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Synopsis



She's the biggest secret I've ever kept. Now, she's back and wants a taste of my fiancé.

I knew I was in trouble the moment I walked into the party to see Stephanie Blane hitting on my fiancé, Trey. Stephanie was my roommate back in college. She was and still is the only girl I have ever done anything dirty with, and she always held an incredible power over me, getting me to show more of my wild side than I ever thought possible.

When she left college abruptly, I thought she was out of my life for good. But now she's back and she doesn't just want me, she wants my fiancé, too.

When my fiancé innocently invites her back to our place to catch up, Stephanie has much more in mind than simply swapping old college stories.

This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.


Selena Hart’s Newsletter



Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

Click here to join my newsletter!
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I observed her from across the room and, despite the crowd of partygoers and the thin layer of smoke drifting near the ceiling, I recognized her immediately. How could I not? It was none other than Stephanie Blane; the one girl I had secretly fooled-around with back in college.

She held her champagne glass with grace, a perfect match for her overall appearance: the dark bobbed hair and the tall, slender figure that elegantly filled out her skirt and blouse. I wasn’t surprised to see, after all these years, that she could still easily out-class me.

As I discreetly watched her entertaining a few of my co-workers, I felt a growing sense of arousal. My surprise and frustration were only surpassed by the realization that my former college roommate, the only girl I had ever been intimate with, had suddenly appeared at my co-worker's gathering in the hills.

No big deal, right?

“Babe,” I heard from my side. “How much longer are we going to be at this thing? The Raiders are on at seven and we’ve been here since four.”

I turned and saw my fiancé, Trey. I had little interest in nursing his hurt football-watching prospects. Instead, I decided to stand on my tippy-toes and bring him in for a kiss. His sporty, clean cologne surrounded my senses and I inhaled. We parted and Trey’s blue eyes looked down at me with a hint of surprise.

With his brow cocked he asked, “What was that for?”

I hesitated and, brushing a hand through my blonde hair said, “Nothing. I just… realized it has been a while since we kissed, hasn’t it?”

Trey shrugged. “Maybe so,” he said.

My relationship with Trey was not exactly ‘couple of the year’ by any stretch of the imagination. But we had a good thing going. I was the typical ex-college cheerleader, and he the ex-college football player. Of course, we had met after Stephanie had transferred away to a fancy Ivy League school and the two of us had lost touch.

I could never forget what a relief it was when I heard that Stephanie had moved across the country and, seemingly, taken our dirty little secret with her.

It wasn’t so much that I was embarrassed about having had sex with another girl—well, perhaps a little bit. It was more about the fact that Stephanie had held an inexplicable power over me during our times together; as if she could get me to do anything. And in some cases, she did.

Our dumb little arrangement as freshmen randomly assigned to live with one another in college had grown intense relationship in which we were sneaking around campus and doing the filthiest things. She had eaten me out once on the roof of our dorm-hall. Another time, she fingered me while we were in a date-rape seminar for the freshmen. Stephanie was wilder than anybody I had ever known. It was as if she had no fear of consequences whatsoever. She knew what she wanted, and she would get it one way or another.

Trey sighed. His big, wide chest heaved and fell and he looked down at me. He looked perfectly made-up and presentable, just as I’d hoped he could. As a favor to me, he’d ditched his sweats and football shirt for a nice suit and had his short, dirty-blonde hair neatly styled. His strong jawline was prominent thanks to his freshly-shaved face. He looked every bit the trophy husband-to-be that I knew he was.

I was proud of my boyfriend; what could I say. He was the manager for his father’s chain of dealerships and we weren’t doing too badly for a couple of college dropouts; that was for sure.

But seeing Stephanie Blane across the room was enough to make all the pride in the world come crashing right down to the nice, crème-colored carpet of my co-worker Rachel’s living room. Because Stephanie was better than me in every way, and I knew it, even after all those years.

But unlike back in the past when I felt as if I had little to lose, I now had a nice-enough job and a boyfriend I liked to show-off any chance I got.

I wasn’t exactly ready to mix my new life with my old one, especially since Trey still had no idea whatsoever that his conservative, ‘prude’ girlfriend had once gotten sweaty and filthy with another girl in the football locker-room. Stephanie had made me pick a locker, reach into it and grab a football player’s jock-strap from within. Then, she made me wear it—and only it—before she slid it to the side and dragged her tongue tortuously slow up my wet, glistening folds while she had my legs pinned open there on the little wooden bench.

“Um, sure,” I said to my fiancé. “Let me just go freshen-up,” I continued. “Just, have one more cocktail and I’ll be in the bathroom—no more than two minutes, okay?”

I felt the heat on my cheeks and I knew they must’ve been deep pink and blotchy. My heart had started to speed in my chest as the adrenaline coursed in my veins. It was a sort of excited fear that only seemed to happen in situations such as this, when you cross paths with somebody you used to know, but with whom you way too much baggage.

I made it to the bathroom and inside, I stood in front of the mirror and teased my light blonde hair and touched-up a bit of my makeup. I wanted to make sure I looked my best, in the event that I ran into Stephanie while making a run for it to the front street. I hated the idea of not saying goodbye to my co-workers; it was in poor taste. But desperate times call for desperate measures.

By the time I came back out of the bathroom, I had repeated a few breathing exercises I had learned from a youtube video on zen meditation and I felt much better and more capable. I went to find Trey, who was standing near the small bar that the catering team had arranged and chatting with somebody.

My heart sank as if a broken elevator plummeting through concrete when I realized exactly to whom he was speaking.

It was her. Stephanie-fucking-Blane. Lucky me.

I felt my entire body limp, weak and shaky as I started over. The last thing I wanted to do was confront her, but I wasn’t about to let her chat-up my Trey and hypnotize him with her charms in the same way she once did with me.

“Well, well, well,” Stephanie said with a smile curling on her deep red lips. “I was wondering when you were going to come talk to me.”

“Stephanie?” I said, my lips parted, as I began the most important acting performance of my life.

“Who else but?” she smiled and winked. She seemed as cool as could be—no surprises there for the girl who once, on a dare, masturbated completely naked on the balcony of her friend’s downtown apartment one evening.

“Wow,” I said. “I… I can’t believe it. It’s been… years.”

“Six or seven, right?” she said. “I’ve lost count, but something like that.”

“Yeah… I think it has been,” I said. “What… what are you doing here?”

"Well, I'm a writer," she said, her expression revealing a hint of surprise at my lack of prior knowledge.

"My latest book is being published by Curtis & Struthers, and the company invited me to this small gathering they were hosting. Since I am in town for the weekend to visit my mom, I decided ‘why not?’"

“To be honest, the party is a bit of a bore compared to the ones back in New York,” she said. Stephanie’s dark eyes then turned at Trey as she continued, “But, suddenly it’s been a lot more interesting.” Her lips curled into a smile and Trey couldn’t hold back a dumb, goofy grin at the beautiful girl’s flirtations.

I rolled my eyes. Stephanie seemed to catch this and said, “Is something the matter, Rain?”

Trey scrunched his brow and said, “Rain?” with a slight chuckle. “Sorry, I should introduce you. This is my fiancé, Raleigh.”

“Oh, I know her,” Stephanie said, not once looking at Trey and instead locking eyes with me. We must’ve looked like two cats in that moment, having a stare-down with one another.

“Really?” Trey asked.

"Fiancé, huh?" Stephanie remarked, raising an eyebrow. Her voice was seductive, slow and smooth, like a velvet rope ready to form a noose around my unsuspecting husband—and me.

"Now, that doesn't sound like the Rain I know," she said with a smile. Her tongue briefly slipped out, gliding between her lips, and it felt like all the years that had passed had vanished. All I could think about was that sweet, extended tongue moving amidst my pussy-lips and torturing my clit with little circular teases until my face flushed and I was gasping with climax.

I knew she could sense what she was doing to me, because her smile widened.

“How do you guys know each other?” Trey asked.

“We were roommates back at college,” I explained.

“Roommates?” Trey said, before nodding and smiling. “Oh right, I remember you said you had a roomie before we met—back when you lived at Wister Hall,” he continued.

“I hope you’ve been saying nice things about me to your big, strapping fiancé, Rain,” Stephanie smiled and wiggled her tongue against the inside of her cheek.

"Honestly, she hasn't said much," Trey remarked, in his usual tactless manner.

“You said your name was Stephanie, right?” Trey said. “Well, um, it’s very nice to meet you. Too bad I didn’t know Raleigh back then,” he smiled.

I nudged my fiancé with my elbow and feigned a saccharine smile. “Babe, we were going, remember?”

“Why? Don’t you guys want to catch up? You want to come back to our place, Stephanie? I’m sure Raleigh would love it,” Trey said.

I smiled outwardly, though inside, I was seething. And, of course, it wasn't just my mind heating up. I was growing very hot and sticky inside my panties, much to my chagrin.

Many dormant feelings for Stephanie still smoldered within me. I hadn't exactly stopped longing for her; not by a long shot. She had been accepted into a prestigious New England college for a writing program and had left without even a 'goodbye.' Naturally, this hurt. And as I locked eyes with her in my co-worker's living room, those old feelings surged back with even more intensity.

“Well, Rain, what do you say?” She asked. “I’ve got a few hours until I’m supposed to be down at the NPR office for an interview.”

“That would be… fine,” I said. “Why don’t you text me so I can send you our address.”

“It’s the same number it used to be,” Stephanie said.

I sighed and begrudgingly admitted, “I don’t have it in my phone. I… lost track of it.”

“I see,” Stephanie said, somewhat prune-faced at this revelation.

“Well, my number is the same, too. I don’t exactly remember getting a flood of texts from you over the years,” I said, feeling the tension begin to rise.

“That’s fair,” Stephanie said. “I wanted to text you—quite badly. But, well… I…” she started to trail off and changed the subject. “Number?”

I fixed my gaze upon her. Stephanie remained as she always had been—terrified of one thing and one thing only: vulnerability. She exuded fearlessness, so long as it didn't require honesty or transparency. Back in our college days, I had gone along with it, but now at twenty-five, I wasn't so easily influenced.

I had a sleek car, an upscale condo, and an even more impressive boyfriend. Stephanie Blane was not a necessity in my life.

At least, that’s what I told myself.

We exchanged phone numbers and off we went. With butterflies in the pit of my stomach, Trey and I zoomed down the curvy roads and made our way back towards Los Feliz where we had our condo. It was a nice, third-level place in a white stucco building with Spanish tile roof. It didn’t stand out from most of the other places, save for a few beautiful rose-bushes I kept on the porch.

Trey and I managed to get to our house before Stephanie arrived. I took the opportunity to do a bit more touching up. This time, however, I was going to prepare for anything. I slipped out of my boring panties and replaced them with a nice, lacey pink thong. It wasn’t as if I was expecting anything sexual to happen that afternoon, but I wasn’t going to be the girl in the boring white panties—that was for sure.

"Babe, I think she's here," Trey said, peering over the balcony while cradling a glass in his hand. He took a sip, then nodded and waved, presumably down to Stephanie.

He turned and walked back inside. "Damn, babe. She's got one of those nice Defenders," he grinned.

"It's a rental, babe—calm down," I replied.

Trey looked at me, tilting his head. "Are you okay? Did I do something wrong...?"

Taking a deep breath, I responded, "No, babe. You didn't do anything wrong. You didn't know."

"Know what?" Trey inquired.

"Listen," I said, growing flustered. "I don't have time to discuss this right now, okay? Stephanie and I aren't on great terms. So, if you're wondering if it was a mistake to invite her without talking to me first in private, then yes, it was a mistake. Are you satisfied?"

“Hey, I didn’t know,” Trey said, shrugging.

“And you wouldn’t have cared either way, right?” I said. “I saw the way you were looking at her.”

“Babe, she approached me,” Trey said.

“And you didn’t decide to tell her you were engaged until I showed up,” I continued.

Trey eyed me with look. I knew his patience was running thin, now. And I was growing far too frustrated for my own good.

“Look, you didn’t know. I’m sorry,” I said, bringing him in for a kiss.

I heard the knock on our door and as I started to go for it, Trey suddenly asked, “Why does she call you ‘Rain’?”

“I… um, she just… it was a joke,” I said, turning to the door to rehearse my fake smile.

I pulled the door open and Stephanie stepped inside. I could see her taking little mental notes of my home, quietly judging my choices. Sorry we can’t all be as cool as you, Steph, I thought to myself, wishing I could somehow relay my thoughts to her.

“I can’t believe I’m here,” she said.

“Neither can I,” I smiled. “Believe you’re here, I meant to say.”

Stephanie smiled and I blurted, “Drinks? Should I… do you want something to drink?”

Stephanie laughed quietly and shook her head. “Do you have any sparkling water? I like it with a twist of lime—if you have it.”

“What happened to the girl who used to give me shit about sipping my Wild Turkey at the Adams St. Bar?” I asked.

“She started getting hangovers,” Stephanie said with a wink. “I’m on to other ways to pass my time, now.”

“Writing?” I asked.

“Yes, but… other things beyond that,” she said, turning her eyes slyly towards Trey. He approached from the kitchen and smiled, “Hey. Long time no see.”

Stephanie giggled profusely, and I couldn't help but roll my eyes. If she was the same young woman I had known in college—and all indications pointed to 'yes'—I understood that my husband's humor alone wouldn't provoke such a reaction from her, unless, of course, she was flirting.

I felt uncertain about how to interpret this. Back when I knew Stephanie, she had mentioned a few guys she'd had sex with, but it never appeared to be a primary focus for her.

Instead, back then she was deeply focused on her friendship—and relationship—with me, and seemingly little else. The sole exception was that one night when we almost brought another girl home from the bar with us. I had become too nervous at the idea, and we called it off, but I often wondered what might have happened if we had taken her back to our dorm. In many ways, I regretted not going through with it—and still do.

“Let’s all sit down,” Trey said. He led the three of us as we headed to the living room.

“This is such a charming place, Rain,” Stephanie smiled. “I fucking love it.”

I was in the kitchen making us a few virgin drinks.

“Thanks,” I said back to her. I paused for a moment and I shuddered at her casual use of the word ‘fucking.’ I always did. I licked my lips and smiled to myself.

Stephanie was the sort of girl who, if need be, could appear to be as innocent as a nun. And yet, I knew how wild she really was. And her command of even the dirtiest words—the way the slid from her tongue as if they meant nothing at all—never failed to produce a response from deep within.

I joined Trey and Stephanie and we sat.

Trey looked at Stephanie. The two of them made eyes for a moment and Trey smiled. As I was about to intervene, Trey smiled at her and said, “Are you guys ever going to tell me why you call Raleigh ‘Rain’? We’re about to be married and all. I’d think that was enough security clearance to know the truth,” he joked.

I fidgeted in my seat and Stephanie, cool as ever, smile and took a sip of her water before answering, “You’ll know soon enough, I bet.”

My eyes widened and looked at Stephanie, who was already eyeing me with a playful, taciturn recollection of our inside joke.

“In many ways, you already know it—you just don’t know that you know it,” Stephanie continued. “Unless, of course, innocent Raleigh is waiting until marriage.”

I rolled my eyes. “Shut up,” I said quietly to her.

“I’m… confused,” Trey said with a laugh.

“That’s quite fine,” Stephanie said. “A big, strong guy like you doesn’t need to understand things. You’re good at other things, I bet,” she smiled.

“Come on,” I said to her.

“I’m only kidding, babe,” Stephanie said to me.

“What was Raleigh like back in college?” Trey asked her.

“Oh, she was tons of fun. Sometimes she was a real stick in the mud, but with enough coaxing, she was wild,” Stephanie laughed.

“Oh really?” Trey said. “Maybe she could use a refresher, then,” Trey grinned. “You’re getting a little too set in your ways,” he smiled.

“Babe, come on,” I said, spanking him softly on his arm. “I am not.”

“Tell us the juicy details, then,” Stephanie said. “Does she not swallow or something? I know you boys are all into anal now, thanks to porn,” she said. “I’m guessing she doesn’t do it for you?”

Trey’s eyes widened. “Wow,” he said, laughing nervously. “You definitely don’t beat around the bush.”

“No I don’t,” Stephanie said, laughing.

“We do plenty,” Trey said. “There’s definitely no problems there. I just meant that she works all the time,” he said. “But yeah, when it comes to sex, Raleigh is still wild,” he grinned.

“Babe, cut it out,” I said. In all honestly, I couldn’t feel terribly upset over the prospect of my fiancé bragging about my sexual prowess to my competition. I had no qualms about that, but for appearances sake, I still knew I should look a bit frustrated by it.

But I knew Stephanie wanted to know every dirty detail. And she was going to get what she wanted.

I rolled my eyes and laughed. “Yeah, we do a lot. But, that’s not shocking to you, is it?” I said to her, hoping to rattle her in the same ways she had been trying to do with me.

Stephanie smiled. It was a curious smile; the sort that told me she knew what I was doing, and she found it amusing more than she found it threatening.

“Maybe not,” she grinned. “I’ve had my share of fun.”

“I’ll bet,” Trey said with a curious smile.

It was obvious that my fiancé couldn’t keep his eyes off the girl. I couldn’t exactly blame him as much as I hated him for it, considering that I was doing the very same thing, stealing glances here or there at Stephanie.

“So Trey, have you ever been with another boy?” Stephanie then asked. The directness of her question was nearly enough to make my fiancé spit out his drink. He laughed and sighed and shook his head.

“No, I can’t say that I have,” Trey smiled.

“That’s a shame. All those days spent naked in the locker room with other guys and you didn’t once take advantage of it?” Stephanie said.

I gave a nervous laugh and said, “Come on, Steph. Trey is straight.”

"That doesn't matter. You can be straight and experiment. You should know that better than anybody," she smiled.

Trey glanced at Stephanie and then back to me, as if attempting to decipher our expressions. He was aware of something happening between Stephanie and me, but fortunately, he remained unaware of the specifics.

“Wh—what are you guys talking about?” Trey asked.

“Nothing,” I said, glaring back at Stephanie.

“I’m sorry about hitting on your boyfriend, Rain,” she started. “If I’d known the two of you were an item I never would have done that,” she continued. I sensed the flimsiness in her attempt at sincerity and gave her what I felt was an appropriately catty nod.

“It’s just that, well… since college I guess I’ve turned into a bit of a ‘size queen.’ And forgive me for saying it, but since I knew your boyfriend was big, I couldn’t help myself.”

Trey eyed me and blurted, “I didn’t do anything with her—I swear.”

My eyes narrowed and I cocked my brow. “And you know that how?”

“I have a knack for guessing,” Stephanie said with a laugh. “In all honesty, though, he had a nice big bulge in those dumb dress slacks he’s wearing. In fact, he still does,” she smiled. Her brow jumped and a mischievous grin formed on her lips before her tongue slid out and licked them.

I felt hot across my skin. My body shuddered and I felt wet inside my panties. I was offended yet deeply aroused at the idea of Stephanie ogling and hunting out my boyfriend—even more so at hearing her practically drool over the idea of Trey’s big dick.

I desperately wanted to take the upper-road and avoid discussing it. But my most primal urges—the jealous need to be better than Stephanie—kicked in and I couldn’t help but admit it.

“He’s big,” I said. “Very big, in fact. He’s around nine inches long and… I don’t even know how thick. Most girls wouldn’t be able to handle it, but I don’t have any problems.”

“Well of course not, Rain. As wet as you get?” Stephanie smiled.

“What?” Trey said, shifting in his seat. “What are you guys even talking about right now.”

“Well, your girlfriend feels the need to try and one-up me so she decided to lie about you having a big dick. I’m sure it’s slightly above average but nine inches? Honestly Rain, you couldn’t pick a more reasonable number to lie with?” Stephanie said, chuckling and sipping her drink.

I knew my boyfriend was getting hard from our discussion. Not only did I know Trey well enough to know how much he was turned on anytime I complimented his dick-size, but I could see the big bulge right there under the zipper of his black slacks.

I bit my lip and felt more aroused than ever before. I felt possessive, territorial and jealous; altogether shitty. But it didn’t matter, because I was aroused by the little game Stephanie was playing.

The only problem was that, at the time, I had no idea that she was spinning a web for me to run right into.

“He is big,” I said. “Go on and tell her you’re nine inches.”

Trey shifted and seemed visibly confused and somewhat uncomfortable. I knew he was likely turned on by all of it, but couldn’t exactly be forthcoming about it.

“I’m like eight and a half, but, what does it matter? I… I don’t know if this is exactly conversation we should have with a guest,” Trey said.

I laughed and turned to Stephanie. “It’s fine, babe. Stephanie isn’t a guest. For a while there we were practically like sisters.”

“Or lovers, even,” Stephanie said with a glare.

“That reminds me, Steph; do you have a boyfriend or husband or… girlfriend?” I asked her.

“I’m still looking. I wouldn’t be a very good partner if I was hitting on random guys at a cocktail party, now would I?” she smiled.

“It’s a shame, too. I find your boyfriend is very attractive,” she said to me. She then left the recliner and came over to the sofa, sitting on the other side of Trey. She eyed him, and then eyed down at his lap.

“Well, he’s taken,” I said to her. “You can’t always get what you want.”

“Like I said, I like big ones and I’m not sure I would have done a whole lot with your boyfriend, anyway, seeing as how I don’t really know if he’s big or not,” Stephanie said.

“Guys, I’m right here,” Trey said, clearing his throat and giving a nervous chuckle.

“Hush, babe,” I said to Trey.

“Stephanie seems to think she knows everything. She’s always been that way. But just because she’s got a decent intuition, doesn’t mean that it is always right,” I explained to her.

“Well, I was right about you, wasn’t I?” Stephanie said. “And there is always one way to know whether I am right about Trey.” Her smile was mischievous and inscrutable. I didn’t know what she was up to, but I knew she was, as always, one step ahead of me.

And I was more than willing to go down the path of discussing Trey’s dick-size with her if the alternative was for Stephanie to bring up our history getting naked and dirty together on summer night in every room of the biggest lecture hall on campus.

I watched as Stephanie’s hand slid over Trey’s thigh.

Trey swallowed and eyed me. “I’m not doing anything, babe.”

“You’re right,” I said to him. “I think you should. If Stephanie wants to act this cocky, maybe you need to put her in her place and prove to her how big you are.”

“Wh—what?” Trey asked. His eyes grew wide with shock and disbelief.

“Maybe he does,” Stephanie said. I watched as her curious fingers snaked inside Trey’s thigh and made their way closer and closer to his bulge. I bit my lip and, before I knew it, Stephanie and I felt more like old co-conspirators than “frenemies.” I couldn’t help but to follow her lead. If she wanted to get dirty, I could not resist but to follow her down that forbidden path, just as I had over and over in the past.

And now, as her fingers inched closer to my boyfriend’s dick, ready to tease it through his pants, I should have been furious.

But instead, I was egging her on, as if we were two naughty girls right back in college, trying to work in cahoots to seduce the big, dumb football jock. Instead of seducing me directly, Stephanie was seducing me by way of my own boyfriend.

And it was working.

I was fighting hard to resist the urge of touching myself—or telling Stephanie to keep going. It would have been bad enough for me to give her the green light to touch my boyfriend’s dick. But to actively encourage it?

But it was exactly what I wanted to do. She locked her eyes upon mine the entire time her fingers danced closer and closer to Trey’s package.

“Well? Are you going to let me see him or not?” She said, looking at me. “If not, I suppose we could spend more time catching up on all of our old, wild stories.”

After some hesitation, I nodded as discreetly as I could, so Trey wouldn’t notice me virtually giving him away to her.

I knew he didn’t mind. I knew this was, if anything, the greatest day of his life.

And deep down, I felt a mixture of dread, adrenaline and lust. My frustration and jealousy was outpaced only by my intense arousal as I watched Stephanie tease my boyfriend.

“Go on, babe,” I said to my boyfriend. “Shut her up, will you?”

Trey eyed me with shock. “Are you for real, babe? You’re joking, right?”

“No,” I said. “I never joke when it comes to Stephanie. So go on. I know you want to do it,” I said. I took the liberty—and the privilege—to slide my hand over Trey’s bulge. I felt firmness of his big, powerful dick through the thin fabric. I gave it a squeeze and smiled. “Just let her see it—nothing more.”

Trey shook his head and said, “I must be dreaming or something, but okay.”

He unzipped his pants and wiggled his hips, sliding the pants down until all that remained was a pair of red sports briefs clutching his massive bulge. I smiled, knowing what was to come. Stephanie thought she had the upper-hand; thought she was being sly. But she had no idea how big and beautiful my fiancé’s dick was.

I watched as Stephanie inhaled sharply and licked her lips. I could tell that she was already impressed. I almost told Trey to not worry about anything more—that his underwear was enough for her to get the idea.

But Stephanie still seemed a bit unconvinced.

“Well? Maybe you’re stuffing your underwear? Some guys are desperate enough to do that,” she grinned.

“Oh yeah?” Trey said. I watched as my boyfriend yanks his underwear down to his knees. His dick flopped out. It was already half-hard. It was throbbing and jumping to full hardness, and soon I knew it would be pointing rigidly into the air with its nice downward curve and beautiful, pink head.

What can I say? I took pride in his dick. I knew that Stephanie, just like me and any other woman, had encountered her fair share of unattractive dicks. And Trey had a beautiful cock.

I smiled, knowing how envious Stephanie was. I could see it in her eyes and read it on her lips. She didn’t stop biting and licking her lips once since Trey brought his dick out.

She swallowed and sighed, “Okay, so maybe you’re telling the truth.”

“See?” I said.

“But, he’s still not fully hard,” Stephanie said. “If I were to measure him right now, I doubt he would be nine inches.”

I rolled my eyes.

“But, maybe I could do something about that,” Stephanie said, eyeing Trey’s dick and grinning.

“Yeah, you definitely could,” he smirked. “Go for it.”

“Babe,” I snapped quietly. “What are you doing? We’re not doing anything like that. This was just so you could see it.”

“Really, Raleigh? You’re not going to be an old fuddy-duddy are you?” Stephanie said with a giggle. “I thought you could still get wild. Well, let’s see. I think now it’s time for you to prove it.”

I felt the intensity building up inside me. The rage and the adrenaline. We’d already come this far—far enough that Trey’s big dick was growing hard right before our eyes. I knew Stephanie was impressed. I knew Trey didn’t need any help getting “fully hard.” He was practically hard as a rock as it was. But I knew what she was doing.

And worst of all, I could do little to stop it. Her hold over me was too great.

So, with that helplessness, I leapt across Trey’s lap and grabbed Stephanie’s jaw in my hand before planting a long, passionate kiss on her lips. I slipped my hand inside Stephanie’s top and felt her breast in my palm. I had forgotten just how beautifully it filled my hand.

“Fuck,” Trey grinned. “Holy shit!”

We kissed for a few minutes; making out and petting heavily. It was as if neither of us was willing to end the kiss first. So we continued until I finally came to my senses and pulled back.

By the time I pulled back, I eyed her and said, “How’s that for wild?”

“Holy shit,” Trey grinned. “I’m fucking hard, babe.”

“Good,” I said to him. “Then she can suck you.”

Stephanie looked at me with an expression that suggested she finally respected me for my little kiss.

She came down at Trey’s knees and looked up at him as she slid her hand around his fat dick. “Fuck,” she grinned. “It’s big, okay? You win.”

She used her other hand to caress Trey’s big balls. “Mm, I love a guy with a set of big balls, too. When was the last time you emptied them, Rain? You can’t let them get so swollen,” Stephanie said to me, in a tone that might mock a mother or an instructor.

I rolled my eyes and said, “They stay empty, okay?”

“Oh?” Stephanie only said, before sliding her lips around Trey’s dickhead.

“Fuck,” Trey growled.

The moment Stephanie’s lips enveloped Trey’s dick, I felt a mixture of pain, jealousy, fury and lust. I hated myself or how turned-on it was making me to watch another woman—especially Stephanie of all girls—suck my fiancé’s dick. I watched as she made long, slow dunks of her mouth on his dick. I didn’t know if Trey would prefer her technique of sucking dick—which was quite different from mine.

But his deep, guttural moans told me everything I needed to know. I hadn’t ever heard Trey moan so loud for me. He had his head back and bellowed into the air as Stephanie’s mouth slid deeper and deeper down his fat shaft. She seemingly took him with ease, even when devouring nearly half of his dick.

She was better than me, and as much as I fucking hated her for it—I was also aroused watching her give my man something that I could not.

“Fuck,” Trey groaned.

He licked his lips and ran his hand through Stephanie’s dark hair. “That’s it… holy fuck you’re good, babe,” he grinned.

‘Babe’? I thought. I felt the stinging pain in my gut as I heard him say it. I snarled and fumed as I watched from the other side of him; watching silently as Stephanie came back into my life and started the process of stealing my man right out from under me.

“Ugh, fuck,” Trey grinned. “You’re going to make me cum if you keep doing that.”

I watched as Stephanie had her tongue pressed against the base of Trey’s dick. Each time she dunked her mouth up and down, it slid down and nearly touched the start of his ballsack. I watched as she pulled her mouth from his dick and, while eyeing him, lowered down to his balls.

“How about we give that big thing a break so it doesn’t get too excited?” she said. She then slid her tongue against his balls before sucking on each of them.

“Damn,” Trey groaned. “Babe… she’s so good.”

“Yeah… yeah, she is,” I said, with a quiet acceptance that I had been bested.

Trey let his head fall back, again, and Stephanie eyed me as she sucked on my fiance’s balls; one at a time, she gently sucked on them like they were soft grapes in her mouth. I wanted to slap her and pounce on her. I didn’t know whether we would have ended up brawling—or having sex. But I could barely contain my rage—and lust.

So, I did the only thing a timid girl like me could do when another woman was taking her man; I masturbated to the sight of it. That’s right. I couldn’t believe myself, but I snuck a hand down inside my shorts and inside my panties. I found my balmy, moist pussy and began to rub my fingers gently in my folds. I followed my sliding them against my clit and shuddering as I watched Trey’s dick twitch and throb. It was nice and shiny from Stephanie’s spit.

I reached forward, ready to stroke his cock while Stephanie sucked his balls. But then, I felt her hand spanking me on my wrist. She pulled off his balls and wagged her finger. “No, no, no,” she smiled.

“You brought him out to play with me, remember? Maybe later, though, you and I could pick up where we left off with that kiss,” she smiled.

“But first,” Stephanie continued, as she rose and stood. “I’m not done with that nice, big dick just yet.”

I watched as she slipped her panties down from beneath her skirt. As they dropped, I felt my clit throb and my pussy swell inside my panties. I hated Stephanie. I seethed as I watched her wriggle out of her skirt, but I couldn’t do a damn thing about it. I was under her spell, now, as was Trey.

“Holy shit,” Trey grinned. We both watched as Stephanie did a little sway with her hips. Her pussy was waxed bald. It was puffy and pink and glistening with her wetness. She was ready to go. And she wasted little time.

She slowly climbed atop Trey’s lap. I felt as if the air had been stolen from my lungs as I watched her lower her butt down onto his dick. I leaned forward to see her grab Trey’s dick and rub the head against her wet slit. And then, she let it slide inside her. As she did, she yanked her top and her bra off her body, and I saw her fully naked, with her nice, big boobs out for my boyfriend to grab.

And as expected, Trey quickly grabbed each of them and massaged them, before bringing his lips to them and sucking gently on each nipple.

“Mm… fuck!” Stephanie gasped.

Trey’s eyes rolled back and he let a long, deep sigh slide from his parted lips. “Fuck” he huffed.

Stephanie did the same. She gave an audible moan and I could tell she was slightly overwhelmed by my fiancé’s thick cock. She eyed me with an expression of determination. She was not about to be outdone, and she let her pussy swallow more of his fat dick into its snug, warm and wet chamber.

I watched helpless as Trey’s toes curled and his thighs flexed. “Holy fuck you’re tight,” he groaned.

“I don’t get a lot of dicks in there,” she giggled. “Certainly not ones as big as you,” she laughed. Immediately, her chuckle turned to another moan and she started to ride my fiancé’s cock while I watched from the side, like some pathetic third-wheel.

I tried to recall in my mind how we had even gotten to this point; how I had let Stephanie come in and end up riding my boyfriend’s dick. But, as if she had been a vampire, it was my own fault; I had invited her into the situation. I couldn’t have helped it, though. She did this to me. She always did this to me.

And she knew it.

All I could do was watch and touch myself inside my panties. Stephanie secretly watched me as I did this. She rode Trey’s dick faster and faster, grinding against him and giving little whimpers of bliss as she did so. But all the while, her eyes never moved from mine. And my gaze couldn’t shy from hers. I wanted her to watch me orgasm; to see me touching myself to the sight of her as she had sex with my fiancé.

And I knew that, likewise, she wanted me to watch her do it; to grind and ride Trey until she came all over his dick, as if she would claim him for herself and remind me of who had been in charge during those years in college.

“Come on,” she huffed. “Just like that,” she grinned. “Fuck, you’re a big boy. I’m not going to last long at all with you filling me so good,” she smiled.

“Me neither,” Trey said.

He then grabbed Stephanie’s ass on either side and started to pound up into her. He handled her like she was a ragdoll, easily controlling her. It made me so fucking horny and wet to watch my fiancé handle Stephanie and take her; the way he dug his fingers into her sides and bounced her on his dick, as if he owned her.

I secretly enjoyed watched her get taken and lose the sense of control that she liked to wave over me like a sword.

Her strained moans and cries filled the air of the bedroom. I could smell the sex as it invaded my nose, mixing with my own sweat and perfume, until the room became stuffy and stained with the scent of pussy and musk.

“Fuck,” Trey groaned. I came down to the carpet, now less ashamed about my intrigue. I watched as Trey’s big, low-hanging balls jumped up and down and spanked against Stephanie’s perfect little pink asshole. I could tell he was growing closer to a climax as his balls started to grow tighter against his body and his thrusts turned into an all-out pounding.

Stephanie began to crumple inward like a collapsing building as he pounded up into her. I heard her voice and saw her body shake, and I knew she was climaxing. She was going to orgasm while my fiancé’s dick was deep inside her, and she was going to cum all over it.

I was so angry at her but so helpless to my own pleasure of watching it before my very eyes. I rubbed myself furiously, as if taking out my frustrations on my clit. I moaned and felt my breathing change, and I knew I couldn’t hold off any longer, either. I was going to orgasm from watching another girl ride my boyfriend’s dick.

I felt so pathetic and humiliated. How, after all, could I just let another woman have sex with my boyfriend? Stephanie had walked all over me, and I didn’t care.

In fact, I decided I couldn’t help but do more.

“Come on,” I said, grabbing her. “We’re going to switch.”

I suggested Trey fuck Stephanie missionary, with her back against the back cushion of the sofa and her legs spread. He would squat down in front of the sofa and pump her. And I would be behind the sofa, pulling Stephanie’s legs back and holding her ankles.

I watched down as she strained and moaned when Trey plunged his fat dick back into her. I licked my lips, watching her lips spread open around his thick cock. I wouldn’t last much longer, and neither would my boyfriend, so I wanted to savor it.

I grinded my clit against the back of the sofa as I held Stephanie’s ankles in the air.

“Just like that, babe,” Trey said. “Yeah,” as he pumped all the way into her.

“Give it to me,” Stephanie huffed. “Come on. I want everything in those balls.”

Too busy grinding against the sofa and desperate to somehow make myself orgasm without having my hands free, I did not hear this request. I grinded and grinded, and only when I knew Trey was beyond the point of return, did I put it together.

“Babe… babe! Don’t cum inside her. You don’t have a condom,” I warned him.

“Good,” Stephanie moaned.

With that, Trey began to moan wildly and I watched as his cock flexed. I knew then that he was pumping his sperm right into Stephanie’s fertile belly.

“What are you… babe!” I cried out.

Despite the complete betrayal, I didn’t stop rubbing against the sofa. And watching Trey cum was enough to put me over the edge. I broke into climax and shook from head to toe as I watched my boyfriend fill Stephanie’s womb with every last drop of his virile seed.

It was too late to stop them. Stephanie had not only stolen my man—but she had stolen his sperm, too. If anything, she would probably get pregnant with his child when I had planned to wait until I was thirty to have his child.

“Fuck,” I groaned. It was a mixture of helplessness, pleasure and sorrow. Trey plunged his dick as deep as it would go and refused to pull out until he had seemingly injected every last drop of cum into Stephanie.

She looked up at me and spanked me playfully on my cheek. Exhausted and huffing with breath, she smiled. “Thanks, Rain.”

Her hand climbed up and grabbed my breast through my clothes. She gave a little squeeze and a wink, as if to say we weren’t finished.

“Come here,” she said to me. “Clean me up, now. Be a good cuckquean.”

“A good… what? What’s that?” I asked her, confused.

“You’ll have to Google it later, I guess,” she said with an amused giggle.

Trey pulled out and Stephanie had me come down to my knees and bring my face to her wet, swollen pussy. I watched as the pearly bead of cum oozed from her pussy.

“Go on, lick it up. Make it perfect,” Stephanie said.

I hated her. I fucking hated her. But I was so turned on, even after my orgasm, that of course I obeyed her. I slid my tongue over her slit and tasted Trey’s salty cum. I never liked to swallow his loads; I didn’t like the taste of cum. Yet Stephanie had gotten me to practically suck it right out of her pussy.

And I did just that, if for no other reason than to keep Trey’s cum from reaching her womb.

“Mm… fuck!” Stephanie moaned. Somewhere along the line, it turned into so much more, until I was eating her pussy just as I had done years before. Soon enough, Stephanie was trembling with a second orgasm, and I was doing the same, thanks to my hand still down in my panties.

Trey watched from the sofa, stroking himself. He was rock-hard all over again, and it took no time at all before he strained with the sounds of an impending orgasm.

“Give Rain a facial,” she said to Trey.

“A… a facial? We’ve never done…” Trey started.

“Sure we have; plenty of times,” I said, cocking my brow to Stephanie.

“Do it,” I said to him.

“While she’s eating my pussy—shoot it on her face,” Stephanie smiled.

I continued eating Stephanie’s pussy as Trey came and I felt the gooey, hot cumshots blast against my lips and nose and cheeks. I tasted and smelled the salty cum as it steamed on my skin. I balled my fist and felt full of anger.

And yet, the humiliation and shitty treatment made me cum for a third time.

Stephanie laughed when she saw my brow scrunch and my teeth clench. “She likes to be treated like a fuck-doll,” she grinned. “Don’t you Rain?”

Trey flicked the last few drops of cum onto my face and asked one more time, “Why do you call her Rain?”

“Because she gets wet so easily,” Stephanie laughed. “We had some very naughty times back in college. And I’m sure you know that Raleigh gets as well as a rainstorm from the faintest touch. It’s pathetic, really.”

“Shut up,” I said to her. But as I moved my lips, I tasted the salty cum stringing on them.

“I think Rain and me are going to have a few more memories before I head back to New York, though,” Stephanie said.

“You know, I’m going on a business trip there this week. Maybe we could meet up,” Trey said to her. I felt incredible dread forming in the pit of my stomach as they started to make plans and treat me as if I was invisible.

“We’re supposed to get married in a few months—are you going to come?” Trey then asked.

“Well, we’ll just have to see what the results of my pregnancy test are, hm?” Stephanie said, giggling.

“Rain, why don’t you go get cleaned up? Trey has another load for me—I can’t feel it,” she said, reaching down and grabbing Trey’s wet dick. She giggled and laughed proudly as I walked off towards the bathroom—used and hollow.

Stephanie Blane owned me. She knew it, and I knew it. And now, I was going to be sharing my boyfriend with her. If I was lucky, I would be sharing him.

But I knew that soon enough she would take him for herself and she would probably have his child. And there would be nothing I could do about it but sit, close my eyes, and recall the day she came back into my life and stole him. I would do this while touching myself, as I had done so many times before, lying in bed and thinking about the dirty things we had done back in college.

She owned me, and I didn’t care. As I walked into the bathroom and saw my face covered in cum, I could only smile.
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