a searing kiss.

      Something ignited within me at the sight—anger, jealousy, desire—I couldn't separate them. And yet, I couldn't turn away. Chloe was proving her point with every lingering touch, each moan that Jake couldn't suppress as she deepened the kiss.

      I remained motionless in the dining chair, my breath caught in my throat as Chloe's lips lingered on Jake's, her eyes half-closed in a sultry gaze. The kiss broke, but the silence hummed with electric anticipation. My husband looked at me with a question in his eyes—the silent permission he sought was already throbbing in the room's thick air. I offered a slight nod, surrendering to the unfolding scene.

      Chloe stepped back from Jake, her fingers tracing the top button of her blouse with deliberate slowness. Her eyes locked onto mine, a smirk playing on her lips as she popped the button through its hole. The blouse fell open slightly, revealing the curve of her breast and the lace of her bra beneath. She turned just enough for Jake to catch a glimpse before she cast another glance my way, ensuring that I saw every calculated move.

      With a tantalizing slowness, she shrugged off her blouse, and it slid down her arms to crumple at her feet. Her skin glowed in the dim light—smooth, unblemished—as if each inch had been kissed by the sun. I felt a pang of jealousy mixed with arousal; I both wanted to be her and be with her at the same time.

      Chloe's hands moved to her skirt, skimming along her hips before finding the zipper at the side. The sound of it lowering was like an echo in the quiet room—a promise of more to come. The fabric slipped over her curves and pooled around her ankles, leaving Chloe standing there in only her matching bra and panties set that left little to the imagination.

      Her eyes never left mine as she reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. The thin straps slid over her shoulders as she held the cups against herself for a moment—holding back our view—and then let them fall forward. My husband made an involuntary sound at the back of his throat as Chloe revealed herself fully to him.

      She stood there, radiant and unashamedly naked before us, while I clenched my fists on the arms of my chair, feeling exposed in my emotional nakedness even as I remained fully clothed. It was a dance we all knew well by now; each step practiced in our own ways—Jake's restraint, Chloe's exhibitionism, and my own complicit arousal and complex envy.

      Chloe sauntered toward Jake like a predator closing in on its prey—with confidence that belied an underlying hint of vulnerability. As she approached him, I could see his chest rise and fall more rapidly; he was entranced by her beauty but hyper-aware of my presence.

      Then she was upon him. Her hands roamed across his chest before peeling off Jake's shirt, letting it fall to the ground with a soft thud. She found his belt and unbuckled it with purposeful eagerness—a silent agreement passing between them that only served to stoke the heat within me.

      Jake's breathing grew heavier as Chloe teased the fabric of his pants and boxers down his hips, revealing more of him inch by agonizing inch. When she finally pulled his pants all the way off, he stood before me, under her spell as much as I was.

      Chloe turned her attention to Jake's now fully exposed cock, glistening with anticipation. She wrapped her hand around him, and he inhaled sharply. I could see her hand moving rhythmically as she began to stroke him. His eyes fluttered closed for a moment before locking on mine. In them, I saw a mixture of humiliation and raw desire—a mirror of what churned within my own chest.

      I felt myself moving toward them without conscious thought, drawn by a force that overrode any remaining hesitation. Each step felt like wading through molasses—time seemed fluid—and when I reached them, my hands were trembling.

      Jake and Chloe watched me intently as I reached out and placed my hand over hers on Jake's hardness. Together we stroked him, our fingers intertwining as we shared the control of his pleasure. Jake let out a moan that was both helpless and hungry at once.

      Chloe smiled wickedly at my cooperation and leaned in to kiss me this time. Her lips met mine in an electric contact that left no room for doubt. Chloe had been right. I wanted this. The taste of Jake still lingered on her mouth, tangling our desires together until they were indistinguishable.

      As we kissed, her hand left mine to trail down between my legs. She slipped beneath the elastic of my panties and found the heat waiting there. A gasp broke from my lips into her mouth as she found my most sensitive spot and began to rub with an expertise that sent shockwaves through my body.

      Jake's hands found their way to my waist, pulling me closer so that I was sandwiched between them: Chloe's teasing fingers in front and the hard length of Jake pressed against my backside. It was overwhelming—the heat of their bodies, the scent of arousal heavy in the air, and the relentless flood of sensations that Chloe elicited from deep within me.

      Chloe dropped to her knees and shimmied my panties off from under my dress. They were soaked and she smiled at how wet they were. She tossed them to the side and positioned herself under my skirt, while Jake’s hands roamed the front of my, cupping my breasts. Jake tugged my dress down underneath my full tits, and removed my bra, exposing them completely.

      Chloe’s tongue met my clit and sent a jolt of electricity through me. She slipped two fingers inside me, curling and pumping while she sucked. Jake’s fingers teased my nipples while his hard cock pulsed at my back. He angled it under my dress, searching for my pussy, when I stopped him.

      I turned over my shoulder, my eyelids heavy with lust, while Chloe continued to suck and lick my pussy. “I want you to fuck her,” I said, surprising myself.

      Chloe had heard. She stood up and smirked sending a shiver down my spine. I was embarrassed to say she’d been right, but she knew it anyway. She gazed at my breasts, cupped them, then lowered her mouth down, taking in one nipple at a time. I ran my fingers through her hair, moaning, as her warm mouth enveloped me. She was soft and warm, different from my rough-skinned husband.

      Chloe lifted from my breasts and tucked my hair behind my ear. “First, I’m going to suck your husband’s cock while you play with yourself.” She angled her head to the chair and I moved toward it, spreading my legs and placing my fingers on my pussy.

      Jake swallowed hard as Chloe lowered before him. She smiled up at him, a petite servant, only wishing to please him for my sake. I teased my clit slowly as I watched her pump his cock in her fist and then open wide.

      Her lips parted and shiny with saliva. He hesitated for a split second before aiming his hard cock at her wet mouth. I held my breath, anticipating the moment when Chloe's perfect red lips would envelop him for the first time. As he pushed inside, her eyes squeezed shut, and a soft moan escaped her lips. I knew that sound so well; it was one that signaled his cock had breached her resistance, stretching her mouth beyond its limits.

      Her hands were on his thighs, grasping him tightly as though she was afraid to let go. Slowly, he eased himself in and out, letting her get used to his girth. I could see beads of his pre-cum on Chloe's lips glistening in the dim light.

      Chloe’s eyes flickered up to meet mine, holding my gaze as she took him deeper, her lips stretching around his length. A pulse of pleasure resonated through me, in rhythm with each bob of her head. Jake’s hands found their way into Chloe’s hair, guiding her movements with an urgency that mirrored the throbbing between my thighs.

      The room was thick with the scent of arousal, and the only sounds were Chloe’s muffled moans and the wet sound of her mouth worshipping Jake. It was a melody that drove me wild.

      My fingers moved faster now, circling and teasing as the tension built within me like a coiled spring. I watched Jake’s face contort with bliss, his eyes half-closed and his jaw slackened. As Chloe worked him over, her own arousal was palpable; it hung in the air like electricity.

      Jake's breath turned to ragged gasps, signaling his impending release. My own climax was cresting, ready to break. And then it happened—Jake's body stiffened, his hips bucked upward, and he let out a guttural groan as he emptied himself into Chloe's welcoming mouth.

      The sight pushed me over the edge; waves of ecstasy crashed down on me in relentless succession. I rode out my orgasm in silence, watching as Chloe gently cleaned Jake with a devotion that left me both envious and exhilarated.

      Amanda should be extremely turned on, but also feeling cucked and jealous, watching her husband’s tongue and attention on someone else. Amanda’s arousal is a mixture of humiliation and desire

      Jake grabbed Chloe’s shoulders, pulling her up from her knees. He effortlessly lifted her onto the dining table, laying her back so she was within inches of my face. Her breasts heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before Jake leaned in to claim her mouth in a searing kiss. It was mesmerizing to watch my husband's lips on another woman's—the same lips that had once only known mine. The fact that I couldn't do anything about it sent an erotic thrill through my veins, even as it stung.

      Jake's hands roamed Chloe's body, squeezing her breasts and exploring every curve with confidence and familiarity. As he leaned in to suck on her hard nipples, I felt my own ache in response, the humiliation of not being the center of his attention only fueling my arousal.

      It was torture to watch him lavish such attention on her body, knowing that it should have been me underneath him. But as Jake's head disappeared between her legs, feasting on Chloe's pussy like a man starved, my jealousy was momentarily forgotten in the haze of my own desire. His broad shoulders blocked my view, but the sounds—oh god, the sounds—told me everything I needed to know. Chloe's breathy moans filled the room, underscoring the wet, hungry kisses and eager tongues.

      I couldn't look away. My hand returned to my pussy, seeking relief from the unbearable heat pooling between my legs. Watching my husband worship Chloe's body with his mouth was the most erotic scene I'd ever witnessed. I matched the rhythm of Jake's head with the movement of my fingers, watching Chloe writhe under him.

      Her hands tangled in his hair, urging him on, her back arching off the table as she neared her climax. And when she came, crying out Jake's name like it was a sacred hymn, I felt a pang of envy so sharp it bordered on pain. Her pleasure was because of him—because of his tongue swirling around her clit, because of his fingers plunging deep into her core.

      Still, I couldn't deny the tumultuous excitement that raged within me. I felt humiliated yet incredibly turned on by my own submission to this scenario. Chloe hadn't forgotten me entirely though; as her quivering slowed and her moans subsided into satisfied sighs, she glanced over with those knowing eyes.

      "Enjoying the show?" she asked, her voice thick with lust.

      I could barely nod before Jake stood up, his erection throbbing in his hand. Jake positioned himself between Chloe's spread thighs and angled it toward Chloe’s pussy.

      Chloe's moans filled the air as Jake's tip teased her entrance, her hands gripping the edges of the dining table in anticipation. I continued to tease myself, while fighting the humiliation that kept crashing over me.

      He pushed inside her slowly, savoring the moment as they both gasped at the union. Chloe's head fell back, her chest heaving with each deep thrust that Jake delivered. My husband was a picture of masculine prowess, his muscles rippling under the soft light as he worked his hips against Chloe's. The sound of their skin slapping together blended with their moans, fueling my own arousal even further.

      I could see the intensity in Jake's eyes as he looked down at Chloe, who bit her lip in pleasure. His steady strokes grew more urgent, the pace quickening as he drove himself deeper into her. Chloe's legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him into her with a needy fervor that matched his own.

      My fingers mirrored Jake's movements as I watched them. The heat that radiated from my core was overwhelming, yet I was content to remain an observer. Their sounds of satisfaction were like music as I witnessed Chloe nearing her peak.

      Her body began to tense beneath him, her cries growing louder and more insistent with every thrust. "Jake, oh God... Jake!" she called out his name as if it were a sacred chant that could bring forth her release. And soon enough, it did.

      Chloe's climax crashed over her in waves; her back arched off the table, and she clawed at its surface. Jake groaned deeply, his movements becoming erratic but purposeful, driving into her through her orgasm until she was left panting and spent beneath him.

      As their breathing slowed and Jake gently withdrew from Chloe, a sense of fulfillment washed over me—vicarious but no less intense. My own pleasure had crested silently alongside theirs; a secret tide that receded quietly as I watched them bask in the afterglow of their first time together.

      Jake turned towards me then, his eyes locking with mine as he approached with an intensity that made my breath hitch. He reached out a hand, and I took it, letting him pull me to my feet. As I stood before him, his gaze roamed over me, sparking a warmth that flushed my cheeks and sent shivers down my spine.

      "You're incredible," he whispered, voice full of raw emotion. The way he looked at me—like I was the most precious thing in the room—ignited something fierce within me. His lips met mine in a kiss that spoke more than words ever could, and for a moment, Chloe's presence faded into oblivion.

      We broke apart just enough for Jake to murmur against my lips, "Let's get you dressed." His hands found my discarded panties and helped me slide into them. As I fumbled with my dress, he watched with a tender smile that didn't quite reach his eyes; there was a question there, a silent query if I was okay.

      I nodded slightly, feeling the remnants of my desire mix with a bewildering rush of emotions. Once dressed, we turned to find Chloe already slipping on her skirt, her satisfied smirk still in place.

      "I told you," she taunted lightly, "you are such a dirty girl, Amanda. You like watching other women with your husband."

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment and something akin to pride; Chloe had uncovered a part of me I scarcely knew existed. Jake's arm wound protectively around my waist as if sensing my inner turmoil.

      "Don't let her get to you," he said softly but firmly.

      Chloe laughed lightly as she buttoned her blouse. "You'll be back," she said confidently. "You both got a taste for this now."

      Jake's eyes met mine in silent conversation. There was no need for words; we both knew that tonight had changed us—but how much or in what way remained unseen like the blurred edges of a dream upon waking.

      Without another word, we headed towards the door hand in hand, the click of Chloe’s heels following us like a reminder of the line we’d crossed together. As we stepped out into the cool night air, Jake paused and pulled me close for one more kiss—a promise or perhaps an apology woven into the touch of his lips against mine.

      And then we walked away from Chloe's knowing smile and into the uncertainty waiting beyond—one thing certain amidst it all: Chloe always got her way.
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      As I approached the counter, my fingers traced over the spines of the books I had carefully selected. It was meant to be a simple checkout, until I laid eyes on Blair. She was leaning casually against the counter, her angular jaw resting in the palm of her hand as she watched me approach with an unreadable expression.

      Her dark hair was clipped up haphazardly, a few rebellious strands framing her face that somehow accentuated the sharpness of her cheekbones. Her eyes, a piercing shade of green, were framed by thick lashes that fluttered occasionally - giving away her boredom or perhaps hinting at something more mischievous.

      She wore the standard library polo shirt, but it clung to her body in a way that suggested she was more accustomed to clothes that celebrated rather than concealed. The fabric stretched ever so slightly across her chest, and my gaze lingered longer than necessary. I mentally chided myself – I’d never looked at women like that before.

      "Find everything you were looking for?" Blair asked, her voice rich and smooth like melted chocolate.

      I could detect a hint of a smirk playing on her lips as she took the collection of books from my hands. Her fingers brushed mine in what could have been an accident, but the electric jolt that traveled up my arm whispered otherwise.

      "Um, yes, thank you," I managed to squeeze out from my suddenly parched throat.

      There was a subtle hum in the way she scanned each book, her movements deliberate as if she were savoring each moment. My heart raced when I noticed how her tongue peeked out to wet her lips while she eyed the titles: 'A History of Modern Art', 'Philosophy of Aesthetics', and oh God—'Erotic Literature Through the Ages'. I felt heat rush to my cheeks, hoping she wouldn't comment on that last choice.

      "Quite the variety," Blair said with raised eyebrows – but there was no judgment in her tone, only mild curiosity tinged with...was it flirtation?

      "I’m a naturally curious person," I replied, trying to keep my voice level and ignore how conscious I was of every nuance in her expression.

      Blair chuckled softly as she handed me back my library card. "Well-rounded education is important," she said. "Let me guess... art history major?"

      "Psychology," I corrected her quickly, and immediately wondered why it felt so crucial for her to know. “These aren’t exactly required reading.”

      "Fascinating," Blair murmured, meeting my gaze intently as if she were studying me now. It made me feel exposed and seen all at once.

      I took my books and nodded stiffly – it was time to escape before I lost any semblance of self-restraint. But just as I turned away, Blair's voice stopped me in my tracks.

      "You know," she started casually while tidying up around the counter as if what she'd say next was just an afterthought, "if you're interested in exploring more about that erotic arts book – we have a discussion group that meets on Thursdays."

      I froze for what felt like an eternity before managing a nod. "I'll... think about it."

      Her smile then was nothing short of victorious – inviting and knowing all at once. And as much as I tried to convince myself that it was just a polite offer, one meant for any library patron, I couldn't shake the feeling that it was tailored for me.

      I walked away, the weight of the books in my arms nothing compared to the fluttering in my stomach. Was I really considering attending a discussion group about erotic literature? The very idea was both thrilling and terrifying.

      Glancing back over my shoulder, I caught Blair watching me leave. She gave a simple, subtle wave, which on anyone else might have seemed innocuous. But from her, it felt like a challenge, an invitation to dip my toes into waters far deeper than academia.

      The rest of the day passed in a blur of lectures and notes, but the image of Blair lingered at the edge of my thoughts, an unwelcome yet undeniable distraction. Her green eyes seemed to follow me through the mundane tasks of college life.

      That evening, I sat in the college apartment I shared with my boyfriend with the books splayed out before me. The text on 'Erotic Literature Through the Ages' called to me. I flipped through the pages, stopping occasionally to absorb a particularly provocative passage or admire an intricate piece of artwork. Each page turn felt like a step closer to Thursday, to Blair and whatever that discussion group might hold.

      My boyfriend glanced over with a smirk from his side of the room. "Looks intense," he commented playfully.

      I shrugged it off with an attempt at nonchalance. "Just some light reading."

      Cody chuckled, the sound warm and inviting. His tousled chestnut hair fell over his forehead as he leaned back in his chair, legs stretched out before him. His shirt hugged his well-defined arms—a testament to the hours he spent at the gym each week—yet he wore it with an ease that made it look like a second skin. His eyes, a deep shade of hazel, sparkled with mischief beneath thick lashes.

      “Light reading?” He arched an eyebrow, that familiar crooked grin spreading across his lips. “Sure looks like it from here.”

      I bit my lip, feeling the flush creeping into my cheeks. I had hoped to keep this little interest of mine somewhat private, but Cody knew me too well.

      He rose from his chair effortlessly, crossing the room in a few strides to perch on the edge of the coffee table facing me. With Cody’s tall frame and broad shoulders now this close, I couldn't help but notice how he exuded a natural confidence that contrasted sharply with his playful demeanor.

      “So…what’s in this thing?” He reached for the book and I let it slide from my fingers. He flipped through it while I mustered the courage to tell him about the meeting.

      I drew in a breath. “Blair—a girl from the library—she invited me to this erotic literature meeting,” I confessed. My voice was quiet, almost lost amidst the stillness of our apartment.

      A spark of interest lit up Cody’s face. “She did, huh? And when were you planning on telling me about this?”

      I fidgeted with the hem of my skirt. “I was getting to that part,” I said defensively.

      Cody leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees. The soft light from our lamp highlighted the subtle stubble along his jawline and brought out the golden flecks in his eyes.

      “And you want me to come along?” he asked softly, bringing a hand to gently tuck a strand of hair behind my ear.

      My gaze flickered up to meet his. “Would you?” There was an earnest plea behind my words. “It’s just… I swear she was flirting with me,” and it’s confusing me, I thought to myself. “ I thought if you were there…”

      Understanding dawned on him, excitement lighting up his eyes. “Say no more, babe. Of course, I’ll go with you.” He scooted closer and took my hands into his larger ones. “Sounds kinda hot.”

      Gratitude washed over me as I nodded, relieved even though he only saw this as an opportunity to think about sex. “Thank you,” I whispered.

      With that settled, Cody flipped it open to a random page. His eyes widened slightly at the content before looking up at me with a teasing glint. “I can’t believe people are going to gather around and discuss this. Without it turning into a big orgy.”

      I laughed and lightly whacked his shoulder. “You better not embarrass me.”

      “Oh no,” he teased. “I wouldn’t want to embarrass you in front of your new girlfriend.”

      I feigned another laugh, but my insides were twisting into knots. Why was I so nervous to see her again?
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        * * *

      

      Cody's hand, warm and reassuring, rested on the small of my back as we made our way through the scented maze of roasted coffee beans and frothy cappuccinos. The local coffee shop, a snug little haven with mismatched chairs and books lining the walls, buzzed with anticipation for tonight's gathering. Little did I know, our arrival would stir more than just interest in literature.

      Blair's eyes widened when she caught sight of us, and her lips parted in a mixture of surprise and something else—something unreadable. "Sasha! I didn't know you'd be bringing...company," she said, the last word gently dipped in curiosity as her gaze lingered on Cody.

      "This is Cody," I introduced, watching a curtain of confusion pass over her face before she masked it with a polite smile. A touch too late, I realized Blair hadn't expected me to have a boyfriend. She extended her hand towards him, her slim fingers barely grazing his palm in a handshake that lingered just a moment too long.

      I could feel the undercurrents of attraction immediately. Cody's posture shifted ever so slightly toward Blair—almost imperceptible to anyone not looking for it. His eyes traced the lines of her face as if committing them to memory—the way he had once studied me.

      We took our seats among the dozen others—a small group brought together by a thirst for provocative prose. My heart thrummed against my ribs as Cody pulled out the chair beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body.

      The discussion took off, swirling around us like an autumn wind—passionate, heated opinions about characters and plots from the latest erotic bestseller. But beneath each spoken word, there was another conversation happening through secret glances between Cody and Blair.

      I no longer feared that Blair was attracted to me, because whatever attraction she felt grew tenfold for Cody. The snake of jealousy coiled within me.

      Blair read aloud a particularly steamy passage, her voice dipping into sultry tones that held the room captive. Her eyes would occasionally flit towards us—towards Cody—and I felt envy mixed with a growing seed of arousal. There was no doubt about it; Cody was drawn to her like a moth to flame.

      Our knees touched under the table—a small point of contact that sent ripples of awareness through me. I looked at Cody—really looked at him—and saw his jaw set in that way that told me more than words ever could. He was into this; he was into Blair.

      And I? I was surprised to find myself filled with a curious sense of excitement—a thrilling edge that was entirely new to me. Perhaps it was the charged atmosphere or the titillating passages we were dissecting as a group, but I found myself imagining what it might be like if Blair's seductive readings were not for an audience but just for us—me and Cody.

      When the meeting finally drew to a close and we all stood up to leave, lingering goodbyes hanging in the air, Blair approached us with an unreadable expression. "I'm glad you came," she said, eyes darting between us in an unspoken question.

      "Yeah," Cody replied, his voice low and edged with something that sounded like anticipation, "we should do this again."

      And there it was—Blair’s opening for an invitation. “Well, we could always take this back to my place. Have some late-night coffees and more discussion.”

      I opened my mouth to decline when Cody beat me to the punch. “We’d love to,” he said, his hand finding the small of my back again. My back arched slightly in response, my nipples puckering in my bra. The thought of both of us being alone in Blair’s apartment sent an unfamiliar, hot shiver through me.

      Blair smiled and said, “Great. Follow me.”
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        * * *

      

      The walk to Blair's apartment was thick with unspoken words, the air charged like the brisk moments before a storm. Cody's occasional glances at me held questions he wasn't asking, and each time his gaze shifted to Blair in front of us, I could see the subtle play of appreciation lighting his eyes. Blair, for her part, maintained the cheery facade of a perfect hostess, directing us cheerfully through the darkened streets.

      We arrived at her apartment—a cozy one-bedroom on the second floor of a well-kept brownstone. The interior was an eclectic mix of vintage furniture and modern art, which gave away her penchant for blending the classic with the contemporary. She led us straight to the kitchen where she busied herself with brewing coffee. The mundane act seemed to momentarily break the tension that had followed us from the meeting.

      Cody leaned against the counter, watching Blair with an intensity that belied his casual posture. "You've got a nice place," he commented.

      "Thanks," Blair replied, not missing a beat as she scooped ground beans into a French press. "I like mixing things up."

      That statement hung in the air, mingling with the rich scent of coffee. I wondered if there was more to it than just décor advice. Taking a seat at the small kitchen table, I took in the scene before me: Cody, still watching Blair; Blair, playing oblivious while probably knowing exactly what effect she was having; and myself, caught in a confused mix of emotions I still hadn’t figured out.

      Blair brought over three mugs and sat next to me. Her smile didn't falter as she handed out the steaming cups. "So," she began, clearly relishing her role as provocateur, "what did you two think of today's readings?"

      "They were... stimulating," Cody said, his grin suggesting a hidden meaning. "Certainly makes you think about pushing boundaries.”

      Blair's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned forward slightly. "Boundaries are meant to be explored," she murmured with a hint of suggestiveness that made my skin prickle with awareness.

      We sipped our coffee and discussed various authors and stories from our meeting, but it wasn't long before Blair steered the conversation back to less innocent topics. Every anecdote she shared seemed laced with sensuality; every question posed felt like it peeled back another layer in this game of intimate chess we were playing.

      As we talked and laughed—each laugh a little too loud or lasting a little too long—I found myself watching them both: Blair with her flirty glances and lingering touches on Cody's arm; Cody with his boyish charm turned into something more potent in this setting.

      The underlying current of desire was palpable now; all it would take was one bold move to turn this electric atmosphere into flames. And then Blair leaned closer to me than she had all night, her breath warm on my ear as she whispered conspiratorially, "Why don't we continue this discussion somewhere more comfortable?"

      Cody had heard, and he cleared his throat gently as he met my gaze, seeking silent permission or perhaps a sign of my acceptance. His eyes held a mix of questions and anticipation, a wordless plea for me to set the pace. For a moment, I hesitated, torn between the heat stirring inside me and the walls I had so carefully put up around my desires.

      Blair's hand found mine, her fingers weaving through as if to reassure and entice, pulling me gently but firmly towards her bedroom. The door closed behind us with a soft click that seemed to echo the finality of my choice.

      The room was dimly lit by a bedside lamp, casting an amber glow over Blair's features as she turned towards us. Blair’s eyes sparkled with mischief as they locked onto Cody, then flitted to mine. My breath hitched, feeling the familiar thrill of excitement laced with a twinge of jealous possessiveness.

      Blair reached for the hem of her simple but elegant black dress. With a swift, fluid motion, she peeled the fabric upward, revealing inch by tantalizing inch of her creamy skin.

      Cody's breath caught audibly beside me, and I couldn't help but mirror his reaction. As Blair's dress passed over the swell of her breasts, it revealed that she had chosen to forego a bra for the evening. Her breasts were full and pert; her nipples, already tight with arousal, were a shade darker than the surrounding flesh and begged for attention. The dress finally slipped off over her head and fluttered to the ground like a discarded secret.

      Without breaking eye contact with us, Blair hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties—black and almost see-through—and in one smooth gesture slid them down over the curve of her hips. They whispered down her long, shapely legs until she stepped out of them gracefully, standing before us in all her unabashed glory.

      Her body was slender with curves; from the dip in her waist to the flare of her hips down to her toned thighs. The softness between them was barely hidden by a neatly trimmed patch.

      Blair was more than just flesh and bone; she was desire personified—a living fantasy that both intimidated and enticed me. She moved with the grace of an experienced lover who knew exactly what effect she had on others.

      I felt Cody's hand tremble against mine as Blair perched herself on the edge of the bed, legs parted just enough to be inviting yet still demure. A silent challenge hung in the air: who would break first under this heavy cloud of raw need?

      It was as though time itself slowed down while we sat there entranced by Blair's confident display. There was no question about it—we both wanted her. And tonight, I feared I would watch as Cody succumbed to that very temptation with my heart pounding wildly against my ribs

      Silently, I urged myself to either leave or to join—to make some definitive decision—but it was as though I was rooted to the spot by the magnetic pull of the unfolding scene before me. My own body responded with an intensity I couldn't deny; a shiver ran down my spine as Blair's gaze locked onto mine.

      “What are you doing?” I choked out, but Blair only smiled.

      “I thought that after todays’ discussions, we might relieve a bit of pent up tension. I can sense it in both of you. And neither of you have been able to keep your eyes off of me all night.”

      I wanted to argue against her, but I knew it was the truth. I’d been watching her as closely as Cody had been.

      She beckoned us closer with one finger, a siren calling us into her depth. Cody looked at me again, this time his expression laced with raw hunger. It was clear he wanted this—wanted her—but he wouldn't act without my consent.

      Taking a deep breath, I stepped forward, my movements shaky but deliberate. Blair closed her legs and stood to meet me. Her fingers danced over my skin with deliberation as she reached for my clothes, each button of my blouse slipping through its hole as if in slow motion. Her eyes seemed to hold a smoldering fire within them, locked onto mine. I was acutely aware of the flush spreading across my chest and the warmth spiraling in my belly.

      My breath hitched when her hands, cool and bold, brushed the bare skin revealed by my now open blouse. She leaned in, her lips hovering just above the valley between my breasts, not touching, but close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her mouth.

      I heard the sound of fabric rustling. My boyfriend was mirroring us, his clothing shedding piece by piece. His gaze was fixed on us with an intensity that I hadn’t seen since the first time we’d made love.

      Blair's hands moved to my skirt, her fingertips tracing the waistband before she ever so gently tugged it downward. As it pooled around my feet, my nearly naked form stood vulnerable before her in just my lingerie—an offering to both her and him.

      He stood now in just his boxers, his erection visibly strained against the cotton, his chest rising and falling with desire. I could see the darkened hue of his eyes from beside us, sending shivers cascading down my spine.

      As Blair knelt to help me step out of my skirt, she pressed a soft kiss to my hip bone, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I instinctively reached out to steady myself on her shoulders.

      Her ascent back up was torturously slow, her lips trailing fire up along my inner thigh before standing again face to face with me. Her fingers slipped beneath the straps of my bra—her teasing touch borderline excruciatingly exquisite—as she slid them down over my shoulders. Our eyes never broke contact as she unclasped it at the back with ease and pulled it away.

      The cool air swept across my skin leaving goosebumps in its wake and perking up what little modesty I had left. A gentle push from Blair's fingertips was all it took for me to backstep until I felt the firm warmth of his body behind me—a bulwark of pure male heat.

      As Blair dropped to her knees once more—this time to slide off my panties—her gaze lifted towards where he enveloped me from behind. She held his gaze as much as mine while she removed the last barrier of fabric separating me from her.

      I felt Cody’s hard-on press against my ass. He had removed his boxers, and the heat of his body pulsed through me.

      Blair's warm breath teased my inner thighs as I leaned back into the solid chest behind me. Cody's hands roamed over my body, his fingertips grazing the sensitive skin of my waist before they climbed higher, skimming the underside of my breasts. The heat of anticipation pooled within me, a slow burn that promised to ignite into something fierce and consuming.

      A shiver ran through me when Blair's tongue finally made contact, parting my folds with a softness at odds with her hunger. She was on her knees for us, for this moment, her dedication written in every deliberate lick. I moaned softly, tilting my hips to grant her better access while Cody circled my nipples with his thumbs, firming them to tight peaks.

      Blair’s fingers dug slightly into my thighs, holding me open for her exploration. She knew exactly how to work me up, her tongue swirling and dipping in a maddening rhythm that had me bucking towards her mouth.

      Cody's whisper was hot against my ear. "You look so beautiful like this," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. His words wrapped around me like another layer of sensation, urging me closer to the edge.

      One of Cody's hands slid down between our bodies and he pressed his fingers against where Blair's mouth was devotedly at work. He didn't penetrate, just added pressure in time with Blair's movements, heightening the pleasure coursing through me. His other hand cradled the back of my neck gently, keeping me anchored as I threatened to unravel under their dual ministrations.

      Blair intensified her efforts as if sensing my approaching climax. She flattened her tongue and pressed it firmly against my clitoris, flicking it rapidly. My grip on Cody's arm tightened reflexively as waves of pleasure started to crash over me.

      "Let go," Cody encouraged softly in my ear, his breath hitching as he watched the scene before him.

      With a few more purposeful licks from Blair and a slight thrust of Cody's fingers against that perfect spot, I came undone. My vision blurred and a cry escaped from deep within my throat as an orgasm swept through me in powerful surges. Blair didn’t relent; she continued to lap at me through it all, drawing out each trembling aftershock until I slumped back against Cody completely spent.

      As bliss ebbed away and left a tender sensitivity in its wake, I felt Cody’s arms envelop me in a secure embrace while Blair placed one final kiss on my thigh before rising from her submissive posture.

      Blair pushed sweaty strands of hair from my face, her gaze intense as it landed on mine. “I’m going to fuck your boyfriend now,” she said. It wasn’t a question, but I nodded anyway.

      The flames of my climax were still licking at my insides when Blair, with that smirk of satisfaction, moved away from me and to the bed. Like a queen claiming her throne, she lay back against the sheets, her skin glowing like lamplight. Her legs parted like the petals of an alluring flower, inviting—daring—Cody to approach.

      My heart fluttered, a caged bird within my chest as Cody’s solid frame moved with intent. There was no hesitation in his movements; every muscle was taut with desire, his eyes fixed on Blair's wide-open invitation. He looked like a conqueror, and there was Blair’s body, her moistened flesh, her valley of hedonistic pleasure ready to surrender to him.

      Clutching himself, Cody presented his thickness to Blair and I watched—a voyeur caught between pleasure and envy—as he readied himself. His hand wandered over the hills and valleys of Blair's form, teasing both her and me. When he finally guided himself to her entrance and breached her with a firm push, I felt it in my own body—a phantom fullness that left me aching.

      My eyes never strayed from them as he penetrated her, his cock disappearing inside her wetness, reappearing only to plunge back in. I couldn't take my eyes off of them, even though a part of me wanted to look away.

      The way her tits bounced with every thrust was mesmerizing, and I ached to reach out and caress them, but I knew that these breasts were not mine to touch tonight. A pang of jealousy surged through me, but it was quickly met with arousal when Blair moaned out his name in ecstasy.

      I couldn't help but slide my hand down between my legs, my fingers gliding along my drenched folds. I teased myself as I imagined myself in Blair's place, Cody's cock filling me up instead. I was envious of her. So much so that it burned inside of me like an unquenchable flame. But there was also a thrill in watching him pleasure another woman, knowing that he would come home to me afterwards.

      The room filled with their sounds of passion: the wet noises of flesh meeting flesh, their gasps, Blair’s soft moans floating across to me like an incantation. It wasn’t just about sex; it was about power—the power she held over both of us in that moment.

      Their rhythm established itself quickly—Cody driving into Blair with an intensity that resonated through the air. His hands gripped her thighs, lifting and manipulating her as though she were nothing but a doll for our pleasure. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, at his back, at anything within reach as if trying to anchor herself in a sea of sensation.

      I sat there watching them interlocked in a dance as old as time yet fresh with every moan and thrust. With every push inside her, I could see his muscles tense under his skin—a visual testament to the force of their fucking. And each time he pulled back before plunging into her again, there was this moment where time seemed suspended.

      My envy wasn’t bitter—it was fuel for the fire burning within me. A part of me craved to be in Blair’s place while another part reveled in this act of watching—of being outside.

      Blair's moans grew louder and more desperate, and I knew she was close too. I dipped my fingers inside me as  I mimicked their actions on the bed and felt my climax build and tear through me like a storm.

      As they moved together toward climax, their tempo grew frenzied. Blair’s breath came in sharp intakes as if she was drinking in the very essence of life itself while Cody became more animalistic in his urges—every movement etched with primal need. It built to a high that seemed almost tangible—the air around us vibrating until they both shuddered together in release.

      Blair arched beneath him as waves crashed through her and Cody’s grip tightened as if he were holding onto reality by a thread spun from pure ecstasy. Their cries melded together—a chorus that marked their simultaneous surrender.

      Watching them experience such raw abandon stirred something deep within me—a hunger intensified by their display. Even though I wasn't physically part of their union, I felt bonded to them through this shared act of passion that played out before my eyes.

      As they finally stilled, their bodies slick and glistening, Cody collapsed beside Blair, his breath ragged as if he’d run a marathon. Their eyes met and held, a silent conversation passing between them that I could only guess at from my distant spot.

      Blair turned her head then, her gaze catching mine, and there was an undeniable triumph in her smile. But it wasn’t cruel or mocking; it was an invitation to join in the afterglow of what we had all created together.

      Slowly, I made my way towards the bed, feeling the weight of their stares upon me. As I reached the edge of the mattress, Cody extended a hand to me—his gesture simple yet so full of meaning.

      Taking his hand, I allowed myself to be pulled into the tangle of limbs. I nestled into Cody's side opposite Blair. His arm wrapped around me, bringing me against him with a familiar easiness. Blair's fingers lazily traced patterns across all our skins, binding us to her.

      I watched Blair’s chest rise and fall, her breathing normalizing as she slipped into a contented daze. Cody’s heartbeat echoed against my cheek, a steady drum. And in this shared space, where possession gave way to profound connection, I found a sense of peace.

      The room was warm, the air still charged with sexual energy as our collective satisfaction permeated every corner. It was in these quiet moments after that I truly understood the delicate balance of our relationship—the push and pull, the give and take.

      Cody turned his face towards mine, his eyes soft with affection. Leaning in, he kissed me deeply; a reassurance that no matter how far we wandered in our explorations with Blair or anyone else, we always had a home within each other.

      Blair watched us with heavy-lidded eyes before snuggling closer and whispering words that were meant for both of us: “To pushing boundaries.”

      Cody and I smiled. “To pushing boundaries,” we echoed. I knew that my future library visits would never be the same.
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      “You’re not wearing that to a picnic, are you?”  Adam looked handsome, but he was wearing a black suit jacket more fit for an evening out.

      “What?” he asked, moving towards me.  “Are you afraid I’m going to garner some unwanted attention?”  He slipped his arms around my waist and pulled me close to him.

      “You know how the women you work with get.  They’re vultures even though they know you’re married.  I’d hate to think you were dressing up to impress someone that wasn’t me.”

      Adam’s dark lashes fluttered as he feigned innocence.  He ran a hand through his thick blond hair.  “There’s no one to impress,” he said.  “It’s a work picnic.  But because I run the branch, I don’t want to look too casual.  I want everyone to take me seriously come Monday morning.”

      “And you don’t think they’d take you seriously if they saw you in a pair of khaki pants instead?”

      Adam arched his brow.  “Penny, are you saying you would be less opposed to me wearing those ass hugging khakis I have?”

      I smiled, my body buzzing with pleasure.  “Mmm, you’re right,” I purred into his ear, “save those pants for my eyes only.”

      I flashed him an eager glance with a coy look on my face.

      “Not right now,” he said, referring to the way I was staring at him.  “I just finished getting ready.”

      “There’s time,” I said as I kissed along his neck, already working at the buttons to his shirt.

      “No, seriously,” he said.

      “I’m very serious.”

      Adam groaned, gripped my jaw in his hand and glared at me.  “I’ll eat you out real quick,” he said.  “But I’m not doing anything that would mess up your makeup or we’ll be here all night while you reapply it.”

      I smirked.  “Sounds like a good deal for me.”

      Adam dropped to his knees and hiked my dress up to my hips.  I wore a dress instead of jeans to try and match Adam’s professionalism.  I felt like the luckiest woman in the world when he pulled my panties to the side and pressed his tongue to my pussy lips.  I leaned my head back and reached for his hair, but he pulled my hand away.

      “Don’t.  You’ll mess it up.”

      Fuck, how I wanted to mess up everything about him.  I wanted to tousle his hair, tear off his nice clothes, and get fucked by him like we were young again.  Adam had been so busy with work lately that he didn’t have as much time for me.  Him going down on me was a welcome surprise.

      He licked me up and down and sucked on my clit.  I wanted to touch him, but I didn’t want to ruin the mood, so I kept my hands above my head as I thrust my hips forward.  My pussy tingled against his soft, velvet tongue and my nipples hardened as the need to come flooded through me.

      His lips brushed against my inner thighs, sending goosebumps cascading down my legs. I arched my back, inviting him to venture further. Adam's tongue traced a wet path up my folds, sending shivers through me. He teased my clit, circling it delicately, driving me insane with anticipation.

      "Oh, God, Adam," I moaned, gripping the sheets. "Please don't tease me any longer."

      He chuckled against my center, the vibrations sending a jolt of pleasure right to my core. Slowly, sensually, he slid two fingers inside me, curling them in that way he knew I loved. His mouth engulfed my clitoris, sucking gently at first before intensifying his movements in perfect harmony with his fingers. My hips bucked against his face as waves of need began to build within me.

      Adam knew my body so well. He knew exactly what it took to make me fall apart and he was taking his time teasing each and every nerve ending. He flicked his tongue over my clit in an unbearable rhythm while his fingers plunged deeply inside me. The sensation of being filled and stimulated simultaneously was almost too much to bear.

      "Adam," I panted, "I'm going to—"

      He didn't stop. In fact, he seemed to redouble his efforts, sucking harder and thrusting his fingers faster. The pleasure built inside me like a freight train hurtling toward its destination and I felt myself careening over the edge into oblivion. My back arched as I cried out his name at the top of my lungs.

      When Adam reached up and cupped my breast in his hand, I knew I was done for.  “Fuck,” I breathed as I felt my climax building.  “I’m going to come.”

      Adam sucked harder, shoving his tongue inside me to coax out the last bit of pleasure.  My brow furrowed as a few moans escaped me and I came against my husband’s face.  He kept swirling and sucking dutifully then wiped his mouth with a smile.  “That ought to hold you over for a bit.”

      I grabbed his arms and pulled him in for a kiss.  I could taste my juices on his tongue and it almost made me want to go again.  He pulled back with a smile and then turned to the bathroom to readjust his hair.  A few minutes later, we drove to the picnic.
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        * * *

      

      A large crowd of people gathered at the top of a shady hill.  There were tablecloths blowing in the warm breeze and kids running around, some of them jumping inside one of the bouncy houses that Adam’s work had rented out.  The picnic was a morale boost for his coworkers and also a reward for their hard work.  Adam didn’t plan the entire thing, but I was still proud of him for his accomplishments.

      He pressed his hand to the small of my back as we joined the large group of workers.  Adam immediately started chatting with a few of his employees and I stood by like the supporting wife I was, nodding and smiling when necessary.

      The day was gorgeous and the weather was perfect.  I was fully enjoying myself until my eyes landed on an all too familiar-looking woman.  I leaned up to Adam and whispered in his ear while he was in the middle of a conversation.  “Isn’t that your ex?”

      Adam turned to me with a look of confusion before following my line of sight to the attractive, dark-haired woman a few tables from us.  She waved at him when they made eye contact, and I felt Adam tense against me.

      “I’ll deal with this,” I said.  Adam nodded and then jumped back into his conversation while I headed over toward his ex-wife’s table.

      I approached slowly, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I tried to look more confident than I felt.

      “Jessica, what are you doing here?” I asked her.

      She smirked and took a swig of water. “Ah, so you know my name.”

      I eyed her suspiciously.  We’d never formally met, but I’d seen enough photos of her to commit her looks to memory.  It didn’t help that I’d been jealous of her slender frame and good looks since the first picture I saw of her.  She was a hard woman to forget about and it made me wonder how hard it was for Adam to forget her too.

      “I’ll ask you again.  What are you doing here?”

      “I came with one of Adam’s coworkers.  On a date.”

      “Who?”

      Just then, a man I only somewhat recognized slid into the seat beside her.  I wasn’t buying that he was on a real date.  Maybe he thought they were, but Jessica had always been obsessed with my husband.  It was part of the reason Adam had never introduced us.  He was always trying to put as much distance between her and him as possible.  Or, at least, that’s what he told me.

      “You better not be here to stalk my husband,” I said.  “Or I’ll happily call the cops.”

      The man turned to Jessica with wide eyes, but Jessica didn’t even flinch.  “Whatever your husband told you about me was a lie.  He’s avoiding me for a reason.  Why don’t you ask him what that reason is?”

      My heart was racing from the confrontation, but also from the idea that my husband might not have been telling me the truth.  “I don’t want to see you again,” I told her, wondering why my body felt like that statement was a lie.

      I turned on my heel and rejoined my husband.  “Is she going to leave?” he asked me.

      “No,” I said.  “She said she’s here with one of your employees.  On a date.”

      My husband’s cheeks turned red and his eyes were round with…surprise? Hurt?  “Don’t tell me you’re jealous,” I said.

      “Jealous?  Of a man dating my former stalker?  Yeah right.”

      “About that,” I said.  “Would you believe that she claims you’re lying about her?  She says that you’re avoiding her for other reasons. She’s a real piece of work. I mean, why would you lie about something like that?”

      Adam threw his head back and laughed, but it sounded pained.  It almost seemed like Adam wasn’t being honest with me.  I eyed him skeptically. “What aren’t you telling me?” I asked him.

      “What? Nothing…”

      My heart was in my throat.  “Is she telling the truth? Is there some other reason you keep away from her?” If so, I couldn’t decide what reason that would be. “If you’re not going to tell me, then I’ll have to go ask her myself.”

      He tugged on my dress sleeve desperately.  “No, don’t.”  He sighed and looked around, then he pulled me to a quieter place where he could confess his sins in a whisper without others hearing him.  “I avoid her because I…can’t control myself, okay?”

      “Can’t control yourself?  What does that mean?”

      “After my divorce, I tried dating.  Jessica and I tried to still be friends but it never worked.  I’d always end up back in bed with her.”

      I looked back toward Jessica and the man she was with.  “So, the only reason you can keep it in your pants is if you don’t see her at all?”  My heart was racing.  I didn’t like knowing any woman had that kind of power over my husband, and I couldn’t believe he was admitting this to me.

      “It’s not as bad as it sounds, but I’m scared to be near her.  I’m scared of myself when I’m with her.  Anyway, things didn’t end well.  The divorce was one thing, but when I told her I couldn’t see her anymore, she lost it.”

      “And started stalking you?”

      “Yes and no,” said Adam.  “She hasn’t been stalking me in the ways I said she was, but she does manage to weasel herself into my life.  For instance, by dating my coworkers to end up at a company picnic.”

      I frowned.  “But now that you’re with me, you would be able to control yourself, wouldn’t you?”  I suddenly felt insecure and I hated it.

      He shrugged.  “Yeah. Probably.”

      I looked off into the distance as I tried to process his words.  There was a small patch of trees that looked empty and comforting.  “I’m going to take a walk,” I said.  I moved into the shade of the trees and leaned against a tree trunk while taking a deep breath.

      This was bad. I loved Adam and I never thought he could be capable of cheating on me. So hearing about how desperate he’d always been to sleep with his ex made me uneasy. Why had I asked for the truth? What good would it do us?

      I was already imagining the horrible process of a divorce when a sultry voice sounded from behind me. “Marital troubles?”

      I turned to see Jessica leaning against a nearby tree.  “I told you he was lying about me.”

      My back stiffened. How did she know I knew the truth? Had she been eavesdropping or was I really that transparent? “Why are you here with his coworker?  Is it to try and get closer to my husband?”  The news of how my husband felt for her still left a bitter taste in my mouth.

      Jessica’s eyes widened and then she laughed. “Oh. That’s rich. He told you I was stalking him?”

      “Yeah. I mean, until today. When I confronted him. Then he told me you’re apparently amazing at seducing him. So that’s just great. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

      She nodded, her jaw ticking.  “There’s more he hasn’t told you,” she said.  She took a step toward me and I considered taking a step back, but I didn’t want her to think I was afraid of her.  On the contrary, her presence sent an uncomfortable yet warm shiver through my body. As far as I knew, I wasn’t bisexual, but Jessica had me questioning that. Even from her photos, I’d been drawn to her.  In a way, I could almost see how hard it could be to resist her, even if I didn’t want to admit it. After all, it didn’t mean my husband was any less in the wrong.

      “So, what are you doing here?  You followed me into the woods when you could be off trying to steal my husband right now.”

      Jessica sighed and ran a hand through her dark hair.  My heart was in my throat when her eyes landed on mine.  “I’m not interested in stealing him from you. I wanted to steal a moment alone with Adam’s new wife.” She winked. “Call it innocent curiosity.”

      I stood tall, straightening my shoulders.  “Well, then.  Get a good look.”

      Jessica’s eyes scanned my body from head to toe.  That wasn’t the look I’d been referring to.  My skin prickled with heat and sweat, and I didn’t think either of them had to do with the weather.  Jessica came closer, licking her lips as she stared at me.  “When I look at you, do you know what I see?”

      I swallowed and shook my head.

      “I see a woman who’s curious about what her husband would look like fucking his ex.”

      I wanted to laugh or slap her in the face, but I was frozen in place, staring into her intensely dark gaze.  Why had her words aroused me? She couldn’t have been right, could she have?  I’d never considered sharing my husband before, but Jessica made me curious in more ways than one.

      “You better go,” I said.  “You got to look at me and now I think you should leave.”

      Jessica only came closer until I was backed up against a tree.  Her chest pressed into mine making my nipples harden, and her forehead rested against mine.  I could feel her heart race in rhythm to mine.  As much as I wanted to run, I couldn’t.  My feet were like lead.

      “You know your husband would want this, right?  To have me without losing you?  To have both of us?”

      “You don’t know what my husband wants.”

      She leaned in closer, her lips inches from mine and her breath rolling over my skin.  I could feel her nipples harden against my breasts and it made my body tingle.  My panties were already soaked completely through.  What the fuck was happening to me?

      “Your husband wants my body, even though he now hates my guts.  He would love to learn that you want to watch him fuck me.  His other exes wouldn’t have tolerated it.  But you?  You’re aroused by the idea. It’s obvious by the flush in your cheeks.” She brushed her knuckles over my skin.

      “This is ridiculous,” I said through ragged breaths.

      “There you are,” said a deep voice, and when I turned toward it, my stomach fell to the floor.  Adam had walked up to us, just as Jessica was moments away from kissing me.  I expected him to be furious or to storm off in anger, but he didn’t.  He just arched his brow and smiled wide.  “Looks like I was at the wrong party.”

      I slipped away from Jessica and toward my husband, but I felt a strange pull back to his ex-wife like there was a tether to my chest drawing me into her.  “This isn’t what it looks like,” I said, still prepared with responses to an angry husband rather than a satisfied one.

      “It isn’t?” he teased.  “Darn.  Because it looked hot as fuck.”

      I turned toward Jessica who shrugged.  “I told you he’d like it.”

      My body was swimming in confusion.  With everyone on board – my body included – what was holding me back?  Maybe it was my decades of presumed straightness and the fact that we were at a work picnic.

      “Even if I wanted to,” I started, “we couldn’t do anything here.  There’s fucking families around for crying out loud.”

      “I know of a place,” Adam said. My veins flooded with adrenaline. Were we actually talking about this? About a quick fuck at a work picnic with his ex-wife? It was surreal.  “If you’re serious about this.”

      “About what? Fucking your ex-wife?”

      Adam’s voice was serious as he said, “Yes.”

      Jessica chuckled behind me and it made me uneasy.  I’d never had a threesome before.  Was I really about to start now?  Unfortunately, I hesitated too long and Adam was already clutching my hand while dragging me off in the distance.  Jessica followed casually behind us.

      “Where are we going?” I asked Adam.

      “There’s a public bathroom over here.  They’re all individual rooms so we won’t run into anyone else.”

      “You seriously want us to fuck your ex-wife in a public bathroom at a work picnic function?  Have you lost your mind?”

      Adam stopped and turned to face me.  “You were the one about to kiss her.  You were the one rubbing your body against hers.  If I hadn’t walked in on you, she’d probably have you down on your knees eating her out already.  Don’t pretend like you don’t want this as much as I do.”

      I was breathless and uncertain of how to respond.  Maybe that was all true and maybe it wasn’t.  Since he interrupted us, I’d never know how far I would’ve gone on my own.  All I did know was that the idea of him watching me do any of that felt humiliating.  But the idea of watching him do that to her turned me on far more than it should’ve.

      The way I was rationalizing with myself told me that on some level I did want to go through with it.  My fears were not about the sexual act themselves, only about how I would be perceived.  Was that a good enough reason?  To give my husband over to his ex-wife of all people?

      Adam, pushed his ex-wife, Jessica, up against the bathroom wall. His hands were roaming over her curves, caressing her body with a familiarity that simultaneously repulsed and enthralled me. The sight of them together was both wrong and irresistible, like a car crash I couldn't look away from.

      Adam's mouth crashed down on hers, his tongue invading her mouth with an urgency that left me breathless. I could feel my own heart pounding in my chest as if it were trying to escape my chest. He gripped her by her hips, yanking her closer as his other hand fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, revealing her lace-covered breasts for him to feast his eyes on.

      I knew this shouldn't be happening, but I found myself frozen in place, unable to tear my eyes away from their passionate embrace. It was like I was a spectator in a play that I never wanted to be cast in. As if on cue, Adam turned his gaze to meet mine, his eyes blazing with desire... for her? For me? For both of us? I couldn't tell anymore. "Hannah," he growled, his voice low and husky, "I want you to join us."

      In that moment, all my reservations crumbled under the weight of my own building need. Slowly, as if in a trance, I found myself moving towards them. Adam's fingers slid beneath the hem of Jessica's skirt, inching it upwards, exposing her thighs and the black silk panties that clung to her skin. With a swift tug, he pulled them to the side as Jessica let out a soft moan, her back arching against the cool tiles.

      My mind was screaming at me to stop, to turn around and lock myself away from this madness, but my body betrayed me. It was as if I were moving outside of myself, watching as I knelt down in front of Jessica whose eyes were now closed, her lips parted in anticipation.

      Adam's hand was on the back of my head, gentle but insistent. "Do it," he whispered, his voice laced with command. The heat from Jessica's body radiated onto my face as I edged closer to her most intimate parts. My tongue hesitated for only a second before it met the softness of her. Her taste was like honey and salt mingled together—a flavor so intoxicating that I couldn't help but want more.

      Jessica's hands found their way into my hair, pulling me closer to her center as soft sighs escaped her lips. Her reactions spurred me on: every quiver of her body, every hitch in her breath was a signal that she was nearing the edge.

      I could feel Adam's presence towering over us, his breathing heavy with excitement. The air itself seemed charged with erotic energy as he watched us—his wife and his ex-wife entwined in such an intimate act.

      The room echoed with the sound of wetness and desire as Jessica began to tremble above me. Her thighs tightened around my head just before she convulsed in climax, a low cry falling from her lips that mingled with my name and Adam’s in a chorus of forbidden pleasure.

      I pulled off of her and stood up.  My husband came up to me and kissed me long and hard to taste his ex’s arousal on my tongue.  I swirled my tongue around his and felt him moan through our kiss.  His hands roamed my body while his fingers fumbled with my dress until it had joined the floor with the other clothes.

      His pants were next.  He slid them down to his ankles until he stepped out of them.

      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Adam stood in only his briefs in front of Jessica. His erection tented the fabric, teasing both of us with what was hidden beneath. Slowly, dramatically, he slid his underwear down to reveal his hardened cock. Jessica's eyes widened with lust as she drank him in, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips in anticipation. But it was the hunger in his eyes when he looked at her that sent shivers down my spine.

      Adam grabbed Jessica by the waist and pressed her against the wall, his lips crashing into hers in a searing kiss. Heat pooled between my thighs as I watched them devour each other, their tongues entwining in a dance I had once thought reserved only for us. It shouldn't have turned me on this much, but I couldn't tear my eyes away.

      As if sensing my gaze, Adam broke the kiss and trailed his lips down Jessica's neck, leaving a trail of heated skin in his wake. He reached behind her back and deftly unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor with a whisper. His mouth closed around one pert nipple while he cupped the other, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. A low moan escaped Jessica's lips that made my core throb in envy and arousal.

      Jessica's fingers dug into Adam's hair, urging him on in silent desperation. Her other hand wrapped around my wrist, leading my hand downwards, guiding me to the center of her desire. I hesitated only for a heartbeat before I let my fingers slide over the smooth skin of her stomach and between her thighs.

      She was so incredibly wet, the heat and slickness of her pooling at my fingertips, beckoning me closer. My own breath hitched as I parted her folds with gentle pressure, discovering the pulsing warmth of her waiting desire.

      With Adam still lavishing attention on her breasts, I began to explore Jessica with slow, deliberate strokes. Each glide of my fingers elicited soft whimpers from her lips—a symphony of pleasure that somehow made me feel both powerful and submissive at once.

      Her hips began to rock against my touch, silently pleading for more. Encouraged by her urgency, I curled my fingers inside her, finding the tender spot that drew a sharp gasp from her throat. I focused there, rhythmically pressing as I watched Adam's mouth travel down over the curve of Jessica's belly.

      Adam's hands moved to Jessica's hips and he pulled her panties down with such a slow tease that it felt torturous. The moment they slipped past her ankles, he tossed them aside with a flick of his wrist. He was deliberate in his movements—each one calculated to capture our full attention.

      My fingers were slick as they continued their dance inside Jessica, but now Adam knelt before us. With one arm wrapped around Jessica's thigh for support, he brought his face close to where my fingers were buried deep within her. The warm puff of his breath sent a shudder through us both just before his tongue joined my fingers in their exploration.

      Jessica moaned louder now, juggling the overwhelming sensations as Adam traced circles around her clit with his tongue while she rode against my hand. Her grip on me tightened almost painfully as she neared the brink.

      It was intoxicating—watching them together like this, being part of their union yet distinctly apart. Waves of jealousy crashed over me again but were quickly drowned out by the undeniable rush of arousal. Through it all, I couldn't look away; couldn't stop touching; couldn't stop wanting.

      "Look at your husband's face," Jessica breathed out between moans, pulling my gaze upwards. "I'm about to take him balls deep inside me."

      Reluctant and flushed with shame yet unable to resist her command, I lowered my eyes to meet Adam's. His expression was one of sheer concentration and lust—a look that struck me with both a pang of loss and a thrill I couldn't deny.

      As if in slow motion, Adam stood and positioned himself at Jessica's entrance. His cock glistened with precum and when he finally pushed inside her, Jessica cried out—a sound that pierced through the room and settled heavily in my chest.

      Adam set a steady pace then; each thrust punctuated by Jessica's high-pitched keening and the wet sound of their bodies coming together. His grip on her thighs was sure and strong as he lifted her slightly with every movement—thrusting upward deeply into her welcoming heat.

      I watched spellbound as Jessica took what had once been solely mine.

      Jessica's back arched off the wall, her chest heaving against Adam's as her legs wrapped tightly around his waist. The intensity in their eyes locked onto each other, creating a circle of passion that excluded and included me simultaneously.

      I could feel the tension building within Jessica; her body trembled with each successive wave of pleasure. My fingers moved frantically now, contributing to the storm of sensation that threatened to overwhelm her. And then, with a strangled cry and a shudder that ran through all three of us, she climaxed, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers.

      The look in my Jessica’s eyes calmed me.  Her pupils were dilated with arousal and her lips were puffy with desire.  She leaned in and kissed me long and hard, distracting me from the fact that she was taking my husband’s cock.

      Jessica slid her fingers inside my panties and thrust three of them inside of me.  I let out a moan and a whimper.  She felt so good teasing and kissing me while she moaned for my husband’s cock.

      The three of us moved in unison.  Adam thrust into Jessica and she thrust into me.  The three of us pushed and pulled, rocked and swayed, and grunted and groaned until our sweaty bodies were ready to explode.

      I was next.  Jessica pressed her thumb to my clit and circled it while her fingers pushed in and out of me.

      “Fuck,” I breathed as Jessica brought me to climax.  It made me feel dirty, but it also made me feel desirable and loved.

      Adam's pace became erratic, and I knew he was close. I withdrew my hand from between Jessica's thighs and watched as he gave into the waves of his own release. His head fell forward onto Jessica's shoulder, his breaths ragged against her skin.

      The room fell silent but for the sound of heavy panting and the soft thrumming of blood in our ears. Jessica gently disentangled herself from Adam and stepped down with shaky legs. She turned to me with eyes softened by satisfaction and something akin to gratitude.

      Adam ran a hand through his messed up hair and wiped sweat from his brow.  His eyes were on his ex-wife as he said, “That was amazing.”

      “Thank your wife there,” said Jessica.

      Adam looked at me and smiled.  He held my face in his hands and said, “Of course.  Thank you so much.”

      I nodded and then glanced at Jessica.  “So, is that it?  We’re done?”

      Jessica began to clean herself and put on her clothes.  “That depends,” she said.  “Do you want us to be done?”

      I didn’t want to answer that.  I was still embarrassed that I’d let this whole thing happen, but the idea of never seeing her again made me feel empty.

      “Of course, she doesn’t,” Adam answered for me.  “Just look at how much fun she had.”

      Jessica smiled and handed us our clothes.  We dressed ourselves, but no amount of cleanup in a public bathroom would hide what we’d been doing in there.  “Well, then,” she said.  “You know how to reach me.”

      With that, Jessica left us alone in the bathroom, presumably to disappear from the picnic altogether without even saying goodbye to her date.

      “You do want to do this again, right?” Adam asked with a mixture of hope and fear in his eyes.

      I exhaled, knowing I had to tell him the truth.  “Yes,” I said.  “I do.”  And it was the truth.  As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I was already missing Jessica’s lips on mine.  I was already looking forward to the next time I would get to see my husband’s cock disappear inside her.
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      Luke's gaze lingered out the window, a glint of curiosity dancing in his eyes as he watched the new maid gathering her cleaning supplies from her car. Her blonde hair caught the sunlight, and her tan skin glistened slightly with the sweat of hard work. I followed Luke’s line of sight, feeling a knot of something unpleasant tighten in my stomach.

      "Who's that?" Luke asked with an innocent tilt of his head that did nothing to ease my tension.

      "The new maid," I muttered, trying to keep my voice neutral, but I could feel the jealousy creeping into my tone. “I didn’t realize she’d be so…so…”

      Luke turned to look at me, his eyes wide and teasing, “Young?”

      And beautiful, I thought. But I wasn’t going to tell him that.

      In an attempt to regain some control over the situation, and perhaps to remind Luke of who he was with, I took a step closer and teased the waist of his pants, while kissing him hard.  The kiss was meant to be assertive, a claim of sorts, but as our lips met something faltered—the confidence I intended to exude faded.

      Luke pulled back slightly. "Jessica," he said softly, "we're not teenagers anymore. You don't have to get all territorial just because there's a younger woman."

      “I’m not being territorial,” I said.  “I just wanted to remind you how much I love you.”

      He smirked and rolled his eyes.  “I’m going to get to work before I’m late.  You should do the same.  Stop obsessing about this maid.”

      “Me? You’re the one who was staring at her.”

      He kissed my cheek. “Out of curiosity, nothing more.”

      Luke went to work through the garage just as the maid knocked on the door.  I let her inside, unable to scrub the image of Luke staring at her from my mind. Work would be torture today, wondering what would happen if Luke started coming home early to catch the maid alone.

      Once inside, Nicole flashed me a smile of recognition, and I felt a strange pull—I wanted to be near her, despite barely knowing her.

      “Morning,” Nicole said as she carried in her things. Her uniform clung to her youthful curves, revealing contours that made my throat go dry.

      “Morning,” I replied, making an effort to keep my voice steady. “I’ve heard you do great work.”

      “Thanks,” she said, leaning slightly forward. It was then I noticed the way her top curved low along her cleavage, a hint of skin beckoning my gaze and drawing it down. “I take pride in my work.”

      My eyes snapped back up to meet hers—a darker shade of blue than I’d realized. There was a knowing glint there; she must have caught my quick once-over.

      “You know,” Nicole started, taking a step closer, “I can tell when someone appreciates more than just a clean house.” Her voice dropped lower and it suddenly felt like we were the only two people in the world.

      “I have no idea what you mean.”

      Nicole’s lips curled into a smirk as she closed the gap between us. Her closeness was overwhelming; heat rolled off her in waves and mixed with the scent of flowers and femininity.  Then, as quickly as she’d come forward, she took a step back.  “I hope I haven’t made you late for work.”

      My mind snapped back to reality.  Work! I said goodbye and headed straight for my car.

      I couldn’t shake the image of Nicole from my mind throughout the entire drive to the office. The curves that were visible beneath her uniform, the glint of mischief in her eyes—it was all undeniably appealing in a sense that I hadn't anticipated feeling.

      I gripped the steering wheel tighter as I merged onto the freeway, my thoughts consumed by the image of the maid and my husband fucking while I was gone.

      I pictured my husband’s muscular arms, bulging through his shirt, encircling the maid’s waist. I could practically hear the quickening of her breath and the soft moans escaping her lips as she bit her lower lip in ecstasy. The mere idea of my husband touching another woman, pleasing her in ways I never knew, sent a shiver down my spine. My heart pounded in my chest like a wild animal trying to escape its cage, desire and jealousy intertwining with every beat.

      The drive to work was always filled with stop-and-go traffic this time of day, but today it felt interminable. The fantasy played on a loop in my mind – the maid’s blouse unbuttoned, exposing her lacy bra as she arched her back, inviting my husband’s strong hands to explore her curves. Her skirt hiked up to her waist, revealing lacy panties that would soon be discarded carelessly on their pristine white kitchen floor.

      I imagined them over in my mind like a private film only I could see, each frame etched with forbidden desire. The rough hands of my husband, weathered from his work, slid over the soft curves of the maid’s hips as if he knew her body better than he knew mine. I could almost feel the heat between them, even as I stood there, rooted to the spot by a mix of jealousy and arousal.

      I imagined the maid letting out a sound that was part moan, part sigh. Her eyes closed, lashes fluttering against her cheeks in reckless abandon.

      As my husband pressed against her from behind, her back arched like a feline in heat, pressing back against him with an urgency that knew no bounds. The fabric of her skirt was pushed up around her waist now, revealing the lacy edge of her underwear that he hooked with a calloused thumb and pulled aside.

      I could see it all - his fingers tracing patterns on her skin that shimmered with perspiration; the way his lips trailed hot kisses along the nape of her neck before biting down gently, eliciting another gasp from her lips that somehow made my heart race and my body tighten with a longing I couldn't suppress.

      As she braced herself, he entered her with a single powerful thrust of his cock that made my vision blur for a moment. In my fantasy, I saw my husband give in to this primal dance that revealed only raw need.

      As he moved within her, his rhythm insistent and demanding, the maid’s responses grew more fervent. Her voice mingled with the sounds of the rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh and those breathy moans that seared into my consciousness.

      Involuntarily, my hips shifted in my seat, making me realize my panties were wet. A sense of guilt nipped at me briefly before desire drowned it out once more. This relentless craving to witness my new maid being claimed by my husband was consuming me entirely.

      And then she looked over 'his' shoulder directly at me - or so it seemed in my vivid imagination - and there was no shock in those piercing blue eyes; only an invitation to watch or perhaps to join... The line between what was real and what was imagined had blurred into insignificance as my breaths grew short and quick.

      I felt the heat coursing through my body, a forbidden flame that wasn’t supposed to be there but was. Every step towards the office bathroom was a battle against my own desires, a war I was slowly losing. The images continued to invade my thoughts uninvited, yet perhaps secretly welcomed.

      Locking myself in the stall at the end of the row, I couldn't afford to waste any time. I pushed up my skirt hastily, feeling the weight of shame and exhilaration in equal measure. My hand slid into my panties with an urgency I couldn’t deny. I tried to conjure up the usual fantasies, faceless forms and nameless places where pleasure was simple and uncomplicated. But they vanished like smoke, replaced by an imagery so vivid it left me breathless.

      I saw the maid in my mind's eye, her blouse gaping open after rough hands had torn at the buttons. The fabric rested at the swell of her breasts now exposed and vulnerable. A shudder ran through me as I imagined Luke’s powerful form bending over her, his hands exploring every inch.

      My fingers quickened their pace, teasing my clit, as my thoughts spiraled out of control. It was no longer just about Luke taking the maid; it was about witnessing it, about being there while Luke turned her inside out with his desire. And then the unthinkable image surfaced—Luke’s cock, large and menacing—while the maid took him into her mouth. She looked up at him with eyes clouded with lust, her lips stretched wide as she took him deeper.

      God... The mere thought sent a jolt through me so intense that I almost cried out. I had to bite down on my knuckle to stifle the moans threatening to escape my throat as my fingers moved in frantic strokes. It wasn't just arousal that gripped me—it was all the sensations bordering both on pleasure and something darker—jealousy, possession, humiliation.

      The room spun slightly, tiles blurring into insignificance as I focused solely on bringing myself to climax. My heart raced; sweat beaded on my forehead despite the coolness of the bathroom. I could feel it building, an unstoppable force gathering momentum within me.

      And as I came hard, I pictured them again: Nicole beneath Luke, taking every inch of him with a passionate fervor.

      Panting heavily, I remained slumped against the cold metal partition of the bathroom stall—the reality of where I was clashing harshly with where my mind had just been.

      As I cleaned myself up in mechanical movements fraught with guilt and confusion, I prepared for the longest day of my life.
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        * * *

      

      The driveway was empty aside from Luke's car, a detail I latched onto with both relief and a pinch of disappointment. The uncertainty, the wild scenarios I'd concocted in my head during the day, still echoed with need. I pushed open the door, half expecting to catch a fleeting scent of perfume that was not my own or to hear the muffled sounds of passion from the upstairs bedroom. But there was nothing; just the familiar comfort of home.

      I dropped my keys in the bowl by the door, and my hand brushed against his where he'd left his own set. The keys were cold, untouched for hours. No sign of a hasty return or quick departure. My heart rate began to settle back into its regular cadence as I realized there would be no affair to stumble upon.

      I found Luke curled up on the sofa, donned in his softest gray lounge pants and an oversized college sweatshirt—the one that always made him look so endearingly cozy. His hair was disheveled but sexy, and his legs were tucked beneath him.

      "Hey," he murmured without looking up from his phone, his voice carrying that warm tone that had always felt like an embrace.

      "Hey," I replied, trying to sound normal, as if my mind hadn't been racing with forbidden thoughts all day.

      He glanced up then, peering over the rim of his glasses with those perceptive eyes that seemed to see straight through me. There was no deceit there—no knowing smile or look of guilt—just Luke. And something inside me twisted with shame at how easily the seed of doubt had taken root; how eager I had been to imagine him in another's arms.

      I sank onto the couch beside him and let out a deep breath.

      "Rough day?" he asked softly, setting aside his phone and reaching out to stroke my arm with a familiarity that soothed me.

      "Yeah," I confessed, leaning into his touch while wrestling with an inner turmoil he didn't deserve. "Just... work stuff."

      “Well come sit down at the table.  I have dinner cooking on the stove.”  Luke got up and I followed him to the kitchen.  He took to the stove and I took to the table, watching him.

      The air between us was charged with unspoken thoughts as Luke placed the simmering pot on the table. The smell of garlic and tomatoes filled the room from the sauce he’d been perfecting.

      After a few moments, he placed his hand gently on my shoulder, peering into my eyes with concern.

      “You haven’t touched your food, Jessica. Are you sure you’re alright?” Luke’s voice was soft, tinged with worry.

      I looked down at the fettuccine swimming in sauce, untouched. “Yeah, I’m just not that hungry,” I lied again, pushing around the pasta to create the illusion of activity.

      Luke wasn’t convinced. "You’re not still bothered by this morning, are you?"

      I felt my chest tighten; my pulse thrummed in my ears. "I'm not bothered by it," I asserted quickly, too quickly, and I could tell by Luke’s quirked eyebrow that he didn’t buy it.

      "Talk to me," he urged. "Is it the idea of her being attractive? Or is it something else?"

      Luke’s frankness gave me pause. Should I admit how the images of Nicole’s curvy frame invaded my thoughts? How I fantasized about scenarios of the two of them fucking in the newly clean house?

      “It’s confusing,” I admitted finally, speaking to my plate rather than meeting his eye.  “But I can’t seem to stop thinking about the two of you together.”

      “Really?  Interesting.  Maybe we’ll have to invite her to stay for a drink next time she’s over.” Luke was teasing, but deep down, I hoped he was serious, even though jealousy coiled around my throat like a boa constrictor.

      My gaze lifted to my husband’s.  I wondered if he could see the sea of hope and agony swimming within them.  “Maybe,” was all I managed to say.
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        * * *

      

      The next time Nicole was over, I was a nervous wreck.  It had been two weeks since we last saw her and we hadn’t talked about her or my fantasies since.  I was too embarrassed and my husband could sense it.  So he gave me my space.  But I worried that I’d pushed him away.

      Sweat beaded on Nicole's sun-kissed forehead as she scrubbed the kitchen floors, on her hands and knees. I watched from the hallway, an uneasy mix of anticipation and reluctance churning in my stomach.

      Nicole stood and dusted herself off.  “I’m just about finished,” she said, her eyes catching mine as I stood in the hallway.

      "That’s fine," I said, trying to sound casual. "Would you like to stay a little longer and have a drink with us? It sure looks like you could use one. "

      Her smile was warm. "Sure. Thanks."  Now was our chance, but did I really want to take it?

      Nicole perked up noticeably as Luke stepped inside from the backyard, the scent of fresh cut grass wafting in with him. “Nicole is staying for a drink,” I told him, and his eyes widened slightly, remembering our conversation from weeks ago.

      I led us into the living room where we settled on the plush couch, with Luke sitting between me and our maid.

      "So, Nicole," I started, my tone light and playful, "how long have you been cleaning houses?"

      Luke responded with enthusiasm, his eyes occasionally flickering to Nicole’s legs as she crossed them under her short skirt. Every glance sent a jolt through me—jealousy mingled with an undeniable arousal.

      Our conversation continued until I came out with it suddenly. "Do you know much about swingers, Nicole?" I asked.

      Luke choked on his drink—a bit of soda sputtering out in surprise. We were not swingers; never had been, and the way I dropped the term into conversation caught him off guard.

      Nicole raised her eyebrows. "Why? Do you want me to fuck your husband or something?”

      I was supposed to answer with a ‘yes,’ but I couldn’t open my mouth.  I was stunned at the possibility of finally getting what I both wanted and feared.

      Nicole made eye contact with my husband and slipped her work shirt above her head and unclasped her bra. The fabric fell away revealing her bare breasts, nipples already pert under Luke’s gaze.

      “Is this what you want?” Nicole asked me with a knowing smile.

      Luke’s jaw clenched as he stared openly at Nicole’s exposed chest. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. My heart was racing now—confusion and desire warring within me.

      “Yes,” I managed to mutter, before shame overwhelmed my senses.

      The air in the room grew thick with tension. I could feel Luke’s gaze shift toward me momentarily—questioning—and I met it with a nod.

      The corner of Nicole's mouth turned up in victory as she rose gracefully.  She glanced back at me once before perching lightly on his lap. His hands immediately found her waist, drawing her closer to him.

      Nicole settled in, her back pressed against Luke’s chest. He leaned in, murmuring something into her ear that made her giggle nervously. Then his hands began their journey upwards, tracing the gentle curves of her sides until he cupped her breasts fully in his palms.

      I could see Nicole tense slightly; she caught my gaze again as if seeking reassurance or permission to stop him. I felt frozen by my own conflicting emotions—as though my feet were encased in cement while my heart threatened to erupt from my chest and flee without me.

      Luke kneaded her flesh with a mastery I knew well. Nicole’s initial tension seemed to melt under his touch; a soft moan escaped her lips as he thumbed her nipples.

      Jealousy gnawed at me with vicious teeth—jealousy of his hands on her skin, jealousy of how easily she seemed to be enjoying it despite having looked to me for reassurance moments before.

      But there was also arousal—a fierce and powerful surge of it watching my husband touch our maid with abandon. The complex mix of anger and desire coiled within me tightly enough I feared it might never unravel.

      Nicole’s eyes stayed on mine even as her body responded to Luke’s touch. The vulnerability was still there but now mingled with something deeper—a need for acceptance, for affirmation that what she was doing was okay.

      And despite every taut nerve screaming inside me, I found myself nodding faintly once more.

      Nicole's smirk was playful and confident as she glanced up at me, a silent challenge in her gaze that set my heart racing.

      "Do you like watching your husband get turned on by another woman?" Her voice was a low rumble, designed to stir something primal within me. I could only nod, my throat too constricted to form words.

      Luke kissed Nicole’s shoulder while he unzipped her skirt.  Nicole stood just long enough to slide her skirt and panties down her legs before sitting on my husband’s lap again.  There we were with a naked maid in our living room.

      Nicole arched her back slightly as Luke’s finger finally dipped lower, brushing against her sensitive flesh with a featherlight touch that elicited a soft moan from her lips. My own breath hitched as I watched the scene unfold, gripped by a desire so intense it bordered on pain. Luke was masterful in his movements; he knew exactly how to draw out each second, turning even the smallest action into an exquisite torture.

      Each slow circle Nicole made around Luke's clit sent waves of envy through me. The tension built—a wave of moans and quickening breaths—and I felt it in my core. It wasn’t just vicarious pleasure; I felt like I was participating. My senses merged with theirs until it became difficult to tell where my desire ended and theirs began. 

      Luke’s other hand slid up Nicole’s abdomen, pausing to caress the underside of her breast before giving it a gentle squeeze. She writhed above him, caught between my gaze and his touch, completely exposed yet empowered by her vulnerability.

      The dance between them quickened subtly—the motions deliberate yet unhurried—creating an intoxicating rhythm that left us all on the brink. A bead of sweat rolled down Luke’s forehead as he concentrated on Nicole’s pleasure.

      I was aware of every sound in the room: Nicole’s soft whimpers, the rustle of fabric against skin, our collective breaths mingling in the space around us. The world narrowed down to this singular point of focus—Nicole caught in the throes of passion as Luke expertly brought her to climax.

      My breath quickened as I watched Luke’s tanned fingers dance over Nicole’s slick pussy. I couldn't help but admire the way Nicole's taut muscles flexed as she was pleasured by my husband.

      Desperate to be touched, I unbuttoned my skirt, slid my fingers into my panties and teased my aching clit. The sight of my husband touching another woman’s most intimate parts shouldn't have aroused me, but it did, and I couldn't deny it any longer. I circled my clit in time with Luke’s movements, my jealousy slowly melting into lust.

      Nicole moaned, her head thrown back in ecstasy, her breasts bouncing with each aching moan. My heart raced, both from jealousy and desire, as I watched the scene before me. My fingers moved faster, sliding in and out of my pussy, my other hand cupping my breast through my blouse.

      "Oh," I moaned, unable to contain myself any longer. The room spun with desire as I continued to pleasure myself while Luke brought Nicole closer and closer to the edge. As Nicole cried out in climax, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave, I climaxed too.

      Nicole’s eyes sparkled with mischief, her gaze shifting from Luke’s lustful expression to my own. Her hand slid along my arm, squeezing softly as she leaned in close, her lips brushing my earlobe. "I’m going to suck your husband’s cock," she whispered, her voice laced with an excitement that sent a shiver down my spine.

      My heartbeat quickened at the thought. I was hesitant, but the look in her eyes made me want to do anything she said. It unnerved me how much the idea of it—another woman’s mouth around my husband’s cock—both repelled and excited me.

      Luke was looking at us now, his chest rising and falling more quickly than before.

      Nicole grasped my chin gently, turning my face towards hers. "Do you trust me?" she asked, and without waiting for a reply, kissed me deeply, erasing my doubts for a moment with her lips.

      "I do," I murmured against her mouth when we parted. Her approval was all I needed.

      "Then watch closely," Nicole encouraged.  She undressed me slowly while Luke discarded his own clothes.

      I watched her rise to kneel beside Luke, their eyes connecting with an intensity that would normally stir jealousy within me—but right now it was different.

      Luke laid back on the sofa and propped himself up on his elbows as Nicole positioned herself between his legs. Her warm breath teased over his growing cock before she glanced up at Luke and then back over at me. This was it—the moment that would cross the line between fantasy and reality.

      With slow deliberateness, Nicole's lips parted as she took him into her mouth. Each nerve ending fired as the forbidden scene unfolded before me. My initial resistance melted away under the onslaught of pleasure that spiraled up from my core.

      I moved to sit beside them, my fingers lightly tracing patterns over Nicole’s slender shoulders and down her spine. My eyes locked with Luke’s; I could see how much he loved this—loved watching me unravel while watching his cock disappear inside another woman’s mouth.

      Nicole’s movements were skilled, alternating between languid drags along his length and focused attention on the tip where he felt most sensitive. His breath hitched in his chest as she took him deeper into her throat with each descent.

      Nicole didn’t relent until she had coaxed every last tremor out of Luke.  His hands moved to the edge of the sofa and I gripped it tightly.  I played with my pussy, and then Luke shot his load into Nicole’s mouth.  She swallowed every single drop.

      My heart pounded as Luke flipped Nicole onto the floor and positioned her on all fours. This was my fantasy, but the reality of seeing the maid used like this by my husband made my stomach roll with anticipation and apprehension. My mind screamed to stop, but the ache of my desire betrayed me.

      Luke’s strong hands gripped Nicole’s hips, guiding her into position. "Relax," he purred in her ear. "It'll be easier if you let me in slow."

      The maid moaned her approval.  Luke glanced at me and said, "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To see me take her like this... the maid?"

      The head of Luke’s massive cock teased the maid’s entrance, taunting me with its closeness. She moaned softly, clenching in anticipation, as the tip entered him, sending a bolt of pleasure-pain through her body.

      She whimpered when I said, "That's it. Take all of his cock.”

      Luke’s cock penetrated her inch by inch, stretching her to her limits. With one swift thrust, Luke buried his cock in deep, tearing through any remaining resistance.

      The jealousy seared through me, but soon enough it was replaced by something else- an ungodly pleasure I had never experienced before.

      Luke’s grip on the maid’s hips tightened as he began to move in and out, each thrust hitting that spot deep inside that drove women crazy.

      "That's it," Luke groaned. "Take it all for me.” He glanced at me and added, “You like it, don't you? Watching her take it like a real slut for your husband?" His words stoked the fire in my belly, humiliation and arousal mingling into one delicious torment.

      It hurt so good; every agonizing thrust of his cock and stroke of my fingers heightened the pleasure, making me moan louder. I couldn't believe I was here—watching my husband fuck our maid while I watched with lust-filled eyes.

      Luke's fingers danced over Nicole’s pussy, edging her closer to the edge of climax with each touch.

      The room was filled with our ragged breaths and moans of ecstasy as we moved together as one twisted form of lust and desire.

      My eyes met Luke's—his pupils dilated with want—and I knew in that moment that nothing would ever be the same again. As Luke plunged deep inside the maid and my own climax built, I surrendered to the newfound lust , letting the wave of desire wash over me completely.

      Sweat trickled down my spine as Luke’s rhythm grew more urgent, his hips slapping with urgency. The smack of flesh against flesh echoed through the room, mixing with our grunts and groans.

      Nicole’s voice was a sultry melody, thick with desire as she said, "He feels so good. Look how much he’s enjoying fucking me."

      Luke’s hands roamed over her body, teasing her pussy with rough fingers. I was lost in the sensation of being an outsider, every nerve focused on Luke’s powerful thrusts inside another woman. I felt exposed and vulnerable, yet completely liberated in my submission.

      My gaze was on them, almost caressing and spurred Luke further into abandon. "Come with us," Luke commanded softly yet firmly.

      And with those words, as if they were a key unlocking everything I held back, I convulsed as pleasure exploded within me. My moans melded with Nicole’s soft whimper as Luke found his own release, filling her with his hot, sticky seed.

      Luke pulled his cock free and I watched his seed drip from Nicole’s perfect pussy.  I moved behind her and lapped at his cum, desperate to taste the two of them together.

      Once she was clean, Nicole lay on the floor with a sly grin, and my husband kissed me deeply.  His tongue explored the inside of my mouth, curious for the taste that lingered there.

      “You know,” said Nicole, leaning one arm behind her head, “I don’t usually fuck my customers.”

      “That’s good to know,” Luke said, grinning, “since I didn’t wear a condom.”

      The realization hit me like a train. What if he had gotten her pregnant?  “Relax,” said Nicole, reading my expression. “I’m on the pill.”  She stood up and began to dress.  “So, same time next week?”  She said it so effortlessly like it really was nothing more than an another appointment.

      I nodded, my mouth dry.  “Same time next week.”

      Nicole left us there, but that wasn’t the end of our night.  Luke and I fucked like we’d never fucked before, for hours on end.  I was desperate to smell, taste, and feel her on him, and he seemed desperate to prove his love for me.

      I went to bed with a smile on my face, eagerly awaiting the next time we’d see our new maid.
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      I thought about her everywhere. In everything I did. I had a crush on my roommate, Margot, and it was starting to become a problem. I couldn’t focus on schoolwork. I couldn’t focus on practice. But today, I was determined to flush her from my mind. I couldn’t afford to lose our upcoming playoffs due to some fleeting fascination. I had to scrub her from my thoughts, and fast.

      The ball sliced through the air, a blurred comet against the high ceiling of the gymnasium, before it came plummeting back towards our formation. I crouched low, knees bent and arms outstretched in anticipation. My forearms met the ball with a satisfying smack, sending it arcing towards Lisa, our setter. Sweat trickled down my temple, a testament to the hour we’d been drilling plays.

      "Nice pass!" Coach yelled from the sidelines, his voice a booming presence that filled the space with an intensity that was almost tangible. I straightened up and shuffled my feet, ready for the next play. My muscles were taut, vibrating with each spike and serve that came over the net.

      Lisa's fingers deftly redirected the ball into a perfect set just above the net. Maria jumped effortlessly, her arm swinging in a wide arc. The spike was thunderous, reverberating off the gym walls as it ricocheted off the opposing team's block and skidded out of bounds.

      "Point! Keep it up!" Coach’s whistle cut through the collective exhale of my teammates.

      Becca tossed me a water bottle from the bench as we took a brief timeout. I squeezed the cold plastic, gulping down water while stealing glances at the scoreboard that mocked us with its close numbers. We were neck and neck with our rival school's team during this scrimmage; it was anyone’s game with every serve.

      I tied my hair back tighter as strands had begun to escape from my ponytail, slapping against my cheeks during each movement. My focus narrowed down to each breath, each bead of sweat – anything to keep my mind off the exhaustion creeping into my limbs like an unwelcomed guest.

      Coach called us back in, his eyes scanning over us like a general surveying his troops before battle. "Sara, you're up to serve," he said with a nod that conveyed both trust and expectation.

      The ball felt heavy in my hand as I stepped back to the line. I took a deep breath and ran my fingers across its dimpled surface while glancing at my awaiting teammates on the court. They looked back at me; some with fierce determination etched onto their faces, others with encouraging smiles.

      I bounced the ball twice before launching into my serving routine: three steps forward, an arc of my arm, and then contact. The ball flew over with precision—too precise—as it headed straight towards their libero who was already sinking into her defensive stance. She bumped it cleanly to their setter who wasted no time in executing their play.

      A rush of anticipation coursed through me as I watched their outside hitter prepare to return fire. But before despair could sink its claws into me for having served too safely, Jess jumped high for the block, her hands pressing over the net like she was pushing away all doubts and fears.

      The ball was spiked straight into her hands and bounced back onto their side of the court where no one could reach it in time. A cheer erupted among us as Jess landed back on our side of the court with a grin stretching across her face that could outshine even Coach's proudest moments.

      I jogged back into position as we prepared for what might be our final push—my heart danced wildly within me but this time not from exhaustion. It was the thrill of the imminent victory that had each of us on edge, our eyes gleaming with the shared goal of closing this game out. As the opposing team regrouped, I could see the determination in their faces too, mirroring ours. It was a silent battle of wills across the net as both teams prepped for the next rally.

      The whistle blew and silence descended upon the gym, punctuated only by the steady bounce of the ball as I prepped for another serve. This time my arm swung with a little more force, a little more risk. The ball hurtled over the net, taking an unexpected dip just before their libero could adjust her position. It grazed off her fingertips and veered wildly out of play.

      "ACE!" someone screamed from our side, and a surge of elation crashed through me.

      Coach clapped his hands loudly, signaling a job well done but not over yet. The score was now at match point, and every player knew what was at stake. I retrieved the ball amid my teammates' cheers and readied myself once again at the baseline.

      This serve carried with it not only my own hopes but also those of my teammates—the late-night practices, the drills, the muscle aches—all coalescing into one final moment of effort. The gym fell silent once more as I served match point.

      My serve this time was a curveball, slicing to the right where their formation wasn't expecting it. Their setter lunged for it desperately, managing to hook it upwards towards their hitter in a less-than-ideal set. We braced ourselves as their hitter went up with a powerful leap but found herself awkwardly positioned thanks to the hasty set.

      Like synchronized swimmers, Jess and Maria leapt up for a double block, arms high above their heads as if they could touch the sky itself. The gym held its breath as everything seemed to slow down—the ball descending towards those waiting hands, our opponents' wide-eyed stares tracking its path.

      And then contact—it was a fortress of fingers that met that spike head-on, sending it rebounding straight back to the hitter's feet before she even touched ground again.

      "POINT! SET! MATCH!" Coach bellowed above our erupting cheers.

      We had won—against our most formidable rivals in a scrimmage that had felt like so much more than practice. As we rushed together into a huddle, jumping and shouting in a chaos of joy, there was an undeniable sense of unity. Each one of us had contributed to this victory; every serve and spike were built upon trust in each other's strengths.

      Amidst slaps on backs and sweaty hugs, I caught Coach's eye—he nodded in silent approval, his expression saying what no words could: we were ready for the playoffs.  And now that practice was over, all I could think about was the roommate back at home.
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        * * *

      

      The hot water cascaded over my skin, washing away the sweat and grime from a long day of volleyball practice. I let out a content sigh as the warm stream provided a much-needed respite for my sore muscles. The playoffs were coming up and practices had become increasingly intense, leaving me little time for anything else. Not that I minded too much - volleyball was my passion and I was determined to lead our team to victory.

      As I lathered shampoo into my hair, I couldn't help but think about how distant Margot had been lately. We were roommates and best friends, but between her demanding schedule as a pre-med student and my rigorous training regime, we hardly saw each other anymore. Not that she seemed bothered by it. She had a serious boyfriend, Jax, who she spent most of her free time with. I couldn't blame her - he was handsome and charming, and they seemed truly happy together. But sometimes, I couldn't help feeling a twinge of jealousy for the time they spent alone together while I was stuck in practice.

      Finally satisfied with my shower, I turned off the water and stepped out onto the plush bathmat. Wrapping a towel around myself, I assessed my reflection in the steamy mirror. My blue eyes looked tired and there were dark circles under them from lack of sleep. My blonde hair hung in wet strands around my face, looking darker than usual. Sometimes I wished I could have Margot's beautiful brown hair instead of my own light locks. She was stunningly beautiful, with features that were both regal and alluring at the same time. Any guy would be lucky to have her.

      I shook my head to dispel these thoughts and began drying off my body. Despite being an athlete, I was curvier than Margot - something that often bothered me when trying to fit into tight sports uniforms or bathing suits. But I tried not to dwell on it too much - after all, Margot had her own struggles with body image despite her seemingly perfect figure. I’d always had a small crush on Margot, but I never told her about it.

      Once dry, I wrapped my hair in a towel and quickly got dressed in a white strapless bra and matching cotton panties. I pulled on a flowy maxi dress and made my way back to our shared dorm room, barefoot.

      But as I approached the door, I could hear faint sounds of moaning coming from inside. My curiosity piqued, I cracked open the door and peeked inside. To my surprise, I saw Jax lying half-naked on Margot's bed, his red t-shirt pushed up to reveal his chiseled abs. A rush of attraction surged through me - okay, so maybe I had a bit of a crush on Margot's boyfriend too. Can you really blame me?

      As I stood frozen in the doorway, my eyes traveled down and saw Margot on her knees. Her jean shorts slid down her hips, revealing a hint of her bright red thong. I licked my lips at the sight, feeling a heat spread through my body. But then my gaze quickly shot up again as I realized what was happening before me.

      Jax’s cock was lodged deep down Margot’s throat as she sucked him with an eagerness that made my head spin. She pulled off for a moment, and that’s when I saw just how long and thick he was. And veiny. And engorged.

      My fresh panties were wet, evidence of my own arousal at the scene unfolding before me. My nipples were hard, straining against my bra as I tried to control my breathing and resist the urge to join in. Oh how I wanted to be Margot and sleep with her at the same time. The thought alone sent a shiver down my spine.

      Margot dove back in after taking a few breaths, sucking Jax’s cock with the expertise of a seasoned professional. Her movements were confident and purposeful, her moans sending vibrations through his shaft. Jax’s fingers were in her hair, tugging her head and guiding himself in deeper with each thrust.

      My racing heart suddenly stopped as Margot’s gaze flicked to the side, right in my direction. The door was barely open, but there was no mistaking the mischievous glint in her eyes. Could she see me watching them? Was this all some kind of twisted game?

      She didn’t stop, didn’t let up. She just kept staring in my direction while she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth. My fingers itched to play with my own pussy, but that would be going a step too far. So I gripped the doorknob tighter, feeling like it might break in my hand.

      Jax hissed and buried his cock in so deep I thought it might rip Margot’s throat wide open. His balls tightened and Margot’s throat bobbed with each swallow. She drank his cum like she was desperate for the taste, not breaking eye contact with me the entire time. She pulled off of him and cum trickled down her chin. She wiped it with the back of her hand while still staring at me, a devilish grin playing on her lips.

      I quickly shut the door and pressed my back to it, panting. How could I just stand there and watch like that? And what if Margot really did see me? How could I explain myself?

      I listened closely to hear if they would continue, but fortunately, Jax told Margot he had somewhere to be. Relief washed over me as I heard their footsteps fade away.

      But as soon as they were gone, my mind couldn't stop replaying the scene in front of me. The way Margot's lips wrapped around Jax's thick member, the sounds of their pleasure filling the room. My own body was throbbing with desire, my heart racing and my palms sweating.

      I knew I should have left, slipped away before anyone saw me. It wasn't right to spy on them like that, to invade their privacy in such an intimate moment. But the truth was, I couldn't resist the temptation to watch any longer.

      Thank god, I thought when the door finally slammed shut. Slowly, I opened it again and peeked out, making sure the coast was clear before slipping out of the bathroom.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the night passed in a blur as I managed to slip out of the dorm before Margot came back. I didn't want to face her after what had happened, not knowing if she had truly seen me watching them or not.

      I stayed gone all night, wandering the streets in a daze as my mind replayed the events over and over again. I couldn't believe what I had seen, what I had allowed myself to do. I felt disgusted with myself, but at the same time, a part of me couldn't deny the arousal that still lingered between my legs.

      When I finally did come home, it was well past midnight and I slipped in quietly. I closed the door as softly as I could and slipped off my dress to change into pajamas. I could hear Margot breathing slowly in her bed and I hoped I wouldn't wake her up.

      I climbed into bed and pulled the covers up to my chin. I closed my eyes tightly, willing sleep to come and take me away from these confusing thoughts and desires. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't stop seeing Jax's huge dick, feeling it throbbing in my hand as Margot knelt before him.

      Try as I might, I couldn't shake the image of Margot on her knees, hungrily sucking her boyfriend's impressive cock. It had been burned into my retinas, haunting and arousing me all night long. Every time I closed my eyes, the wet, slurping noises spilling from Margot's lips echoed in my mind.

      Unable to resist any longer, my hand drifted down between my thighs, seeking out the heat that was building there. It was wrong, I knew; I should be mortified at even entertaining these thoughts about my roommate. But try as I might, I couldn't suppress them any longer.

      My fingers moved faster and faster against my clit as I imagined myself in Margot's place, pleasuring Jax just like she had. The thought made me feel both guilty and excited at the same time. My body was trembling with pleasure as my orgasm rushed through me, leaving me breathless and spent.

      My nimble fingers danced over the cotton of my panties, teasingly tracing circles around my swollen folds. Inhaling deeply, I imagined it was Margot's mouth on me; warm and hot and consuming. My other hand moved to cup my breast through my shirt, pinching and twisting my erect nipple as if it were Margot's skilled hand on me.

      A soft moan escaped my lips, making me bury my face in my pillow to stifle it. The fantasy played out in vivid detail in my mind, each stroke of my fingers fueling the fire. I imagined Margot and Jax’s touch were everywhere, insistent and exploratory—the slide of slippery lips along my neck, the drag of teeth over sensitive skin, the pressure where I craved it most.

      My hips began to buck gently against my own hand, my breath catching in my throat as the tension coiled tighter within me. The air in the room felt thick with her desire, as if the very walls absorbed the sound of my muted pleasure. I didn’t dare open my eyes, for fear of seeing Margot awake.

      I could almost smell Margot's scent, a mixture of lavender and summer rain. As I continued to pleasure myself, thoughts of Margot and Jax filled my mind. I visualized them touching me all over, their hands roaming freely over my body. My pulse quickened, a drumbeat echoing in my ears, and with every heartbeat, another layer of restraint peeled away.

      The guilt that should have anchored my desires was untethered now, floating away on waves of pleasure that crashed over me relentlessly. The thought of Margot being so close, sleeping just a few feet away, added an edge to her arousal that was both perilous and exquisite.

      I imagined Jax taking me with his huge cock while Margot sucked on my clit. I imagined both their hands roaming my body, teasing me, claiming me. The intensity of my fantasy was almost overwhelming, and I found myself lost in the moment.

      Time lost meaning as I chased after my release. My movements grew more desperate, less refined—less about the fantasy and more about the raw need in every cell of my body. When the climax finally washed over me, it left me gasping into the pillow, body shuddering from the intensity of it.

      Lying there in the aftermath, heart still pounding fiercely in my chest, I felt a creeping sense of embarrassment. I withdrew my hand from beneath my panties as if it were searing hot and pulled the covers back up to my chin. My eyes flicked toward Margot's bed guiltily; thankfully, she was still asleep—unaware of my naughty behavior.

      I willed sleep to come, trying to erase the images and sensations that lingered stubbornly. As I lay there, I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to be fuck either one of them. Preferably, both at the same time.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I awoke to a shadow lingering over me. When I opened my eyes, I saw Margot staring back at me, with one hand on her hip, slightly above her pajama shorts.

      "Can I help you?" I asked, trying to calm my racing heart.

      "You sure can," Margot replied coyly. "You can answer one question for me."

      I sat up, pretending to yawn and stretch. "Oh yeah? What?"

      "Did you like the show yesterday?" Margot's voice was low and seductive.

      My chest tightened and my eyes yearned to widen, but I kept as still as could be. "Show? What show?" I feigned innocence, hoping she wouldn't catch on to my guilty pleasure.

      Margot moved my legs to the side, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me, and sat down on the edge of the bed. "I saw you watching us," she said with a raised eyebrow.

      Heat rose to my cheeks as I tried to come up with a plausible excuse. But Margot wasn't buying it. She leaned in closer, her lips almost touching my ear. "When I was going down on my boyfriend's huge dick," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "I know you were watching."

      My cheeks flushed and I tried to deny it. "I wasn't watching, I was just waiting for you to be done so I could leave the bathroom."

      Margot chuckled, the sound sending shivers down my spine. "Don't act like you didn't enjoy it," she purred. "I bet you're curious about it too. What it's like to suck such an enormous cock. I bet you wonder what it would feel like inside you."

      I shook my head frantically, unable to admit the truth. "I can find my own dick to suck, thank you very much."

      "Why would you do that?" Margot's fingers danced over the blanket that covered my thighs. They inched upward, towards the sensitive spot between my legs. "When I'm offering you his?"

      My eyes flew wide and I couldn't believe what she was suggesting. "What do you mean?"

      Margot's lips curled into a wicked smirk as her fingers found their destination. A gasp escaped my lips and I tried to pull away, but there was nowhere to go.

      "Last night," she continued, ignoring my panicked reaction. "I heard you touching yourself." Her lips brushed against my ear once again, sending chills down my spine. "I know what you were thinking about. And I want to share him with you. I want to watch you take his big, thick cock between your pretty lips. And I want to watch him pound you so hard your eyes roll back."

      I was speechless and my body trembled at the thought of it all. But before I could even process her words, Margot withdrew her hand, leaving an ache that burned so hot I thought I might catch fire.

      "Tonight," she said coyly. "You're going to offer yourself up to him." With that, she stood up and began dressing herself.

      My panties were soaked and my mind was a jumbled mess as Margot left me in our dorm room, shame and anticipation swallowing me whole.
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        * * *

      

      I don't know why I followed Margot's orders and went shopping for lingerie, but I did. I even skipped volleyball practice to do it, which was something I never did. As I stood in the fitting room sizing up my figure in the deep purple lace, my mind was still reeling from everything that had happened.

      Could I really do this? Share Jax with Margot? What if things went wrong and their relationship suffered because of it? The weight of responsibility hung heavy on my shoulders.

      But at the same time, there was a part of me that couldn't deny the excitement and desire coursing through my veins. The thought of being with Jax, feeling his hands on my body, sent shivers down my spine.

      Oh god, was this really happening?

      With a sense of nervous determination, I purchased the lingerie and a new dress, hoping they would please both Jax and Margot. When I arrived back at the dorm, Margot was waiting for me.

      Her smile widened when she saw me and she wiggled her fingers playfully. "Let's see what you bought," she said in a tone that made it sound like a homework assignment instead of a test for our friendship.

      I tossed the bag her way and watched with bated breath as she sifted through its contents. Her fingers trailed along the delicate fabric of the lingerie, her hazel eyes shining with mischief.

      "Now, let's see how you look in this," she said with a sly grin.

      My heart raced as she stood up and stepped closer, her eyes dilated with desire. She reached out and unbuttoned my blouse with a slow, deliberate motion, her fingertips occasionally grazing my skin. The heat of her hands felt like fire against my flesh, sending shivers down my spine.

      My blouse fell to the floor, forgotten as Margot's fingers hesitated at my jean shorts before tugging the zipper down and letting them fall to the floor. She reached around my back and unclasped my bra, her gaze lingering on my full breasts before sliding her fingertips into the waistband of my panties and tugging them down over my hips.

      Once I was completely naked, Margot held up a beautiful piece of lingerie for me to step into. The delicate lace caressed my thighs as she pulled the panties up over my hips, fitting them snugly against my body. As she adjusted the straps of the matching bra over my shoulders, her hands brushed against the sides of my breasts, igniting a fire deep within me.

      "Turn around," Margot's voice was now husky with desire.

      I turned to face her, our eyes locking in a passionate gaze. She reached around me and fastened the clasp of the bra at the back, her fingers lingering on my skin longer than necessary before she spun me around to face the mirror.

      "There," she whispered into my ear from behind. "Perfection. He won't be able to resist you."

      I couldn't help but gasp at our reflection. It wasn't just my own appearance that stirred me - it was Margot's presence behind me, so close that I could feel her warm breath on my neck.

      She traced a finger down my spine, and without warning, I arched into her touch, closing my eyes to better savor the sensation. Margot pressed herself flush against my back, melding her curves into mine.

      "You're absolutely breathtaking," she murmured, her lips dangerously close to the sensitive spot just below my earlobe. It wasn't just her words that intoxicated me - it was everything about that moment: the scent of her perfume mixed with anticipation, the warmth of her body against mine...

      Margot's arms encircled me from behind; one hand rested possessively over my stomach while the other ventured higher to cup the swell of my breast through the lacy material. With each touch and caress from her skilled fingers, I felt myself unraveling under her spell.

      Every barrier I had ever built, every wall around my heart, seemed to crumble with the weight of her gaze in the mirror. I watched as she teased a response from my body, felt the lingerie become a part of me as if it was painted on by her affectionate strokes.

      "Sara," Margot whispered again, her voice barely audible but filled with alluring authority. "Do you trust me?"

      Her question, though asked softly, seemed to echo through my mind with the force of a thunderclap. I nodded wordlessly, unable to muster any words as I allowed my surrender to be read in the dip of my shoulders and the soft moan that escaped my parted lips.

      The room was filled with an electric tension, like a storm ready to break at any moment. Margot stood in front of me, her eyes blazing with desire as she directed me to sit on the edge of the bed. Her touch was gentle yet firm as she pressed on my shoulders, and I followed her instructions without hesitation.

      As I sat down, Margot knelt before me with a grace that made my heart flutter. Her hands traced up along my calves, continuing their ascent, tracing lazy patterns over my knees and up my thighs. The heat from her touch burned through the fabric of the lingerie I was wearing, igniting every nerve in my body.

      Each pass of her hands drew a line of fire across my skin, incendiary and impossible to ignore. My breath hitched as she leaned forward, her lips just inches from mine.

      "Lay back," she directed smoothly, and I complied as though in a trance. As I settled against the pillows propped against the headboard, Margot climbed onto the bed and straddled me gently.

      Looking down at me with eyes full of desire, she leaned forward until our lips were mere inches apart. "I can’t wait to watch him fuck you," she said softly before capturing my lips with hers in a kiss filled with all the hunger we both felt.

      Her tongue slipped into my mouth, exploring and teasing until I thought I might cum from her kiss alone. And as our kiss deepened and our bodies pressed closer still, it became clear that this was just the beginning. There was so much more to explore, so much more for Margot to teach me about desire, surrender, and how breathtakingly intoxicating it was to be wanted so thoroughly.

      And I was ready — oh so ready — to learn everything she had to offer.

      Margot slid her hand inside my panties and felt how wet I was. A satisfied smile played on her lips as she whispered, "That’ll do," against my lips before sliding two fingers inside me. The sensation was overwhelming and I couldn't help but moan and gasp as her thumb brushed over my clit and her fingers pumped me with enthusiasm.

      "This is perfect," Margot said with a gleam in her eye. "He will just love you."

      I couldn't believe this was happening. It was like a dream come true, only better than I could have ever imagined.

      But there was no time to dwell on that thought as a knock sounded at the door. Margot kissed my lips one more time before climbing off of me, leaving me splayed out on the bed like a doll ready to be taken.

      "Stay there. Just like that," she said with a wicked smile before answering the door and letting Jax in.

      My heart raced as I watched him enter the room, his eyes widening at the sight of me lying there before him. He wasted no time in removing his shirt, revealing a toned and muscled chest that elicited a gasp from both Margot and myself.

      They must've already talked about this. Talked about me.

      He came towards me like a hungry predator, his eyes full of fire threatening to consume me completely. My body quivered with anticipation as he straddled me, but positioned himself closer up than Margot had been.

      Margot watched us intently, her fingers dancing across her neck as goosebumps rose beneath her touch. Knowing she was watching made this even more exhilarating.

      Jax shifted impatiently, reminding me of my position. Slowly, tenderly, as if to not aggravate him further, I reached out with trembling fingers and undid his belt. The rasp of the leather against itself sounded like thunder in my ears as I unbuttoned his trousers and unzipped them ever so slightly.

      My own desire grew with each passing moment, my body aching for his touch. But I couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't do anything except follow their lead.

      Margot came closer to watch. He let out a low growl as I reached out to touch him, my fingers shaking with both fear and anticipation.

      He grabbed my hands and placed them on his belt, a clear indication of what he wanted me to do. His eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my pulse quicken even more.

      Margot's hand brushed against her neck again, her breath coming out in short gasps as she watched us. And then, with a smile full of wicked promise, she whispered, "Do it."

      Without hesitation, I reached for Jax's boxers and pulled them down just enough to release him from their confines. A surge of excitement washed over me as I wrapped my hand around him and began stroking him gently.

      His hips bucked against my hand and he let out a deep groan as pleasure coursed through his body. Margot's eyes never left us as she stood by the bed, a silent observer to this forbidden act.

      Jax leaned in close to me, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered words that sent shivers down my spine. And then he shifted impatiently once again, urging me to continue.

      Time seemed to stand still as I pleasured him under Margot's watchful gaze. Every touch felt electric and every sound was amplified tenfold in the intensity of the moment.

      His cock was hard and throbbing as I laid beneath him. It didn't seem fair that something so beautiful could be the cause of my humiliation, but at the same time, I couldn't deny the intense desire that coursed through me every time I saw him like this. A drop of pre-cum glistened on the tip and without thinking, my tongue darted out to taste it. The salty sweetness sent a shock through me that pooled low in my stomach, igniting a fire within me that threatened to consume all rational thought.

      "That's it," he breathed, his voice raspy with lust, encouraging me to continue my exploration. I looked up to see Margot watching us from across the room, her cheeks flushed red with arousal, her hand absently stroking her thigh. My cheeks burned even brighter as it dawned on me that she was enjoying this twisted display. She licked her lips in a way that made my stomach flip with nerves and anticipation. Was this her fantasy too? Did she enjoy seeing me brought to my knees by Jax?

      My gaze returned to Jax, who now threaded his fingers through my hair, guiding me towards him. He knew what I wanted, what I craved more than anything in that moment. And he was going to give it to me.

      I opened my mouth and took him in, enveloped by the warmth and the taste of him. He was huge. No, huge was an understatement. He not only filled my mouth completely, but had a good six inches left to push in. I swallowed as much of him as I could, reveling in the sensation of being filled by him. But it wasn’t until Margot urged me on that I could take in any more.

      “Relax your throat,” she whispered huskily into my ear as she moved closer to us. “Swallow him. Don’t try to breathe.”

      I followed her orders, trusting in her guidance and my own desire for more of him. He pushed in slowly as I swallowed inch by inch, savoring the feeling of being completely filled by him. It felt like I might choke or suffocate at any second, but that only added to the thrill of it all. I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes from the pressure and lack of oxygen, but the satisfaction of taking in all of him was too great.

      My nipples were hard against my bra. My panties were soaked. Feeling him snake inside me like this, deeper than anyone’s ever gone, made me feel alive. And teetering on the brink of death like this, losing oxygen by the second, was thrilling in a way I had never experienced before.

      Jax hissed as he pushed in deeper. His balls touched my chin and he gently rolled his hips. “I feel like I could come right now,” he said with a groan.

      “Don’t,” Margot said firmly, her voice laced with urgency. “She needs to breathe.”

      It took all of Jax’s resolve not to come then and there, and that made my heart swell with pride. That I could make him feel that good. That Margot could see how good of a girl I was, how willing and submissive I was to their desires.

      He slowly withdrew his cock, so carefully but still leaving an ache in its place. I gasped for air like I’d been drowning underwater for hours, my body trembling with both fear and pleasure.

      Margot cradled my head and kissed my cheek tenderly, her touch sending shivers down my spine. She rested her forehead against my temple and whispered, “You did so fucking good. But I’m going to need you to do it again. And this time, you’re going to let him come.”

      I looked at her with fear in my eyes. What if I couldn’t take it? As if sensing my trepidation, Margot let her fingers trail over my breasts, teasing my nipples through the bra and sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

      “Do you trust me?” she asked, as she gave them a pinch.

      I moaned and nodded, knowing that I did trust her completely, even in this dangerous and thrilling situation. And with that reassurance, Jax slipped back inside me with renewed vigor.

      It was easier this time, but no less terrifying. He inched his way inside me, filling my throat once again and pressing against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. He held the back of my head and rolled his hips gently, dragging his balls against my chin. The tears found their way out again and he grunted with each slight twitch of his cock, building up towards his release.

      But this time, I was ready for it. With Margot's encouragement and guidance, I let go of all inhibitions and surrendered to the intense pleasure that consumed me.

      The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure - Jax's guttural moans mingling with Margot's soft sighs. As I lay between them, my body attuned to their rhythms, I couldn't help but feel a sense of power in my submission. With every movement, every touch, I could drive Jax wild and make him lose control.

      I focused on pleasing him, proving that I was a good girl who knew just how to satisfy her man. And as his grip tightened around me, signaling his approaching climax, I felt a sense of pride that I had brought him to this point.

      But it wasn't just Jax I wanted to please - it was also Margot. Her eyes were glued to us, her own breathing erratic as if she too were teetering on the edge of release. With one final push, Jax tipped over into orgasm, his groans reverberating through me as he released himself into my mouth.

      My throat tightened around him as I swallowed, desperate for oxygen but willing to endure for his pleasure. He pulled back gently afterward, allowing me to gasp for air. But even as I caught my breath, my own body burned with a fire that demanded attention.

      As if reading my thoughts, Margot leaned down and kissed me fiercely. Her tongue explored my mouth with a hunger that matched my own desire. And with each swipe and moan from her lips, I was driven further towards the brink.

      Instinctively, I reached out and grabbed her hips, pulling her onto me as we continued to kiss passionately. Jax sat nearby, stroking his cock while watching us intently. Already hard again, he was ready for round two.

      "Not yet," Margot whispered in my ear as she broke our kiss, her nose lightly brushing against mine. "You'll come when he comes inside you."

      Inside me? Panic set in as I thought of the possibility of getting pregnant. But then Margot clarified, "In your ass, not your pussy."

      I had never experienced anal sex before, but in that moment, with Margot making everything seem exciting and arousing, I was ready to try anything. She undressed quickly and joined her boyfriend on the bed.

      "Are you ready?" she asked Jax, ignoring me completely. He nodded eagerly, his eyes still fixed on me.

      Margot lay back on the bed, spreading her legs invitingly. "Come here," she told me, and I obeyed, straddling her body and looking down at her in confusion. "Straddle me," she clarified, and suddenly it clicked.

      I climbed onto her lap, our bodies pressed together intimately. Margot reached between my thighs and pulled aside my panties, exposing my dripping pussy and tight ass to Jax who stood behind me.

      Her fingers teased my clit while her teeth latched onto the cups of my bra, dragging them down to expose my breasts which she eagerly began to suck on. The hot electricity that surged through me was almost too intense to handle.

      But then I felt a strong presence behind me - Jax's hands finding purchase on my hips as he positioned himself between my legs. Margot moaned as he entered her from behind, filling her with his hard cock.

      Our bodies rocked back and forth like a ship on rocky seas as Jax pounded into his girlfriend with a ferocity that suggested this may be his last time ever having sex. And as we swayed together, Margot pushed her lips against mine again, moaning into my mouth as her own body trembled beneath mine.

      When she finally reached her peak, Jax pulled out of her and rubbed his slick cock against my waiting ass. And with each thrust and movement, I lost myself in the pleasure of being taken by both Jax and Margot, my body a willing vessel for their desires.

      Fuck. He was using his girlfriend’s wetness as lube.

      Margot stroked my cheeks.  “Relax,” she whispered. “Just like you relaxed your throat for me like a good girl.”

      She kissed me again, this time slow and tender. She was distracting me from the searing pain that began to shoot through me as her boyfriend slowly entered.  He stretched me until I thought I might break, and then…the pain was overwhelmed by waves of pleasure.

      I let out a strained moan and Margot smiled.  “That a girl,” she said.

      Jax buried himself inside me, his balls finding my wet slit and tickling my clit.  Margot slipped her hand down under my belly and between my thighs while she resumed sucking on my tits like they were the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

      I was consumed by both of them as Margot teased my clit with her fingers and her boyfriend filled my ass nice and deep.  His long, thick cock pushed deeper and deeper, and with each thrust I relaxed a little more.

      As moan after moan was coaxed out of me, Jax gained confidence.  He gripped my hips in his rough fingers and began slamming into me so hard I thought I might break.

      He grunted along with my moans, and Margot was smiling between sucking my tits.  Her fingers were like little bolts of electricity as they swirled over my clit and occasionally dipped inside me.  Waves of ecstasy coursed through my veins as I was trapped between them, just like I’d fantasized about.

      All the fantasies in the world could never have prepared me for just how electrifying reality could be.

      Jax’s breath was hot against my ear, his voice a steady whisper that sent shivers down my spine as his hands slid over my hips. "You’re so fucking tight.” His fingers traced the curve of my backside with such patience and precision it felt like a promise.

      Beneath me, Margot's body was a canvas of warm skin and soft sighs, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that mirrored the anticipation building inside me. Her eyes, dark pools of mischief, locked onto mine, offering silent encouragement and a naughty sparkle that told me she was as hungry for this moment as I was.

      Margot caressed my breasts while returning to kissing me. Her touch was like fire; her fingers plucked at my nipples, eliciting gasps that mingled with the wet sounds of Jax's thrusts. I arched into her touch, seeking more, even as I pushed back against Jax's hips, greedy for more fullness.

      Our movements found synchrony as Jax picked up the pace. His thrusts became more insistent—each one sending sparks through my core and drawing moans from deep within me.

      And then we were racing together toward something explosive—a frenzy of flesh against flesh—and I could feel it building within me, an unstoppable force that surged with every push of Jax's body. Margot's cries mingled with mine, her fingers moving over my clit in time with his rhythm.

      Jax leaned over me, his chest pressing into my back, his breath coming in ragged huffs against my neck. "Let go,Sara," he whispered, and his words were the key turning in the lock of my restraint.

      I surrendered to the sensation, to the wave that broke over me. My vision blurred as I felt every muscle clench around him, my cries echoing off the walls. Margot pulled me down for a searing kiss, her tongue tangling with mine in a dance as wild as the one our bodies played out.

      Jax continued to drive into me, each thrust prolonging my release until it felt as though the pleasure would never end. He followed soon after with a deep groan that vibrated through his chest and into mine. I could feel him spill inside me—a warmth that spread through my very core.

      As we all collapsed into a tangle of limbs and labored breaths, the world outside this room seemed inconsequential—nothing mattered but the connection that hummed between us, a powerful current that left us clinging to each other.

      In the afterglow, Jax kissed my shoulder tenderly and rolled to the side, still joined to me by more than just flesh. Margot nestled close on my other side, her soft caresses a soothing balm over the places where passion had flamed hottest.

      We lay there together in silence—our breathing gradually slowing—the only sound in the room was our beating hearts slowly returning to their regular rhythms. Our shared desire had been fulfilled in a union that felt both primal and profoundly intimate.

      I could feel the rise and fall of Margot's chest against my side, her heartbeat a soothing rhythm that accompanied the gentle cadence of Jax's breathing. It was a moment so intimate and raw that it transcended the physicality of what had just transpired between us.

      As I lay there, my mind buzzed with a cocktail of emotions. This wasn't just about sating desires or pushing boundaries; it was an exploration of trust, affection, and connection. I watched as Margot turned her head, her eyes meeting mine in a silent conversation that needed no words. There was a softness there, an understanding and acceptance that radiated from her gaze.

      Jax shifted behind her, his arm draping protectively over Margot, his fingers inadvertently brushing my hip. He looked content, almost serene in the dim light filtering through the curtains. His smile was lazy and satisfied, but when he caught my eye, it morphed into something more—something deeper.

      "We should probably talk about this," Jax murmured, his voice husky with residual passion. But even as he said it, there was no sense of urgency in him. It was clear that whatever needed to be said could wait until we were ready to leave this sanctuary we'd created.

      "Yeah," Margot agreed, her voice as soft as feathers. She reached out to link her fingers with mine, anchoring me. "But not yet."

      Not yet. Because for now, words were superfluous. We were content to bask in the silent eloquence of our shared experience.

      The world outside would demand explanations, possibly impose judgments or raise questions about what this meant for us individually and collectively. But within the confines of Margot's bedroom—with its scattered clothing and rumpled bed—we existed in a bubble where societal norms held no sway.

      I realized then that love—in all its multifaceted glory—didn’t have to fit into predefined boxes or adhere to conventional scripts. Here with Margot and Jax, love was fluid and accepting; it was tender and bold. And perhaps most importantly, it was ours to define.

      Eventually we would rise from this bed; we’d shower off the remnants of this night and step back into roles dictated by daylight realities. But for now I closed my eyes and let myself sink deeper into their embrace—a silent vow passing through me that no matter what came next, this moment would remain etched within me as a reminder of the beauty found in shared vulnerability.

      As sleep began to claim me, lulled by the synchrony of three hearts beating as one, I knew that tomorrow’s conversations might alter the course of our relationship forever—yet tonight had irrevocably changed us already. For better or worse, we had crossed an invisible threshold together.

      And above all else, tonight—wrapped up in each other’s arms—I felt loved beyond measure, a sentiment I hoped they could feel resonating from every fiber of my being in return.
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      Alicia sprawled on the couch, a glass of wine in hand, flipping through a magazine with disinterest. Greg was in the kitchen, fixing us a snack, his movements easy and confident. The sound of his laughter floated into the living room, mingling with the soft jazz playing in the background.

      "So, Lilly," Alicia began, snapping her magazine shut, "how's the love life? Any new prospects?"

      I felt my cheeks warm, an image of Greg surfacing unbidden. I pushed it away, as I had countless times before. "Nope. Still gloriously single," I managed with a half-hearted chuckle.

      From the kitchen, Greg joined in our conversation. "Come on now, Lilly," he called out playfully, "a catch like you? I find that hard to believe."

      Alicia laughed and threw a cushion towards the kitchen, which landed on the threshold. "Don't inflate her ego too much, babe. She'll be unbearable."

      They were teasing me—something we always did—but today each word felt like a match struck just too close to dynamite. My stomach twisted in knots; guilt gnawing at me as I watched Alicia’s careless smile. She was so unaware of the storm brewing inside of me.

      Greg appeared from the kitchen with a tray filled with an assortment of cheeses and crackers. He set it down on the coffee table and sank into the armchair opposite us with his characteristic grace.

      "So, how about we play a game?" Alicia suggested suddenly, scooting upright.

      I eyed her nervously; games often meant confessions or revealing something personal. "What kind of game?"

      "How about 'Two Truths and a Lie'? It's fun and easy enough after a couple of glasses."

      Greg nodded enthusiastically. "Sounds good to me."

      I swallowed hard and agreed albeit reluctanctly.

      Alicia went first. Her truths were mundane—a new recipe she tried last week and her secret desire to learn salsa dancing; her lie transparent—claiming she hated chocolate when we both knew it was her vice.

      It was Greg's turn next, and he shared his two truths: he once backpacked across Europe on a whim, and he had an irrational fear of clowns that dated back to childhood. His lie was hilariously blatant as he claimed he'd never seen an episode of 'Friends.'

      My turn drew closer like an inevitable tide. I grasped for harmless facts but found myself skirting dangerously close to truths I dared not voice aloud.

      "I've never broken a bone," I started off safely enough. "I can recite every line from 'The Princess Bride'," which earned me smiles from both Alicia and Greg as it was our go-to movie during college nights in.

      "And my third is..." I hesitated; my next words teetered on the precipice of my conscience, "I'm completely content being single."

      Alicia nodded thoughtfully while Greg gave me a knowing look—a look that made my heart skip unevenly. There was something there that hadn't been before.

      "Is that your lie?" Greg asked softly after a moment; his voice seemed laced with more than casual curiosity.

      I met his gaze squarely then quickly looked away; my lie wasn't precisely about being single but rather who I wished I wasn't single for. Yet admitting that would cross lines better left untouched. Instead, I forced a laugh, trying to keep the mood light. "Caught me," I said with feigned cheerfulness. "Guess I'd like to find someone eventually, you know?"

      Alicia smiled in triumph, thinking she had won this round but not seeing the tension that vibrated through me at Greg's question. "I knew it!" she exclaimed. "Every girl wants her Prince Charming."

      "Or her Princess," Greg chimed in, his eyes twinkling with mischief as they flicked to Alicia and then back to me.

      Alicia grinned and raised her glass in a mock toast. "To finding our perfect matches, whoever they may be."

      As we clinked our glasses together, the sound felt like a reminder of my situation—stuck between loyalty and longing. The wine might have dulled the edges of my guilt, but it sharpened the awareness of Greg's proximity.

      Greg shifted in his chair and leaned forward, resting his forearms on his knees. "Okay, let's up the stakes," he proposed with a grin that was too charming for my peace of mind. "The loser of the next round has to do a dare decided by the others."

      My stomach flipped at the prospect, fear mingling with an odd sense of excitement.

      Alicia clapped her hands together gleefully. "Oh, I'm so in! Lilly, you can't back out now."

      I nodded, my mouth dry. "Sure," I managed to say. My mind scrambled with potential dares and whether any could betray my secret affection for Greg.

      We played another round and another after that. Somehow, by some ironic twist of fate or perhaps because my mind was preoccupied with dangerous thoughts, I lost.

      "So," Alicia began, eyes sparkling with mischief as she looked from me to Greg and back again. "Your dare..."

      I sat frozen in anticipation.

      "...is to let Greg teach you some salsa moves right now." Her grin was wicked as she glanced over at her boyfriend.

      Greg stood up smoothly, offering me his hand with an encouraging smile. It was just innocent fun between friends; that's what I told myself as he led me into an open space in front of the couch where Alicia sat waiting for the show.

      As Greg took me into hold—a bit closer than strictly necessary—our eyes met, and something unspoken passed between us. His hand at my back was firm yet gentle as he guided me through the basic steps.

      "There you go," he murmured, his breath warm against my ear as I stumbled slightly. "Easy does it."

      The music from earlier seemed suddenly perfect for our impromptu dance lesson; notes rising and falling like the erratic beating of my heart.

      Alicia clapped and cheered us on from the sidelines, blissfully unaware of the turmoil inside me as I tried to follow Greg's lead without getting lost in his nearness.

      "Just relax," he instructed softly as if sensing my tension.

      And for a moment—a fleeting, treacherous moment—I did. I relaxed into his embrace and allowed myself to imagine what it would be like if this were real—if there were no boundaries or guilt or Alicia sitting mere feet away.

      When the short lesson was over and we parted ways, my body felt cold and empty. I knew I shouldn’t be lusting after my best friend’s boyfriend like this, but Greg was so tall, his muscles taut and his dark eyes piercing. In fact, I’d even started to fantasize about him when I was in bed at night.
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        * * *

      

      The sheets were a cool caress against my heated skin as I lay in the darkness, nestled under the cocoon of my comforter. The moon cast a shy glow through the sheer curtains, bathing my room in a hushed silver light. It was in these small hours of solitude that my mind couldn't help but wander, weaving through forbidden fields of thought that I knew would lead me to tremble with both longing and guilt.

      I could still see Greg's smile from earlier that day—warm, inviting, and unknowingly torturous. It had been branded into my consciousness, igniting a fire within me I was ashamed to entertain. Yet here I was, alone with the silence and the ache that grew with each remembered curve of his lips.

      The memory of his laughter, deep and hearty, thrummed through me like a physical touch, resonating deep in my chest. I let out a sigh, feeling the weight of the bed around me—the softness of the pillows, the tender embrace of the blankets—and yearned for a different kind of comfort.

      Alicia was lucky to have him. Gentle yet strong, funny yet profound. The way he looked at her said it all; he was hers completely. But in this quiet night, in this shadowed room where desires whispered louder than reason, I allowed myself to imagine—just for a moment—that his eyes bore into me with that same intensity.

      The fan hummed softly overhead, its rhythm steady and reassuring as my hand moved almost of its own accord down along the valley between my breasts. My skin prickled with anticipation at the thought of those imagined eyes on me; it was as if Greg himself were watching over me in the dim light.

      My fingers dipped lower, parting the thin fabric of my nightgown, and warmth spread through me as if I'd sipped on fine wine. The soft whirring filled up the space around me as I closed my eyes and pictured Greg's strong hands instead of my own—big and capable, tanned from days spent outdoors, rough in all the right ways.

      With each shallow breath, I pushed back the screaming guilt that told me this fantasy was treachery against Alicia. Desperation clawed at me as I imagined it was Greg's breath fanning across my neck rather than just air displaced by an inanimate object.

      I moved beneath the sheets with slow purpose, every touch amplified by forbidden longing. My fingers traced paths only dreamed about—paths that should have been off-limits—and I lost myself to the sensation. My heart hammered against my ribcage as my breathing grew more erratic; moths fluttered violently against the walls of their papery prison.

      The pleasure mounted—a storm of ecstasy rising from a mix of yearning and shame—until finally it broke over me like a wave crashing onto shore. And in that vulnerable moment between restraint and release, I called out his name—a single word carried away on a gasp: "Greg."

      In an instant, reality crashed back into me with crippling guilt. The echo of his name seemed to hang heavy in the air like mist above still water. My breaths came hard and fast now for entirely different reasons—a panicked cadence to match the pounding regret.

      I opened my eyes, and the world seemed to tilt on its axis. The figure in the doorway was immobile, a silent testament to my most hidden of transgressions. Alicia’s presence was like a cold wind that swept through the room, extinguishing the fire of my passion with a merciless gust.

      Her eyes locked onto mine, wide with an emotion that swirled with hurt, confusion, and a trace of something I couldn’t identify. The moonlight painted her face in strokes of sorrow and disbelief, transforming her familiar features into a tableau of betrayal.

      "Greg..." The name had been a whisper meant for no one but the shadows; yet there it was, hanging between us—a confession that couldn't be taken back.

      I fumbled for words, any words that might weave themselves into a tapestry of excuses or explanations. But the silence stretched out between us like a chasm, each second expanding it until it was too vast to cross with mere apologies. I clutched the sheet to my chest, suddenly aware of my vulnerability—not just of body, but of heart and mind.

      Alicia's voice finally broke through, quiet but laden with an edge sharper than any blade. "Lilly?" Her name for me felt like an accusation now, one that sliced neatly into the already fraying edges of our friendship.

      I wanted to speak—to tell her that it meant nothing, that it was just a fantasy fueled by loneliness and foolishness. But would she believe me? Would I even believe myself? The truth was complex and ugly; it writhed within me, seeking escape yet dreading exposure.

      "I—I'm sorry," was all I could manage, my voice strangling on the sentiment. It sounded hollow, inadequate to account for the gravity of what she'd witnessed.

      For what felt like an eternity, we remained locked in that moment. Alicia lingered in the doorway, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and titillation, as my cheeks burned a shade of crimson that would rival the setting sun. I fumbled for the bedsheet, clumsily trying to cover myself, the image of Greg still flickering behind my eyelids.

      "Lilly," Alicia began with a laugh that somehow managed to morph into a purr, "were you thinking about my Greg while you were...?" She trailed off, her gaze bold and unflinching.

      I swallowed hard, feeling like a deer caught in headlights. "Alicia, I—I'm so sor—"

      She held up a hand to hush me. "Sorry? Don't be." Her voice had an edge of excitement that was almost palpable. Then, with that same mischievous glint in her eyes, she added, "Actually, Lilly... I think it's hot."

      My heart skittered against my ribcage. "You do?"

      Striding into the room with confidence that left little room for argument, Alicia perched on the edge of my bed. "Yes," she breathed out. "And I've been thinking... it might be fun to share."

      "To share?" The words felt clumsy on my tongue.

      Alicia nodded slowly, all the while watching me closely as if gauging every micro-reaction. "Share Greg," she clarified with a devilish grin. "With you."

      Everything seemed to stop—the air in the room felt heavier and charged with an energy that vibrated through my core. Sharing Greg? The idea was insane... and yet...

      "But Alicia," I stammered, trying to regain some semblance of rational thought, "you and Greg are—"

      "We're open-minded." She cut me off with a confidence that suggested this conversation had already taken place between her and Greg. “We love each other, yes; but we also believe in exploring our desires— together.”

      My mind raced as I tried to catch up with the proposition hanging in the air between us—a threesome? It was unchartered territory for me.

      Seeing my hesitation, Alicia reached over and squeezed my hand gently. "Only if you're comfortable with it," she said softly.

      I drew in a deep breath through my nose. It was tempting—the most enticing offer I'd ever received—but could I really go through with it? Would it not change everything?

      "Think about it,” Alicia urged.

      “I will,” I whispered back.

      Suddenly determined to lighten the intensity of our exchange, Alicia chuckled and nudged me playfully. “Imagine his face when we tell him he’s getting both his girlfriend and his fantasy at once!”

      The mood shifted as laughter bubbled up between us; it was absurd and thrilling all at once. Alicia stood up from the bed and winked at me before sauntering toward the door. “Let’s give ourselves tonight to sleep on it,” she said. “Tomorrow, we talk logistics—and fantasies.”

      The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone with thoughts whirling like a tempest. They were an intoxicating mix of fear, excitement, and a growing sense of curiosity. I wrapped the sheet tighter around myself, as if it could shield me from the enormity of what had just been laid on the table.

      The silence of the room hummed in my ears, and I could still feel Alicia's touch on my skin—supportive, suggestive, electrifying. Could I really share Greg with her? The man who had starred in my most private thoughts, now potentially a willing participant in this daring game.

      Every logical part of me screamed that this could only end in disaster. Friendships like ours didn't survive such complications. Yet, as I lay there, heart still pounding from the remnants of my earlier arousal and Alicia’s proposal, I couldn't deny the allure.

      My thoughts unwillingly drifted to Greg—his smile, his laugh, the way he looked at Alicia with adoration. That very look was what had ignited my fantasy in the first place. Would he look at me like that if we went through with this? A shiver ran down my spine.

      Closing my eyes, I dared to imagine it: the three of us entwined, exploring and discovering new boundaries together. Greg’s strong hands on my body as well as Alicia’s; whispers and moans filling the room; pleasure shared and multiplied.

      The fantasy was powerful enough to make me forget about potential repercussions for a moment. It was an escape from reality—where all that existed were sensations and connections beyond what I'd ever known.

      I turned onto my side, hugging the pillow, trying to quiet my racing mind. Sleep seemed an impossible feat with images of Greg and Alicia dancing behind my lids, enticing me further into this erotic reverie.

      After what felt like hours of tossing and turning, I finally succumbed to exhaustion. My dreams were a wild tapestry of desire and anticipation, colors swirling with faces and whispered promises.

      When morning came, sunlight crept across the room with a softness that felt at odds with the turmoil inside me. The reality of Alicia's proposal settled back over me like a blanket—warm but suffocating.

      I knew that today we would have to face the consequences of our conversation. There would be no more hiding behind self-pleasure or blushing confessions. Today was about facing truths and making decisions that could alter everything.

      As I pulled myself out of bed and dressed for the day ahead, I steeled myself for whatever would come next. My reflection in the mirror showed a woman on the brink—an edge before her offering either ruin or rapture. And somewhere deep inside, where fear intertwined with desire, I already knew I was going to leap.
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        * * *

      

      I took a deep breath, my heart pounding with a mixture of anxiety and excitement. Alicia sat across from me, her eyes alight with an anticipation I could feel in the air between us. My voice, when it finally emerged, was steadier than I expected.

      "Alicia," I said, meeting her gaze squarely. "I've thought about this a lot, and I... I agree to share Greg with you."

      The words hung in the room for a moment before Alicia's lips curled into a devilish smile, one that promised adventures and secrets yet to be shared between us. Before I could react to her expression, she slid out of her chair and sauntered over to me with a grace that made my pulse race.

      "And how do you feel?" Alicia's voice was low and husky, her breath brushing against my cheek as she leaned in close.

      "I feel... good," I murmured, the truth of it surprising me. "Nervous but good."

      Without another word, Alicia's mouth was on mine. It wasn't just any kiss; this was a kiss that spoke of fiery intimacy and revelations – it consumed me. Her lips moved against mine with confidence and an unspoken promise that this was only the beginning. My hands found their way into her hair, tangling in the soft strands as every thought but her melted away.

      When she finally pulled back, leaving me breathless and dazed, Alicia's smirk was triumphant. She stepped back and whipped out her phone from somewhere within the folds of her clothing.

      "Let's not keep him waiting," she said gleefully as she dialed Greg's number.

      The phone rang once before Greg's familiar voice sounded through the speaker. "Hey Alicia, what's up?"

      Alicia winked at me before responding. "Hey babe, why don't you come over? Lilly is here, and we have something... exciting to discuss with you."

      There was a brief silence on the other end – surprise no doubt – followed by the sound of Greg's eagerness filtering through.

      "I'll be there in ten minutes," he said quickly.

      As Alicia ended the call, a knowing look passed between us. We were on the brink of something entirely new, and despite the butterflies wreaking havoc in my stomach, I couldn't wait to see where this path would lead us.

      As soon as Greg walked through the door, I could feel my stomach knotting up with a mix of nerves and excitement. The air seemed to hum with anticipation. Alicia, ever the leader of our unconventional trio, stepped forward and wrapped her arms around Greg in a warm, inviting embrace.

      "Hey there," she said, her voice a purr that seemed to resonate in the suddenly charged atmosphere. Her fingers traced up his cheek, the affectionate gesture causing his eyes to soften. "I'm so glad you're here."

      Greg smiled, but I could detect a hint of uncertainty in his eyes as he met mine over Alicia's shoulder. He was trying to read the situation, trying to understand what was on offer tonight.

      Alicia turned her gaze back to him, her hand still cupping his face. "I have a confession," she began, her voice dropping even lower. "I've always wanted to watch you and Lilly together."

      His eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Really?" he asked, almost breathless.

      "Mhm," Alicia hummed with a nod. "I want to see her with you... to see you bring each other pleasure." Her words were deliberate, weighted with an erotic promise.

      I watched Greg swallow hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. He was visibly nervous now—his hands fidgeted at his sides—but there was no denying the growing excitement in his eyes.

      "And what about you, Lilly?" he asked, turning fully towards me now. His question felt like a lifeline thrown into the sea of my uncertainty.

      I took a step closer, my heart pounding so hard I could hardly hear my own thoughts. "Greg," I began, my voice barely above a whisper, "you... you're like something out of my fantasies."

      He smiled then—a mix of reassurance and desire twisting his features—and reached out to brush a lock of hair from my face. "Only if you're sure," he said gently.

      “Come with me,” said Alicia and we followed her to the bedroom. Once inside, Alicia watched us with an eagerness that bordered on impatience. "Go on," she urged softly.

      My breath hitched as I closed the gap between us and pressed my lips briefly against Greg's. The kiss was chaste but it held the promise of more—so much more.

      "Is this really okay?" Greg murmured against my lips.

      Before I could answer, Alicia's voice cut through the tension like a knife. "More than okay." She stepped back then and settled onto an armchair that gave her an unobstructed view of us. Her dark eyes gleamed with excitement and something else—a fiery thrill at being the architect of this moment.

      Turning back to Greg, I found strength in his gaze; it grounded me enough to give myself over to what we were about to do. With trembling fingers, I reached for the hem of his shirt and slowly lifted it upwards. The skin beneath was warm and inviting and as he helped me remove the barrier between us, my doubts began to melt away under the heat of our mutual desire.

      "Now," Alicia's voice was low but commanding in its soft urgency, "show me how much you both want each other."

      Greg's shirt slipped from his shoulders, revealing the taut muscles beneath that rippled in response to my touch. The gentle lighting of the room cast him in a soft glow, accentuating the definition of his chest and arms. As I traced the contours of his body with my fingertips, our breaths mingled, quickening with each heartbeat.

      He reached for me in turn, his hands deftly moving to the back of my blouse, fingers dancing over the fabric with an intimacy that sent shivers racing down my spine. His touch was tender yet assured, and together we peeled away the layers that separated us, each discarded piece of clothing adding to the mounting anticipation.

      Once freed from our outer garments, Greg backed me towards the bed, pressing hungry kisses to my neck that left a trail of fire in their wake. His hands roamed over my exposed skin, exploring with a gentle reverence that only served to stoke my desire even further.

      As we tumbled onto the bed, I found myself on top of him—a position that allowed me to drink in the sight of his desire-flushed face. Greg’s eyes were alight with longing and something deeper that tugged at my very core. I leaned down to capture his lips with mine in a kiss that threatened to spill all of my secret fantasies more than words ever could.

      Breaking away from his lips, I trailed kisses down his jaw and along the column of his throat until I reached the broad expanse of his chest. My mouth worshipped every inch of him as Alicia’s presence receded into the background—the world narrowing until it consisted only of me and Greg.

      I could feel Alicia's eyes on us as I continued my descent—her gaze almost tangible upon my skin—but it no longer mattered. Greg was all-consuming. I was meticulous in my adoration, lavishing attention to every part deserving praise: a rogue nipple here, a sensitive patch of skin there.

      When I finally reached the waistband of his pants, Greg lifted his hips in silent permission—an offering. I unbuckled him with practiced ease and drew down both pants and boxers with equal parts reverence and hunger.

      His cock was bigger than I’d ever imagined, a drop of pre-cum already sitting atop the crown of him. As I wrapped my lips around him, a moan escaped from deep within his chest. It vibrated through me like music, propelling me forward as I moved along him in a rhythm that drove him wild.

      Greg's hand found its way into my hair, gentle but anchoring as he surrendered to sensation. The air around us grew heavy with the scent of our union—musky and intoxicating—as I brought him ever closer to the brink.

      The sounds he made were primal and praising; they filled the space between us like a sacred chant. And then—with a final climb—he reached that peak, calling out my name with sighs of release.

      As he came down from that high, I eased back up along his body until we were face-to-face once more. Our gazes locked—a silent communion—and in that moment we both knew we had crossed an unspoken threshold.

      Alicia’s applause was soft but genuine when she finally broke her silence. "Bravo," she whispered huskily from her armchair throne, her eyes glittering with satisfaction at having orchestrated such an exquisite moment. Her lips twisted into a playful smile as she rose to her feet, the fluid grace of her movements a dance in itself. She shed her clothes with a teasing slowness, our eyes drawn to her like moths to a flame.

      "Now, Lilly," Alicia's voice was like velvet, wrapping around me with its warmth, "lay back and relax."

      I complied without hesitation, my back meeting the cool sheets of the bed as Greg shifted to my side. His bare skin against mine sent another wave of desire coursing through me as he lay there, propped on an elbow, his gaze never leaving me.

      Alicia climbed over me, straddling my hips with a confidence that only heightened my arousal. The heat from her center teased my skin as she positioned herself above me. Her hands roamed over my body; cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples. She leaned down, her hair cascading around us creating a curtain that shut out the world.

      I gasped as her mouth met mine in a kiss filled with the promise of pleasure. It was deep and possessive, and when she finally broke away to trail kisses down my neck and across my chest, I was left breathless. She paused at my breasts, sucking in one nipple followed by the other, letting the cool air mix with her saliva, making my nipples pucker with desire.

      Her tongue painted trails of fire across my skin, igniting every nerve ending until I was squirming beneath her. Greg's hand found mine, intertwining our fingers firmly—a lifeline anchoring me to sanity as Alicia's mouth continued its torturous path lower.

      The world disappeared when her lips reached the apex between my thighs. My breath hitched at the first contact—her tongue against my clit—but it didn't take long for Alicia’s skill and knowledge of just how I liked it to send waves of ecstasy crashing over me. Her tongue was desperate to taste me and I was desperate to feel her. I bucked my hips wildly against her, seeking my release.

      Greg's heavy breaths and low groans filled one ear while the wet sounds of Alicia's mouth working its magic filled the other. I opened my eyes to lock onto Greg's intense gaze—an azure pierce that seemed to delve into the very essence of who I was.

      The connection was electric; each pulse of pleasure that Alicia drew from me seemed intensified by his stare, magnifying until my world shrank to that singular point of connection between us all.

      My body started to tremble, signals firing from deep within. Each movement from Alicia became both too much and not enough; I was adrift in sensation.

      Greg's thumb began drawing circles on the back of my hand, grounding me just enough to keep from losing myself completely before the storm broke.

      "Alicia... I—I—" but no more words would come.

      I spiraled upwards into bliss as Alicia brought me to climax with expert flicks and caresses. The orgasm rocked through me in waves, each one stronger than the last until I cried out—my voice drowned in pleasure so intense it edged on pain.

      As the tremors subsided and I floated down from that peak, Alicia gently kissed her way back up my body. She settled beside me with a satisfied smirk playing upon her lips as I tried to catch my breath.

      But the play wasn't over; it had only just begun. Alicia whispered something in Greg's ear, and he nodded with a look of raw desire that sent shivers down my spine.

      "Your turn," Alicia said to him, her voice laced with a hunger that mirrored the pulsing need still echoing within me.

      Greg moved with an eager yet deliberate grace, positioning himself between my trembling thighs. I could feel the heat emanating from him, a primal warmth that promised to envelop me completely. His cock, already hard and imposing, nudged against me, and for a moment, anxiety about his size flickered in my belly.

      However, my fears were swept away by his gentle touch as he took his time to ensure our connection was as smooth as silk. The head of his length pressed against me, parting me with careful insistent pressure until he slid home in one long, deep thrust.

      My back arched and a gasp tore from my lips as he filled me completely - a perfect fit where I hadn't realized there'd been such a void. The sensation of being stretched and filled by Greg was exquisite, a delicious blend of pain and pleasure that had my head spinning.

      Alicia was not content to simply watch; she seemed to feed off our combined energy. She began to touch herself, her fingers dancing between her legs as she locked eyes with mine. The look she gave me was one of pure erotic power—she controlled us both in this moment and reveled in it.

      Greg established a rhythm that drove deeper into the haze of pleasure clouding my mind. Each stroke was measured but powerful, designed to draw out the experience and drive me ever higher. My hands gripped the sheets, knuckles white as I struggled to anchor myself amidst the onslaught of sensations.

      Alicia moaned then—a sound so laden with desire that it seemed to vibrate through the room—and commanded Greg with urgency clear in her voice. "Harder. Give it to her harder."

      He obeyed without hesitation and his pace quickened, his thrusts became more insistent until I was lost in the raw carnality of it all. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the air alongside Alicia's self-pleasure that echoed our own rhythm.

      Energy coursed through us in waves, linking us together in an electric chain of arousal and release building towards something monumental. With each plunge, my vision began to blur at the edges until all I could focus on were Alicia's fingers moving with deliberate intent and Greg's unyielding gaze that held mine captive while his cock drove deeper into me.

      I felt the climax building within me again—rising like a tide propelled by the moon's unwavering pull—and I knew that this time we would cum together. My muscles tensed around Greg as Alicia reached her peak; her cries spilled forth with my own impending release.

      Then it happened—our collective climaxes struck with the force of a thunderstorm breaking upon us. Greg drove into me one final time before stilling as his own orgasm overtook him—the hot rush of his cum filling me as he groaned against my neck.

      The room spun with aftershocks—our breathing heavy, mixed with soft moans fading into quiet satisfaction. Greg's weight pressed down on me was both comforting and intimate; a shared vulnerability hung between us like the stillness after the storm. We lay intertwined, a tangle of limbs and damp skin, catching our breath as the last ripples of pleasure pulsed through our bodies.

      Alicia, ever the embodiment of grace even in the aftermath, leaned over and placed a tender kiss on my forehead. Her smile was radiant, a beacon that reflected the deep affection and connection that had grown between us.

      "We're quite the team," she whispered, her voice a satin thread weaving through the heavy air.

      Greg propped himself up on one elbow and brushed a strand of hair from my face. His eyes held a softness, an unspoken understanding that we had crossed into new territory together.

      "Yeah," he said in agreement, his thumb tracing my jawline with a touch that sent another shiver down my spine. "And this is just the beginning."

      As I lay there, sandwiched between two people who had become so much more than mere friends. This wasn't just about pleasure; it was about trust, exploration, and the willingness to embrace passion without reservation.

      The room gradually regained its sense of reality as the night continued to cloak us in its shadows. But within those walls, time seemed to stand still for a moment longer.

      We didn't speak much as we eventually untangled ourselves and moved to clean up from our night's activities. There was a comfort in the silence, an assurance that no words were needed to express what we felt.

      Finally settled under the covers once more, our bodies found their places naturally—Alicia curled against my back while Greg wrapped his arms around us both.

      As I closed my eyes, lulled by their steady breathing syncing with mine, I knew deep down that this was my bravest adventure yet. And as sleep claimed me under its gentle wing, I drifted off with the certainty that whatever tomorrow brought, my friendship with Alicia would survive it.
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