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1. The Assistant’s Lust: Double Penetration MFM Threesome by Ellie North

I got the job of my dreams. I was going to be the assistant to one of the most prominent designers in the city. Not only would I be working at one of the best companies in the city and the industry but I would be the executive assistant to Josh Baker and Christopher Collins. They were prominent men in the field and I felt my knees go weak just thinking of them. I didn’t know but I would soon be learning a lot more about both of them and at the same time. When I see parts of them that I never thought possible my job just went from executive assistant to full time sex kitten.

My mind was a whirlwind as I walked up to the building in front of me. It stood over twenty stories tall, and I felt my heart quicken at the thought of going in there. I could do it, however. I kept telling myself this as I continued to stand there and look like an idiot. The tall building looked like one huge sheet of glass. Of course, it practically was. It was one of those huge fancy buildings that you see in the movies. You know the one that the bad guy is running through and the smooth talking hero jumps through the glass to save the day. That kind of building and it was more intimidating than one would think looking up at it.

I finally pushed myself and got up the nerve to walk through the door. If I thought the outside looked intimidating, then it was nothing compared to the inside. The floors were done in a shiny wood. Like what you would see at a gymnasium. I felt myself marveling at the way they shined, and I wondered how they could keep them looking as such. Taking a deep breath, I walked forward. My eyes met the women behind the counter. I guess that was what you could call it.

The long desk in front of me reached almost from one end of the room to the other. There were multiple computers but only one chair. The girl sitting behind the counter looked up at me with a remarkable smile. She was the type of girl that you would be jealous of. The one that got all the guys in high school. I should feel some sort of way as her perfect smile looked back at me but I couldn’t help but smile back. She was being friendly, and it was her job, right?

“Hello. How can I help you today?”

“Oh, I’m here for an interview with Anita.”

“Yes. What is your name ma’am?”

“Heather Beavers.”

She looked down into one of the computers and clicked the mouse a couple of times. She smiled broadly again as she looked up at me. “Yes. I see you now. If you will just have a seat ma’am, I will let her know that you are here.”

Today I wore a straight black pencil skirt that reached my knees. It wasn’t tight, but it didn’t look frumpy either. It was my favorite one because it made me look thinner. Of course, that is what every woman would want right? To look thinner than she really was but I needed that little-added bonus. I had paired it with a light purple button down blouse. It wasn’t anything too fancy, but I did think it complimented my dark hair well. It looked good in the mirror. My hair was my best feature I thought. It laid in dark waves down my back to my waist. I remembered when I had cut it once. It was a long time ago back in middle school. It was the only time that I didn’t have long hair. I remembered I had said I wanted to do it just so I could see what it looked like. It had been a bad move on my part. A very bad move. My face had a round shape to it, and the cut had made it look even rounder which in turn looked fatter. Not very complimentary at all. I hated it beyond anything else I had done. I looked in the mirror and remembered thinking that I looked like one huge balloon. I had waited impatiently for it to grow back out. It had seemed to take forever for it to get to my shoulders and it was hell until it got back to the middle of my back.

My whole outfit was completed with my stiletto heels. I loved my heels. At my small height of 5’4,” I should. They gave me the added boost I needed to feel important. I didn’t feel like I came from munchkin land when I had them on. It was something else that the kids could tease me about. Not only did I have huge boobs that I tried to bind down but they looked even bigger on the small frame I had. I got my boobs at an early age too. I remember the next door neighbors kid used to tease me and tell me that I would give myself a black eye. It was not too much fun growing up. It was hard for all kids, but the kids like me got it bad.

That was why I decided to make them wish they were me when they got older. I buckled down and received my 4.0 GPA and went to one of the best schools around. Now I was going to have an interview with an amazing company.

It was 45 minutes later that I sat there staring at the woman like she had two heads. I didn’t even have to wait for a callback. I was stunned and in shock.

I couldn’t believe it. I got the job. Well, not the job that I had applied for but one that was much better. The first two days were like every other job. Watch the sexual harassment videos and fill out paperwork. I found out however during those two days that I wouldn’t be working with Abigail Smithers. I would be working for Josh Baker and Christopher Collins.

They weren’t just the big league. They were the whole league in one. The whole shebang. I would be working for the owners of the company. I didn’t know how, but I was qualified for the position.

The next few days went by fast. Josh showed me how to navigate the system and got me set up with all me sign on and passwords. There was only one of them at the office at a time, and so my swooning and ogling were kept down to a minimum. My head came up suddenly at the sound of Josh’s voice.

“So what were you thinking about for lunch?”

“Um… I’m really not that hungry.” For one I had spent the last of my money on food when I found out I had the job. I couldn’t help it. After spending the last three weeks on noodles and canned soup looking for a job, I needed a break. As soon as I found out I had a job, I bought chicken and roasted it with mixed veggies.

“Come on now. Don’t make me eat alone. I am starving. It’s my treat for the exceptional job you have done in your first week.” I knew he was lying. We both knew that there hadn’t been that much for me to do.

“You have to eat. My treat for congratulating you on a great first week. How about Japanese?”

My eyes lit up at his words. I couldn’t really help it. How did he know that it was one of my favorites? “I really shouldn’t. I mean I am trying to watch what I eat, and that food is packed with all kinds of fat.” I felt my nose scrunch up in my frown.

“I think you look amazing. More than amazing.” I knew he was pulling my chain. I wasn’t fat I knew, but I wanted to lose a little bit of weight.

“Ha! That was a good one but let’s just eat. There is no need to lie.”

“Lie!” He scoffed. He grabbed my hand to place over his very enlarged dick and smiled at the widening of my eyes. “Is this a lie? Tell me Heather have you ever had two men want to fawn over you and make you orgasm so many times that you didn’t have any strength to go on? Because you do now.”

“Wh-What?”

“You heard me. Christopher and I have had our sights on you since you walked through that door. Have you ever been with two men at once little Heather?”

“No!” It was a squeak that I barely got out before his lips swooped down to take mine in a kiss that had my senses reeling. His tongue swept into my mouth, and I didn’t think I could take much more. I felt his hands slide their way around my waist to grasp me by the ass and bring me up against him. I realized I still had my hand on him and moved it up his chest. His mouth explored mine, and I moaned deeply at the feeling of his tongue penetrating my mouth. All thought fled from my mind as my arms wound around his neck.

“Well, I came in at a good time then didn’t I?” We both turned to see Christopher standing in the doorway smiling.

“Oh god,” I whispered it, but I knew that Josh heard when he chuckled. I felt his hand that was still on my ass squeeze it in a handful and gasped.

“Would you mind if Christopher joined us? I promise you won’t regret it.” Josh whispered it in my ear.

I looked from one man to the other. How in the hell did I so no to either one of them? They were amazing and gorgeous, and they both wanted me. I felt Josh’s hands caress across my back and roam back down to my ass. “um. I don’t know. What is going on here?”

“Isn’t it obvious honey. We are going to give you the time of your life.” Christopher walked up behind me, and I felt his hands coast up my hips to rest right below my breasts. Josh’s hands were now on my lower stomach, and I looked up at him as his head descended to take my lips again. I felt as Christopher’s lips descended to my neck. His hands moved up to cup my breasts as he brought me back against him. I felt his desire pressing into the small of my back just as Josh stepped forward to grind his into my pelvis. I felt Josh’s hand slip under my skirt to raise it up to my hips. It was a pencil skirt so it stayed there while his hand traced the band of my panties. He let go of my mouth as his lips traced a path down my neck. I realized that at some time the buttons had come undone on my shirt, and my bra was unhooked. Christopher squeezed my large breasts and offered a nipple to Josh’s mouth. He quickly sucked it into his mouth.

“Oh god!”

“That’s it. Let us take care of you baby. I want to hear you scream.” Christopher whispered as he sucked my earlobe into his mouth and gently nibbled at it. I felt Josh’s hand sink inside my panties. “Open your legs. That’s it. Let him in.” I did as he asked and let my head fall back against his shoulder. My whole body was on fire. Everywhere there were hands and lips and tongues. I was writhing beneath them and panting when I felt Josh slip his finger to caress my clit. I moaned deeply as he slid it forward and back gathering my juices and spreading them back and forth. I knew for sure I was going to die. I felt sensations I had never felt before. Good lord, I wanted this and bad.

For once I let myself go as I curled one arm around Josh’s head and neck and the other behind me to grab hold of Christopher’s ass and bring them both closer to me. I heard them both groan and smiled to myself. Yes, I would give in if just this one time and let myself go. I felt myself being guided over to the couch and heard the scrapping as someone moved the coffee table. Christopher sat down and opened his legs wide positioning me between them. I leaned back against him as his hands continued to work their magic over my breasts. He pulled at the nipples and tweaked them slightly making me moan deep in my throat. God, there wasn’t much more I could take. Josh swept my panties down my legs and threw them to the side of the room.

I felt my face flame as Josh pulled my quivering legs apart to stare down at the most intimate part of my body.

“You are amazing Heather.”

I looked down into Josh’s eyes and saw them turn to a darker shade of blue. He was gorgeous, and his dark hair fell over his forehead as he leaned forward to place small nibbling kisses along the inside of my thighs. He gave me a grin as he got closer to where I wanted his mouth. One of Christopher’s hands left my breasts to travel down to my pussy. He gently stroked my clit before spreading the lips. “Close your eyes Heather and feel Josh’s tongue. We will take care of you, my sweet.” Christopher whispered it in between licks and sucks of my ears. His tongue traced the Ill of my ear as I felt the first swipe of Josh’s tongue against me. I gasped and couldn’t help grabbing hold of his head at the second swipe. I felt the silky strands and remembered when I had thought about running my hands through it the first time I saw him.

“Oh my God!”

“That’s it. Let go.”

I felt everything around me unravel as I exploded with an orgasm. For the first time, I yelled with my climax and wasn’t in the least bit embarrassed about it either. I felt myself being lifted and then I was on my knees looking up at Christopher. I instantly knew what he wanted, and I returned his smile as my hands slid up his pants legs to the button at the very top of his pants. I quickly undid the button and slid the zipper down. I lowered the front of his boxers until his cock came forward into my welcoming hand. I smiled again at his groan as I gripped him hard in my fisted hand. Scooting forward I grasped him in my hands and slowly stroked him.

“Come on honey. You are killing me here. I need your mouth.” I gently leaned forward and licked him from base to tip and reveled in the deep groan that escaped his mouth. I felt Josh caress my ass behind me and knew what he wanted as well. I pushed back against him and moaned deeply as I took Christopher into my mouth so deep he hit the back of my throat. “Lord in heaven.”

I heard the rip of a wrapper before I felt Josh’s cock pressing against my folds. I felt wanton and was amazed at how much I wanted it. I pushed back against him as he slid in the first inch.

“You are so tight. My god.”

“Hmmmm.” Was my only response. I heard Christopher moan again at the rumbling of the vibrations against his dick as I said it.

I slid him back out of my mouth and back in again slowly as Josh slid in further. He inserted himself inside me at a slow and agonizing pace. He was large, and I felt myself stretch around him. I slid Christopher’s penis out of my mouth so that I could grasp for air. I couldn’t speak. All I could do is feel as he slid out and then thrust back in slowly in one long lunge until he was fully inside me again.

Finding my voice, I moaned. “Please.”

“Please what my pet?” I felt Josh’s hands caress my bare hips and ass. He nipped the small of my back with his teeth gently before whispering. “Tell me to fuck you, Heather.”

“Fuck me please.” I didn’t even hesitate, and as he slid out again, Christopher guided my mouth to take him into my mouth again. I didn’t know what happened next. All I remembered was Josh slamming into me from behind so hard my body shot forward. As I went further, I took more and more of Christopher into my mouth. When I thought I couldn’t take anymore, I felt myself tighten around Josh and my orgasm exploded at the same time that Christopher did into my mouth. I swallowed slurping loudly until there was nothing left. I felt Josh thrust into me a couple more times, and as my, orgasm came over its last peak, I heard his deep moan as he emptied himself into the condom he wore. He gripped my hips, and I knew I would have bruises tomorrow. The good thing was tomorrow was Saturday, and I could sit on my couch all day and relive this afternoon.

Christopher gently brushed my hair back from my face and smiled down at me. I smiled back and looked behind me to return Josh’s smile. Josh rose as Christopher helped me up and held me until I stopped shaking enough to pull my shirt back together. Christopher looked down at my heaving chest.

“You have a magnificent body Heather. Especially these. They are my favorite.” He plucked one into his mouth to gently suck it before letting it drop back out with a pop.

“Thank you.” I murmured now embarrassed by what had happened. I ducked my head and tried to turn away from him.

“I don’t think so. None of that. This is just the first time we will share each other. I will feel myself in every part of you and after tonight I don’t think Josh is done with you yet either. You have become special to us Heather and don’t think for one second this changes anything.”

“But. You mean you still want me to work here? I thought….”

“Christopher is right Heather. You are special to us, and you are staying put but tomorrow night I think you should come for dinner. We should start there. That is unless you don’t like having two men fawn all over you?” He quirked that same eyebrow at me again.

I was quick to respond. “No! I mean that is great. Ok. What time should I come?”

They ate lunch laughing, and they told me of stories and tricks that they had played on each other and their siblings as they grew up. I told them of my mother and father and my younger brother and sister.

“I am sorry for your loss Heather. We have to meet your mother, though.” Josh said somberly.

“Yes. She sounds like a great woman, and she raised one hell of a daughter.” 

Both the men regretfully told me that they had meetings that afternoon, but since it was already after 3 o’clock, I should call it an evening. They gave me their address, and we all agreed for dinner at seven the next night.

******

I pulled my little ford up to the massive gates. This was the address that Christopher had written down on the small paper. I saw the man peep his head out of the little building he sat in. I rolled down my window.

“You must be Heather.”

“Yes. How did you know?”

“Mr. Collins told me to keep any eye out for a hot dark headed woman. He said they would be expecting you.”

“Oh.” I ducked my head as I felt my cheeks flush. He swept his arm out as the gates opened gesturing for me to go through. As I looked through the windows, I saw the gorgeous landscape and the rolling green hills. When I finally came around a bend, I saw the house. Or I should say mansion. The massive compound that sat in front of me had to hold at least 20 bedrooms. I pulled my car up to the front and got out. I had worn jeans and a simple cotton shirt. Maybe I should have dressed up a little more. As I walked to the door, it instantly swung open to reveal Christopher. He wore a plain white t-shirt and light Khaki cargo shorts. He smiled at me and before I said a word he gathered me in his arms and kissed me deeply. Next, I felt myself being guided into the house. Christopher swept me through the many rooms, and I was amazed at the elegant feel of it. They finally came to the kitchen where Josh was working chopping vegetables. As he saw me, he put the knife down and walked to me.

Gathering me into his arms it was his turn to take my mouth in a deep kiss. “Hello, gorgeous. We missed you.” He smiled at me.

I smiled at him and felt myself relax. “I missed you too.”

“Good. I thought we could have some roasted vegetables, and Christopher will cook steak on the grill. How do you like yours cooked?”

“Oh um, medium well. Please.” I smiled at him.

“Ok. I am almost done and then I will give you the tour while Christopher starts the steaks.”

“Ok.” He quickly finished chopping and turned back to them.

Christopher walked to the fridge and pulled out a beer. “Would you like beer or wine darlin’?”

“Oh, beer please.”

“Ah. One for my side. A girl after my own heart.”

“Hey, I like beer too. I just prefer a good wine with dinner.” Josh exclaimed and I swore his bottom lip stuck out like a little kid for a minute. I graciously accepted the long neck bottle from Christopher and followed Josh around the house.

Dinner was superb, and I devoured every bite. When I had tried to only eat a third they had both glared at me and told me that I wasn’t allowed to leave the table until I finished my plate.

“What am I five?” I laughed.

“If we have to treat you like you are then we will. Come on and eat. You are going to love dessert.” Christopher wagged his eyebrows at me. I couldn’t help it I laughed out loud and then finished every bite on the plate.

When they were through I helped them carry the dishes into the kitchen and put them in the dishwasher. It was amazing to find out that they had a lady who came to dust and vacuum and stuff on Fridays but their laundry and everyday cleaning they did themselves.

They decided to watch a movie and before long I found myself sandwiched between both men on a long couch with a 70” flat screen television in front of them. The movie came on, and I leaned back against the pillows.

I turned to look at Christopher and saw him smile at me. His hand snaked out to draw me to him. I kissed him deeply and felt as Josh came up behind me. Christopher kissed as well as Josh did and I was soon swooning and leaning into him for support. Gasping for breath, I let them remove my clothes. They were soon all naked and this time, I leaned back against Josh as Christopher tasted me and held my writhing body down. He brought me to orgasm quickly, and I was still panting when I felt Christopher’s hands slide against me. I was dripping wet from my orgasm and his mouth. Slowly he spread my juices back to the little-puckered hole in my ass. I gasped as I felt first one then a second finger penetrate the dark hole.

“Have you ever had anyone here Heather?” At my nod he went on. “Did you like it? I can tell from that look you didn’t. Well, I promise you will, this time, honey.” I felt himself spreading me and preparing me for the intrusion I was sure to come. I felt Josh’s hands on my hips as he eased himself on the floor of the room he brought me down with him. He spread my legs wide, and I was glad that Christopher was there in front of me for me to lean on.

Josh leaned me forward a little, and I felt the tip of his erection against the small hole in the back. I gasped as he eased inside passing the small ring of muscle. It was a burning sensation, but the burning wasn’t bad as I stared into Christopher’s eyes. His head dropped to take my nipple into his mouth as his hand caressed my other breast Josh eased inside me further until I felt his balls against me.

“Oh god!” I moaned deeply as Josh began to move inside me. “Christopher. I need you. Please.” Christopher laid down, and I felt Josh spread my legs even wider and place them on each side of Christopher’s body. Christopher’s legs were spread as Josh still stood on his knees behind me. Josh slid out, and I gasped as I felt Christopher ease inside my pussy. It was exquisite torture for a few minutes. As Christopher slid in Josh slid out. They took turns easing inside me until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Please god faster. Just fuck me. I can’t take this much more.”

“Thank god.” This was whispered into my ear as they started moving faster inside me. I was jerking back and forth as they pounded into my body. Over and over I felt them penetrate me until I saw stars. My orgasm hit me so hard I thought I would faint. I screamed loud as I finally burst.

I awoke to find myself curled into a bed. There were bodies on either side of me, and I smiled when I remembered what had happened. Opening one eye, I looked both ways. Josh sat with a book in his hand reading quietly while Christopher had the remote in his hand. I faintly heard the television in the background. At my, perusal Christopher smiled down at me.

“Hey, beautiful. Looks like we tuckered you out. Don’t worry there is plenty of time to make up for time lost.”

“That was amazing. Probably the best sex I have ever had. Not that I have had a lot, but you know.”

“It is the first of many.”

“You mean you want me to stay?”

Both men laughed. “Yes, my dear. Shall we show you how much we want you to stay?”

I squealed as I ran to the bathroom. “First I need a shower. Hey, who wants to wash my back.” I smirked at the doorway.

Both men looked at each other slightly before they raced to the doorway among my giggles.


2. Amber’s Biker Adventure: FFM Threesome Sex with Strangers by Lora Lane

It is possible for a girl to go through a mid-life crisis at the age of twenty-nine, or so my doctor told me when I told him I bought myself a motorcycle. It wasn’t that though. It was much more the thought of exploring the open road with the wind blowing against me, the appeal of not being cooped up inside a rolling living room with all the latest amenities. What was not great was when my new ride gave me trouble after the first leg of my first long road trip. Luckily I got help from a couple of nice fellow bikers but they had a lot more in store for me than just allowing me to join their pack of riders.

I’ll never forget the first time I saw her. There was no choice for a girl like me. I had to have her all for myself. It was a Suzuki Boulevard S40, deep red with black designs along the length and it was beautiful. I’m five feet seven inches tall and a little over one-twenty and to be sure there were those who looked at me sideways when I approached a salesman about buying the motorcycle. He looked around behind me as if I were supposedly waiting on some man or something. I still remember the look in his eyes when I told him that I didn’t need a man to ride a motorcycle. Sure, he was shocked but not so much so that he didn’t want the sale.

What the salesman and other people who don’t know me couldn’t possibly understand is that I’ve been around motorcycles my entire life. My grandfather, father, two older brothers and even my mother all ride or – in the case of my grandfather – once rode. This S40 was going to be my first solo bike, and it was perfect. The price was nice, the seat was low enough to make putting my feet down comfy, and it was plenty powerful enough, with a forty cubic inch engine equivalent to about six-fifty two ccs. Best of all though, it is a cruiser and will be perfect for a long ride on the highway when I need to feel the wind against me.

My friends at work think I’m rebounding from the guy who I recently broke up with as if I would need to rebound from having broken up with him. I see a counselor once a month who thought I might be going into a bit of an early mid-life crisis. Who cares what they think? They know nothing about me. Well, the doctor does but not about my love of and ability to ride motorcycles. My big brothers both told me that they were proud I was finally getting something nice and wondered why it took me so long. My dad warned me about riding the thing off the lot and signing papers before letting a good mechanic look at it. He knew a guy of course, but I didn’t want to deal with that. I had miles waiting in front of me and a new bike to ride them on.

I had my best friend Katie drive me to the lot, and she was nice enough to wait around just in case I backed out, but I knew there was no chance of that. This baby had stolen my heart the first time I looked at her, and the test drive had cemented it. The papers were signed quickly, and while they cleaned her up I put on the new gear, I had purchased just for that purpose.

My black leather jacket with all the right padding and sexy streaks of fire all over it fit perfectly well over my black biker chick t-shirt. The helmet matched well and my long shapely legs filled out the chaps better than I have ever filled out any set. I waved goodbye to Katie and then pulled off the lot into a world of bliss and happiness as the wind, and I became one.

Well, it wasn’t all sunshine and bad-ass biker chick stuff I am, to be honest. Something didn’t seem right about the way it shifted gears, but it didn’t do it all the time. It hadn’t done it on the test ride for sure. A little nagging thought in the back of my mind told me that I should have listened to my Dad, but it didn’t last long. My big brother told me that I just needed to get it out on the open road and open her up a little bit. He lives some three hours away with his wife and kids and invited me to come see him. It seemed perfect to me. I’d get to show off my new ride, and he could double check the bike and make sure all was fine.

That is how my first long trip on my S40 was planned. Admittedly I could have done a little better job making sure the motorcycle was fit for a long run since the clutch kept sticking on me but it was doing well enough for long enough that I didn’t put too much worry into it. The first leg of the trip went better than I expected. After an hour of smooth riding, I stopped at a nice place that my brother had told me about to top off with gas and grab a quick drink of water.

A couple back in the corner caught my eye as I walked inside. Immediately something about the way they were looking at me was different. I felt as if they were undressing me with their eyes and I stopped to simply stare at them. Her hair was a much darker shade of red than mine and mine is pretty deep auburn. It probably meant hers came from a bottle, but it looked damn good on her. She looked to be a tall stacked woman who could have only been wrangled by the big stud biker sitting next to her. The big man smiled at me, pointing towards me, making it obvious that they were talking about me. I felt my breath quicken as the woman blew a kiss in my direction. She waved at me, and I thought might have been waving me over, but I nodded politely and walked on towards the ladies room.

On the way out I thought I might have heard someone calling for me but it was random, and anyone could be called darling in a place like that. Part of me knew it was probably them considering the way they had been obviously flirting with me but the uneasiness I felt overrode the excitement, and I walked on outside. I gave myself the excuse that they were probably trying to get the attention of their waitress or something. Besides, nothing is worse than turning around with an expectant smile only to figure out that nobody was talking to you in the first place. I finished off the water and tossed it in the trash before putting my helmet back on and starting my bike up.

She sounded good on the way out from under the gas pump canopy, but when I went to shift and gun it out of the parking lot, nothing good happened. I know better than to rawhide first gear so I circled back around the back of the building to test out the gears again. They worked but not exactly the right way so I swung back around the front to give her a chance to rest and myself a chance to figure out what I could do next.

“Sounds like the clutch is sticking on you there pretty lady,” a male voice said from the doorway to the place I had just left a moment before. I glanced up to see the male counterpart of the couple I had been caught staring at inside. He smiled and motioned to the motorcycle, “Want me to take a look real fast?”

“Oh,” I smiled, “That’s mighty nice of you but I don’t want to impose.”

He waved me off to one side, “Impose? Shit, the only thing I like to touch more than a nice bike is a pretty woman and sometimes not even that.”

I stepped out of the way and let him take a look as the woman caught my eye and said, “He speaks the truth. His first wife made him choose between riding and fixing bikes and her.”

The man didn’t look up as he chimed in, “I didn’t even grab an extra pair of boxers on the way out the door.” He looked around, “Mind if I take her for a spin? Just around the lot here once to see how she feels?”

I smiled up at the woman standing next to me, “Alright but I get to keep her if you don’t bring that back.”

She elbowed me playfully, “Girl, don’t make him choose. I’m not sure which way it would go.” As we waited for her macho mechanic to make the rounds with my baby, the two of us made conversation. Turns out that not only did they enjoy catching my eye inside the place but it was them who had called for me on my way out. She said that they were excited to see such a friendly face and hoped to introduce themselves. “Guess we still haven’t done that part,” she said with a shrug then offered me her hand, “I’m Jill. That biker hunk on your ride is Max. What brings you along I-40 today?”

I told her a little bit about myself with a smile that I couldn’t hide. Quite a few memories of stories told by my Dad and grandfather came to mind. Stories of the times they had met a few helping hands along the way on one trip or another. I even told her the line my Dad told me several times about how riding with friends you make along the road is the best riding of all. She, in turn, told me a few things about the two of them.

To my surprise, she was the only one of them who came from a family of riders. Max had apparently come to the joy later in life. I didn’t ask her how old they were for obvious reasons but if he had been obsessed with riding machines for over a decade, it couldn’t have come any later than his late teens. Leave it to someone who comes from a long line of riders to think of someone getting interested in motorcycles at the age of around eighteen as having come to it later in life. She and I turned out to be kindred spirits at least in terms of our family lines. By the time Max was finished with his riding test, I felt like I had known Jill for half my life instead of just a few minutes. The new feeling of familiarity was almost enough to make the excitement from the way she kept looking at me fade into the background. I directed my attention to Max, who I didn’t get such direct sensual vibes from.

“Good news and bad news,” he paused and glanced at me, “I still don’t know your name.”

I passed by the comment I almost made about having just met them and instead smiled, “Amber. Bad news first please.”

“Amber,” he said with a sigh, “Something is definitely sticking with the clutch, and that is the bad news. The good news is that I don’t think it's anything serious and probably just needs a little tweak. I could do it but not without a few tools.”

“Will it ride?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah,” he nodded, “She’s a great bike, just needs a little touch here and there. How far are you going?” I told him where my brother lived in general terms and said I had about two hours left. He nodded after glancing towards Jill, “We’re going a ways past there. Why don’t you ride with us and we’ll help keep an eye on you and your girl here until you have to get off the high road.”

I glanced at each of them, “Seriously? That would be great!”

Within a few minutes we were riding, the three of us in a tiny little pack heading towards my destination. As many times as I had dreamed of riding with a group of my friends, I never could have imagined it would have happened like that. Luckily I had no trouble getting out of the lot and up to speed that time. After we worked our way through traffic as a group, we were cruising proper, like we’d been riding together for years.

We switched around the order, first starting with Max in the lead, me in the middle and Jill bringing up the rear. Second order held me in the lead with Jill behind me, and we kept rotating like that for a while until we stopped after another hour plus to eat a bite. The entire time we were riding I kept thinking of what the two had in mind as they flirtatiously tried to get my attention back at the first spot we met. True, I had stared at them for quite a while, and I didn’t immediately look away when Jill started to appear interested in more than a simple conversation. After trying to put the thoughts out of my mind, I directed my attention to the huge place we had stopped. I figured them the type to stop at the most standard issue biker bar spot on the road, and I was not completely wrong. It looked like a standard biker bar type place but it was huge and also had a truck stop feel to it in parts.

There were a few nicer places that I could immediately think of being better stopping options, but I kept my opinions of the place to myself, and when we walked inside, I was glad I did. With a rugged but clean décor, the inside was plenty nice. It even had showers and sleeping quarters for anyone who might need to take a longer than normal break or for truckers.

I saw Jill looking in my direction with another one of those smiles of hers that made me feel like she wished she had x-ray vision. I pointed at the surroundings and said, “Pretty awesome place.”

She glanced away from me and around the place, “Yeah I guess it is.” She intertwined her arm with mine and said, “Let's get a place to sit down.” When we found a nice enough spot she scooted over next to me and smiled, “You know, I wasn’t looking at the décor of this place when I had that look in my eyes. Has anyone ever told you how gorgeous you are?”

“Oh, come on,” I said while trying to act as if I had no idea what she might be thinking. There were two of them and one of me. Math was never my strong suit, but I knew that to add up to three which was more than had ever taken part in any sexual encounter ever. Still, the way they each looked at me made me wish they had already tried to take some liberties. In a secret place inside I wondered what would have happened if my bike wasn’t road worthy and they took me back inside of the place we met and took advantage of me. I felt my cheeks blush at the thought but pushed it aside as well as I could and said, “You’re just messing with me.”

“No, I should ask what your secret is,” she responded. “Long sexy legs, great body, long auburn hair.” She grabbed a lock of hers, “Mine is fake of course.”

“Are you kidding?” I asked, “You couldn’t learn anything from me. Your hair looks awesome, and you’re so sexy too. Both of you are for that matter. I bet Max has to fight for your honor every other week around these biker bars.”

“Girl, the stories I could tell,” she said. “Here comes the macho man himself. Did you get everything taken care of?”

Max sat down across from us and nodded at Jill, “Yep, all set.”

I didn’t know what they were talking about, but I was glad that the conversation went away from me a little bit after Max sat down. Not that I didn’t enjoy the praise that I was getting from Jill, but the shy part of me was beginning to clamp down on the excitement I was feeling at the sensual way things were going between the three of us. My mind shifted back to the trip as Jill and Max spoke about food options. I had called my brother when we arrived at the little rugged delicatessen, and he was more than glad that I had found some people to ride with. He might not feel the same way if he saw the way they looked at me and knew the thoughts I was having about them. I realized then that Max was talking about the clutch problem and seemed to be diagnosing it as well as he could. Unfortunately, from the sound of it, it would have been something fairly easy to fix if I had gotten a mechanic to look at it before the purchase was final.

He even suggested that I could have probably talked the price down some but said other than that, it was a deal well worth the price since the problem would be a relatively easy fix. Jill agreed with him but added that she never liked to get someone to look at a car or motorcycle before a purchase because she thought they would find things that weren’t really wrong just to charge for fixing it. I replied that it was true, but that was what made it important to have a good mechanic that you could trust.

Max loved that point, “Damn right lady. Don’t let them touch your bike if you wouldn’t let them touch your tits,” Max said and took a swig of the drink in front of him which looked to be a soft drink of some kind.

“Max!” Jill slapped his hand from across the table.

“What?” he demanded, “You wanted me to say the other way?” Jill tried to scramble and say no but he was already talking, and the smirk on his face made me feel a little uneasy. “Don’t let them touch your bike if you wouldn’t let them touch your pussy.” He glared at Jill who had placed her face into her hands, “Is that better? Oh, don’t act like you haven’t been wanting to get your hands all over her since we met back there.”

“Max,” Jill said softly, “I haven’t had much time to talk to Amber yet. You’re going to scare her for gods sake.”

I actually thought it was pretty decent advice, at least in principle, and thought to add a little humor to the end of the comments by saying, “Max, I’m shocked. I mean, I let you touch and ride my bike.”

Jill was shaking her head in a way that suggested she wanted to hide under the table and wished I hadn’t said it, but Max looked me right in the eye and winked as he finished off his first glass of the soft-drink, “Yeah, how about that?”

I suddenly felt Jill’s hand on my thigh, and a quick surge of feelings ran through my mind. They were going to make a pass at me. I just knew it. What would I do? Maybe I should turn my mind off and just go with what my body wanted.

“Let me out darling,” she said and then scooted out after I let her out and moved over next to Max. I sat back down as she leaned in and said something quietly into his ear. My mind wondered what they were talking about, but it was clearly about me based on the way Max kept looking at me during the whispered conversation. Each time he did Jill would remind him to look away from me, and his face began to look a little bit red as if he were blushing.

Finally, she leaned back up, and he said, “I think I should say I’m sorry if I have insulted you or what was the word… offended you. You’re just so damn sexy, and we thought we were reading in your eyes what we felt. I guess we wanted to...”

“Let's just say it was a huge misunderstanding and leave it at that,” Jill said.

I looked at them both and suddenly understood exactly what had been happening. They weren’t privy to the thoughts and feelings that I had been hiding from them since we met. Max led the way away from the table followed by Jill, but I stood up behind them and yelled, “Jill!”

When she turned around, I grabbed her face and planted my lips onto hers in a rushed kiss. It lasted about five seconds before she adjusted, grabbed my face as well and went to work leading a much more delicate kiss. She pulled back first and held a curious smile, “Whoa! Amber?”

I shook my head as my breathing quickened, “There was no misunderstanding.”

“No?” she asked.

“No.”

Max looked into my eyes with a much more hungry look than I had seen in him up until that point but said nothing as he walked in the opposite direction passed Jill and me. I followed him with my gaze and then turned around to see Jill right in my face again.

She gave me a little peck on the lips and grabbed my hand and led me to follow him towards the back of the larger rear area of the place. Away from the front deli part of the stopping place, the back resembled a truck stop only was much nicer with several showers and places for truckers or riders of one type or another. I didn’t remember hearing either of their names over the loudspeaker, but Max opened one of the doors and walked inside.

I felt more excited than I can remember as Jill led me into the large room that held everything from a bed to a shower and a bench over to one side. Each of them took off their leather jackets and placed them over to one side. Jill walked up to me and started taking mine off. I let her take that off and then pushed her back and took my shirt off over my head and unbuckled my belt and chaps. Each of them was doing the same. I couldn’t imagine three bikers taking leathers off so fast but within a few more seconds they each were coming to me.

I traded kisses with them both until I finally could wait no more and jumped into Max’s arms and wrapped my limbs around him. The way his strong arms grabbed me tightly was offset by the gentle way Jill rubbed my back and reached around to caress my breasts. We were all over each other for a few minutes, and I didn’t even remember exactly how the rest of my clothing was removed. Something about the way we all shared the steamy sweat of the room we were in made everything that much more forbidden and that much hotter at the same time.

Max reached down and directed his swollen cock into my pussy, and I threw my head back with a yelp of desire. He thrust himself into me easily at first and then faster as I leaned back against Jill, who helped hold me up while massaging and working over my breasts like she had done it a million times. They each knew exactly what to do to me to make me feel amazing, and I was more glad with each passing sensation, each passing second that I decided to make the move and take the risk when I did.

His hips banged against mine with a slap that I knew anyone walking down the hall would easily hear, not to mention the way we were moaning and groaning as a group. Somehow the thought of someone hearing me taking part in a threesome made it all that much more erotic and incredible. My abs tightened as I rolled my hips against Max and thrust my breasts into Jill’s mouth more with each thrust.

Abruptly the positions changed. Jill walked over to lay on a bench next to the shower and Max carried me over there to her where she had her thighs spread wide and was fingering her pussy. She motioned for me to get my face down there. Honestly, I didn’t know what to do or what I was doing, but I went with the moment to get into the situation, and I decided to keep going deeper.

My arms pushed her thighs out as I began to aggressively lick her pussy. It felt as amazing as it did when some guy did it to me even though I was the one giving her oral sex. Max meanwhile grabbed my hips and shoved himself into my pussy again, this time from behind. Once again the sound filled the room as Jill, and I moaned loudly, and Max grunted, the three of us working like a well oiled sexual machine.

Jill was working over her own breasts and began to buck her hips as if she were close to an orgasm. Within a few seconds she had squirted into my face, and I looked up at her, licking her cum off of my face with a hungry smile before going back down. I found myself quickly headed towards an orgasm as Max kept filling me perfectly with his huge cock. My head swung up, and I slapped the bench and cursed as I felt the orgasm wash over me.

Sitting up and walking over to the shower, Jill turned it on to a warm stream and stood underneath it, allowing the water to wash over her. I joined her and began to feel her breasts between my fingers. She spun me around against the shower wall and then pushed me down into a sitting position on the shower bench. Leaning down, she spread my thighs out wide and began running her fingers over my clit. Quickly she changed to licking up the sides of my pussy lips, and I saw Max staring at her from behind.

I never thought I would know what it was like to have a front row seat as a man plunged his shaft into another woman but there I was, not only witnessing the amazing way he filled her from behind but receiving pleasure myself at the same time. It was all so much that another orgasm was already building inside of me, and I knew it was going to be a really big one.

Max’s pace was much harder and faster with Jill, and I loved the way her body jerked with each hard thrust into her. My hands clawed at the shower walls as the three of us made more noise than we had yet. If someone walking down the hall could have heard us before, someone sitting in the back of the deli section might clearly hear us at that point. The thought once again pushed me onto another level of pleasure, and I felt the second climax claim me, my hands falling down the shower walls as I slumped in the bliss of the orgasmic feeling.

I was in a bit of a fog as I felt myself shifted around so that Jill was sitting behind me, wrapping her arms around me as the shower water washed over the both of us. Max was standing in front of us as Jill lifted me so that I was sitting in her lap. Max grabbed my legs and raised them high to either side and shoved his cock quickly and powerfully into me. His thrusts were so hard that my head was bumping the shower wall harder each time. Suddenly he stopped, and I looked down to see that Jill had shifted her legs wide and her hips forward so that Max only had to crouch down a little and he could plunge into her pussy as well.

His stomach still brushed against my pussy while he was slamming into hers and then he moved back up to me. He went on, in the same way, thrusting hard several times into me and then into Jill and then back to me. We were yelling so loud that I can’t believe someone didn’t break in to see what the hell was going on. He pushed himself faster and harder into each of us all the more as he got close to his climax. Finally, he stood back and pumped his hand over his shaft as he blew the load all over us. The shower water washed all of us off as we sat there in exhaustion.

Afterward, we all dried off and began to put our clothing back on. Max was quiet and brooding, back to his normal self but Jill and I were chatting like we were best friends. Shortly we were outside and ready to ride after the incredible extended break. The ride felt a little different for that last leg, but when it was time for me to exit, they came with me for long enough to ensure that I would be able to safely get to my brother's house.

In the end, they didn’t even give me a way to contact them. I was left with the most incredible and amazing sexual experience of my life and didn’t know if I would ever have hope of seeing them again. Likely it was the last time anything like that would ever happen, but I set out that day to be more open to such experiences when they presented themselves. As it turns out, threesomes can be very sexy and very hot indeed. Now, I know.


3. A Woman Scorned: Revenge MFM Threesome Sex by Kaylee Jones

When Alice catches her husband with the babysitter, her ‘perfect’ life goes right out the window.  Luckily, her older brother is there to save the day and with the help of a friend, Annie puts her soon-to-be ex-husband right where he belongs.

I had always been the good one.  I grew up in a very normal family, with two brothers and a sister.  And of course, we had a golden retriever in the household.  As the baby of the herd, I was probably granted more slack than anyone since, by the time I came around, my parents were tired of it all.  But instead of taking advantage, I strove to prove that I was worthy of their disinterest.  I know that that does not make any sense, but I wanted to prove to my parents and to my siblings that despite the lack of oversight, I was behaving myself, and I was on the right path.  I got straight A’s, I had an after school job starting in high school, I played in the band, I went to church and youth group, all of it.  I chose a reasonably priced college since my parents were then approaching retirement age and even graduated early with more straight A’s.

After graduation, I got a job, and an apartment and immediately became self-sufficient.  I saw too many of my classmates slink back home with their diplomas rolled up in their back pockets.  They took up residence in their childhood bedrooms and sat around while their parents continued to ‘parent’ them.  I refused to do that to myself or to my parents.  It was a horrible thing to watch as these aging parents now had to face the fact that they were still in the process of coddling their adult children.

I worked as a social worker in a nearby hospital and lived as frugally as I could possibly manage.  I packed my lunches every day, hardly ever went out to dinner, and even took the bus whenever I could.  And by almost anyone’s standards, it all paid off.  Not only did I have my own nest egg even at my pitiable salary, but I landed one of the doctors at the hospital, Thomas.  We got married and produced three more grandchildren for my parents.  I always got my own separate paragraph in the family Christmas letter.  That seemed to be the pinnacle of success in my narrow little world.

But never once did anyone in my life stop me and ask what I really wanted.  I had worked my whole life to prove myself worthy and successful, but I was never really happy.  I had never had many true friends despite a large social circle of acquaintances.  Sure, I had a huge expensive house with maid service and yard service, and three great children.  But it was all for show.

I did not realize just how bad it was until I walked in on my husband fucking the nanny on our custom-made chocolate leather couch.  Talk about a wakeup call.

I was proud of the nest egg I had built before we got married and he was proud of, well, his everything.  So we had signed a prenuptial agreement, with adultery stipulations on both sides.  I calmly snapped pictures of his bare ass and her legs wrapped around him before I cleared my throat to announce my presence.

It was almost comical the way they scrambled for cover while I stood there stone-faced.

I had literally caught him red-handed, and he knew it.  He knew that he was going to be paying for it for the rest of his life too.  I fired the nanny while she was still naked, and kicked him out of the house right then and there, barely giving him enough time to get dressed.  I made up some story about his last-minute work trip for the kids’ and bought pizza for dinner to distract them.

That night I called my mom to explain the situation, and she was horrified.  I was beyond embarrassed that my perfect little life had blown up in my face, and I had nowhere to run to maintain my cover of happiness.  I was scrambling as awkwardly as my soon-to-be ex-husband and the now fired nanny.  I knew my paragraph in the family newsletter was going to be a lot shorter this year.

I had long since quit my job so the next morning once the kids were off to school, I was able to spend the entire day reading over our prenuptial papers and planning my next moves.  As the smiling wife of a doctor, no one ever assumes that you actually have a brain.  Unfortunately, my doctor husband did not count on it either.  When I called a divorce lawyer, I could hear him chuckling over the phone.

“We’ll nail him to the wall.  You say you actually have pictures?”

“Oh yes, several of them in the act and a couple of them scrambling to get dressed.  I made sure to get their faces as proof.”

I was still calm and rational about the entire incident.

He promised to start the paperwork right away.  After I made an appointment to meet with him the next day, I called my older brother.  As the eldest of the entire brood, you would think he was the most successful.  But he really wasn’t.  He was a nice enough guy with a decent job, but very mediocre by most standards.  The thing I always loved about him the most was his devious mind.

I explained the situation as calmly as I could and asked him if he could help me plot the perfect revenge.  He agreed to help me with a devilish laugh in his voice.  We made arrangements for my kids to spend the weekend at his house with their cousins while he and I plotted in the McMansion.

After I hung up, I was scared because my cheeks were wet.  I was not an overly emotional person, but I mourned the loss of my perfection.  And the good doctor was going to pay for that loss in spades.  And even better than that, I was bound and determined to find myself after almost thirty-five years of wondering and wandering.

****

On Friday after school, I dropped my kids off with my sister-in-law and picked my brother up.  On our way home, we made sure to grab a pizza and several bottles of wine.  His eyes were already gleaming with a devilish glint, and I was actually excited to hear what he was planning.

Once we got home, I changed into yoga pants and a tee shirt while he opened the first bottle.  Once we were all curled up on the couch together, he started with a few questions.

“So you actually walked in on him having sex with her?”

I nodded, “Yeah, it was pretty bad.”

“What a fucking moron,” he observed.

I laughed, “You could say that.”

“And you have pictures?”

“Yeah, I snapped a few before they realized I was there.”

“They’re both morons,” he muttered.

“So what do I do?” I had never been good at the devious side of life.

“Well, I think the best revenge is sex.”

“What?  I don’t want to have sex with him!”

“Well, you might have to, just once more.  But don’t worry, I can get you a nice young guy from my construction site to make it worthwhile.”

“What are you talking about?” I was floored; I had only ever had sex with my husband.

Michael launched into his plan.  He basically wanted me to set the good doctor up, to arrange it so that he would walk in on me and this young stud my brother was going to send.

“I don’t know, it sounds crazy.” I was really unconvinced that this was a good idea.

“What if he uses it in the divorce?”

“You already talked to a lawyer, right?  So technically, you have already started proceedings and are free to do what you want.”

I swallowed down the last of the first bottle and opened the second one while I pondered the plan.

“Michael, I just don’t know.  I mean, what is this young man going to think of you sending him over to have sex with your baby sister?”

Michael laughed, “I know just the guy, and he won’t mind at all.  He loves blondes who are in good shape, and you fit the bill.”

I blushed at my brother’s compliment, “I never knew you were a pimp.”

He laughed so hard he almost spilled his wine.

“I’m just a big brother.”

“If you can get Dr. Doofus over here, I can get Jeff over here.”

“Well, okay.” I agreed reluctantly, but I was actually kind of interested in trying out this young guy.  The good doctor had long since given up trying to have sex with me, and I missed it.

“Well, text him or something.”

I reached for my cell phone and punched out a message.

[Can you come by tomorrow?  The kids are gone, and we need to discuss the specifics of the divorce.]

There was a long pause, and then I received my reply.

[Sure.]

[Fine, see you at 8:00.]

Michael nodded, “Great, I will have Jeff over here about 6:00 so things will be nice and warmed up with Dr. Doofus arrives.”

“D-Do you have a picture of this Jeff?” I was nervous again.

“I’ll have him send one over.”

He typed away on his phone and grinned at me.  It dinged a few moments later.

[I like the way you think.]

“What did you tell him?” I demanded to Michael when he read the answer to me.

“I explained the situation and sent him your picture.”

“And?  Did he send one too?”

Michael nodded again and flipped the phone around to show me.

Jeff, the young man in question, was in his mid-twenties, with short blonde hair, a big grin, and he was shirtless.  His upper body seemed to be nothing but muscle, and with his jeans slung low on his hips, you could see the defined V of his torso disappearing into the denim.  For an old straight man, at least my brother had good taste.  I must have been grinning when I nodded because Michael chuckled and patted my shoulder.

“I wouldn’t steer you wrong, baby sister.”

Jeff agreed to arrive at 6:00 so that we had plenty of time to set the scene.  After we firmed the plans, Michael and I settled back on the couch with our pizza and wine and watched some terrible 80s movie on television.

Afterwards, Michael crashed in the guest bedroom so he did not have to drive.  He had agreed to be there when Jeff arrived just in case something went weird.

The next morning after I made pancakes for us, Michael sent me off to the spa and to buy something for that evening’s events.  A few hours later I returned with a new hairdo, red fingernails and toenails, and baby smooth skin from head to toe.  Michael wanted to see what I had bought to wear, but I gave him the brush-off since my big brother did not really need to see my new black lacy lingerie.

We had the rest of the pizza for an early dinner and then he shooed me upstairs to get ready.  I came back down shortly before six, and spun on my high heels for my brother.

“Nice!  Jeff is going to flip his wig, sis,” Michael grinned.

“Why?” I looked down at myself.  I mean, I looked nice, but not really sexy enough for a young guy in his twenties.

“Just trust me,” Michael replied.

When the doorbell rang, Michael told me to duck into the kitchen while he grabbed the door.  I could hear two deep voices talking low, and then Michael called out to me.

When I stepped out of the kitchen on trembling knees, the young blonde man at the door lit up in a huge grin.

“Mike!  Are you insane?  Just handing over this gorgeous woman to the likes of me?”

Michael clapped him on the back and pushed him forward towards me.  Jeff strolled over like he was the king of the castle and took my hand gently.  His lips were warm and soft when he pressed them to the inside of my wrist, and I felt a flutter in my tummy that I hardly recognized anymore.

“You two have fun,” Michael grinned as he quietly closed the front door behind himself.

****

Once Michael had left my house, Jeff took my elbow and led me to the couch where I had wine set up on the coffee table.

“Michael explained the situation to me, and when I saw your picture, I knew I had to make this guy pay for not appreciating you,” his chiseled jaw revealed a dimple when he grinned at me.

“Well, I am a little nervous,” I admitted quietly.

“It’s quite alright, I understand.  I’ll go slow,” he winked at me.

With gentle fingers, he brushed my hair back from my cheek, and I shivered at his touch.  I did not realize how long it had been until his warm skin against mine made me sigh.  He leaned in, and I thought he was going to kiss me, but instead he brushed his lips along my jawline towards my ear.  His teeth closed lightly on my earlobe, and I sighed again, feeling my body surrender before my mind was ready.  He pulled back with a cocky grin and handed me one of the full wine glasses.

“How about we get to know each other just a little?”

“Um, okay,” I nodded as I took a healthy swig.

“So Michael tells me you caught this Dr. Doofus with the babysitter?”

I felt my cheeks flush, “Uh huh.”

“Please tell me she was at least of age,” Jeff rolled his eyes.

I laughed, “Yeah, she’s a college student.”

“And they were right here?” he gestured to the couch we were sitting on.

I nodded again, “Yeah, I just walked in on them.”

“Then that’s where he will find us,” Jeff winked at me.

“Are we really going to… you know…” my voice trailed off nervously.

“Have sex?”

I nodded, feeling my cheeks bloom pink.

He laughed a little at me, “If you can’t even say it, then it might get a little more difficult, but that was the plan here, right?”

I nodded again, feeling like a stupid bobblehead doll.

His fingertips trailed up my bare thigh casually, “I just can’t believe he would be so stupid…”

I watched his hand movements and blushed again.  His eyes met mine as I took another sip of wine, and with one finger he pushed the glass up until I had finished it.

“You’re going to need to relax a little if this is going to work,” he chuckled.

He took the glass from my hand as my hands started to tingle and I gasped when his lips met mine.  His kiss had the urgency of a young man who had been promised sex, and I found myself responding in kind.  I tasted the deep red wine on his tongue as it danced with mine, and I started to wonder what that tongue would feel like in other places.

As his teeth nipped my lower lip, his hands circled my waist, and he pulled me to his lap.  Before I realized what was happening, I was straddling this sexy young man and could feel a distinct bulge pressing up into the lacy panties under my dress.  I had forgotten just how eager young cocks could be as I wriggled against him.

I felt a light tickling on my back and then a cool breeze as he slid my zipper down.  When he pulled the top of my dress off, I heard him exhale sharply as my lace covered tits popped into view.

“Damn,” he grinned at me.

I sat up straighter, pushing them right in front of his face.  He yanked the lacy cups down to expose me and closed his lips around one of my tight pink nipples.  His fingers rolled and pinched the other as he flicked his tongue and I arched my back into his teasing.

His hips bucked upwards into me, and I could tell his swollen cock was eager to be free of its denim prison.  I reached between our bodies and squeezed it gently, making him moan against my tit.

“Stand up,” he whispered hoarsely.

I clamored off his lap and stood in front of him.

“Take the dress off,” he ordered me, his hungry eyes giving me the courage to strip in front of him.

I wriggled my hips and slid the dress down my legs until it as on the floor.  As I stepped out, I lightly kicked it to one side and stood in front of him in nothing but my high heels and my black lacy panties, with the black lace bra pulled down to expose my tits.

When he stood up and grabbed me, his biceps bulged as he lowered me to the couch.  Now he was standing with that incredible bulge right in front of my eyes.

I ran my fingernails up the length and grinned when he shivered.

“You don’t have to,” he mumbled.

“Oh but I want to,” I punctuated my statement with a light squeeze.

I felt like a virgin teenager as I eagerly unzipped his jeans.  His thick cock bobbed out excitedly, and I wrapped my fingers around him.  I loved the groan he gave me as I started to stroke him lightly.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, his knees buckled slightly.  He pulled his hips back and withdrew his cock from my teasing.  When I looked up in confusion, he winked and dropped to his knees.

Jeff hooked his thumbs in the strings of my panties and peeled them away from my damp flesh.  His tongue felt like hot velvet when he stroked it against my skin, and I shivered.  His strong hands pressed my thighs open, and he buried his face between my legs.  I had been wondering what his tongue would feel like, but my imagination was nothing compared to the tight little circles he drew against my throbbing clit.  He slid two fingers inside and found just the right angle to make me groan deeply.  When he caught it between his lips and flicked fast and hard, I gasped and arched and exploded.

“Jeff,” I moaned loudly as I buried my hands in his thick blonde hair.

Just as I eased back down from the shuddering climax, I heard the key in the door.  With a grin, Jeff buried his face back between my thighs and I came again just as the good doctor strolled into the house.

“What the fuck?” he thundered, but it was almost completely drowned out by my screaming and moaning.

Once I had finished, Jeff stood up, and with his thick cock bobbing in front of him, he decked my husband squarely across the jaw.  Thomas reeled backwards and in his surprise, Jeff was able to overpower him and somehow handcuff him to a dining room chair.

With Thomas thrashing in his bonds, Jeff calmly walked back over to me.  Facing me so that Thomas could not see his face, he winked and mouthed ‘now for the real show.'

Jeff sat back down on the couch next to me, and I stood up to lose the last remaining piece of clothing on my body.  I removed the black lace bra and tossed it towards Thomas.  Jeff pointed behind me, and I busted into laughter when I saw the skimpy garment laid across Thomas’s groin.

I leaned over so that Thomas had a perfect view of my well-tongued pussy and kissed Jeff hard.  When we broke the kiss, Jeff whispered in my ear.

“How about you go get him good and worked up, then come back here and fuck me while he watches?”

I kissed him again and sauntered over to Thomas in nothing but those black patent leather high heels and slightly mussed hair.

“Hiya doc,” I giggled.

“What the fuck?” he repeated as he pulled at the handcuffs.

Without answering his question, I forced his legs apart and knelt between them.  When I unzipped his khakis, his cock was already half hard.  I gave him the best blow job of his life with Jeff watching.  I sucked and stroked his cock while I tickled his balls until I felt that telltale swelling that precipitated his orgasm.  As soon as I felt his balls tighten up, I released him completely and walked back over to Jeff.

“Fuck!  Alice!  Get back here!” Thomas screamed at me as he tried in vain to reach his cock himself.

I straddled Jeff’s waiting lap and felt his thickness slide deep inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered as I clutched his shoulders.

“Louder,” Jeff grinned, “so he can hear you.”

“Oh fuck!” I hollered.

Thomas had gone silent behind me.

“Never had one so big,” I continued as I gyrated my hips on top of Jeff’s lap.

Jeff’s nails gripped my ass hard as he guided me up and down his cock.  His biceps bulged, and his abs contracted, and I wanted to lick every muscle of his young taut body.  I felt the heat bloom hot in my belly as I admired his hard chest, and his cock stretched me as he filled me.

“You gonna cum for me again?” his dirty words stoked the fire.

“Yes, yes, please,” I begged.

He forced his hips up and yanked me down so that he was balls-deep inside me and I screamed his name as I came.

“Jeff, Jeff, Jeff,” I panted.

I felt my inner muscles grabbing his cock tightly, and he grunted once and then slammed into me one more time.  I felt his hot seed coat my pussy as the jets pumped into me.

“Oh God yes, Alice, yes,” he bellowed as he came.

I finally collapsed forward against his chest, and his strong hands stroked my hair down my back.

“Goddamn it,” Thomas mumbled.

I turned slightly to see him, his cock straining purple and leaking pre-cum.  I was going to mouth off to him, but Jeff beat me to it.

“You see?  This is a real woman, and this is what a real man would give her.  I don’t even know what you are,” Jeff gestured to Thomas with a dismissive wave of his hand.

“So, lover, what do you think?  Does he deserve to cum too?” I giggled against Jeff’s chest.

“Hmm, I’m just not sure.  I mean, I think that should be up to you.  Do you want to leave him like that?”

I laughed as I looked at my ex-husband straining in the dining room chair, trying to point his cock in the vicinity of my dripping pussy.  I finally climbed off my young stud and sauntered over there, still wearing my high heels.

“You tell me.  What is an orgasm worth to you, Dr. Doofus?”

“What did you c-c-call me?”  Thomas stuttered, but I could not tell if it was anger or sexual frustration.

“Dr. Doofus.  How bad do you want to cum?”

I leaned over and lightly tickled his full balls, making him gasp and squirm.  He froze when I squeezed them lightly.  The squirming started again when I went back to tickling the tight sac.

“Do you want to cum?” I asked him again firmly, letting my fingertips drift up the underside of his cock.

He groaned painfully and nodded, “Y-Y-Yes.”

“How badly?” I let my fingertips drift back down.

“God, please,” he begged.

“Double the alimony?”

“W-What?”

“Double the alimony in the divorce?”  To emphasize my position of power, I wrapped my fingers around the head of his cock and gave it a gentle squeeze.

“Y- Yes!  Double!”

“Jeff, did you hear that?  Will you be my witness?”

“Damn skippy, I heard that he will double your alimony for one little orgasm.”

I grinned and tightened my grip on his throbbing cock.  With just a few fast and firm strokes, his heavy balls tightened, and his cock twitched with spasms.  When the first jet struck his button-down shirt, I released his cock completely, and the remaining spurts just fell onto the leg of his pants.

“Fuck me!  Fuck you!” he screamed at me as his ruined orgasm dribbled out futilely.

Jeff busted into gales of laughter, “Remind me not to piss you off, baby!”

I strolled back to Jeff and bent over with my legs splayed apart.  I planted a deep hot kiss on his lips, knowing that Thomas could see the evidence of Jeff’s explosive orgasm still glistening on my inner thighs.

****

Jeff and I had to wait a good long time before we released Thomas from his handcuffs, and even then we made sure that Michael came back over.  Michael walked in to me, and Jeff snuggled up together on the couch, and Thomas still handcuffed to the dining room chair with his wilted dick flopped out of his pants.  When Michael finally released him, Thomas stormed out of the house that night in a horrible huff.  Michael nearly broke a rib when Jeff and I told him what we did.

Once Jeff left for the night, Michael did tell me how proud of me he was.  And he slept in the guest room just in case Thomas returned for vengeance.  The next morning we changed the locks on the house to protect me and the kids, and we drove over to Michael’s place so I could bring the kids home.

The divorce attorney listened to my "edited" story, and we nailed Thomas to the wall for alimony and child support using mostly the picture evidence.  I sold the giant mansion and downsized to the cutest little ranch style home that was perfect for our family.  The kids love their new school and have gotten used to the visitation schedule.  We still exchange them in public places, since I am not sure how angry Thomas remains.

My mother and my sisters were confused as to why Thomas had been so generous with the divorce settlement, but Michael helped me cover everything over politely.  Michael and I have stayed very close since the incident, and I like having family around right now.  We spend more time together, and my kids are having fun with their cousins.  Despite the generous payments from Thomas, I also got a part-time job to help make ends meet and to fill the time.  It’s nice to have something to do during the day, and my afternoons and evenings stay busy with the kids and my…

Oh, did I not mention that?  Jeff and I actually kept seeing each other after everything, and he is talking about moving into our house in the near future.  And he promises never to do anything with the babysitter that I don’t approve of.  Lucky for me, we have a nice young college man to babysit!


4. Lust at the Library: FFM Threesome Sex in Public by Sofia Miller

It had been far too long since I’d enjoyed the company of a man, and it was beginning to get to me.  I was working at the library, the place I loved most, but my job wasn’t bringing me any satisfaction at all.  In fact, when I started hearing mysterious moaning coming from the reference section, my job became pure torture! But nobody else seemed to hear what I was hearing--I was beginning to wonder if I was truly going crazy--that is, until I met Liza and Sean, who showed me the only thing that was crazy was denying myself all of the pleasure I’d been so desperately craving!

The moaning had started again.  I was the Lead Librarian at the public library.  All week, faintly, barely noticeable, I’d heard the sounds of moans coming from the upstairs reference section above me.  It was hard to tell their nature.  Sometimes it was ghostly, other times it sounded like someone in pain.  But when I heard a spiraling, yearning cry, rising in pitch, penetrating through the ceiling, it seemed unmistakably sexual.  As distant as the moans were, once I was aware of them, they were all I could hear.  They tormented me.

But they seemed to torment me, alone.  Nobody else seemed to notice.  While I was finding myself distracted, listening intently for the moaning to begin again, other people were going about their business as usual.  None of my coworkers and colleagues mentioned it.  And in a horribly embarrassing moment, I even attempted to ask one of the patrons if they were aware of it.

“Do you hear that?” I said, stopping suddenly as I lead a middle aged woman through the stacks to find a specific Ruth Rendell book to satiate her mystery fix.

“Hear what?” she asked.

“That!” I cried, a little too loudly for the library when I heard the sounds of unmistakable male grunting.  “That primal grunting and moaning?” My eyes were pleading, desperate for someone to confirm my reality.

She looked at me skeptically as we stood there silently, but the sounds had stopped.

“I actually think I already read that Ruth Rendell,” she said with a face that accused me of being a pervert before she sped walked away.

Maybe I was crazy.  Maybe I was a pervert.  To tell the truth, after nearly a year without the company of a man, my dreams had become wild and vivid with all that I’d been longing for and unable to attain.  Now, it seemed, I was filled with so much pent up frustration I was hallucinating the sounds of what I so desperately needed:  Cries of passion, rhythmic pounding, the sound of balls slapping ass with every deep, hard thrust.  My imagination ran amok, filling in the blanks to further describe the naughty scene I believed was playing out upstairs.  The line between my dirty fantasies and boring reality kept moving.

It was hard to know why I was so hard up.  I was still young, in my early thirties, and attractive in my bookish way.  But after my breakup last year, my life had fallen into a boring routine of work, reading, television and sleep.  I rarely went out anymore, and the more entrenched in this routine I got, the more I yearned to change it, the more exhausting the notion of changing it became.

And so I lived in my fantasies.  Average things took on an erotic tinge.  Every person I encountered seemed ripe with sexuality.   Mundane descriptions of male figures in books set my clit on edge.  Television actors made their way into my fantasies, whether I found them attractive or not.  Once, sweeping the floor, I found myself contemplating if it would be safe to slide the broom handle inside of me, just to see how far it would go.  Horrified at myself, I abandoned the task.  No wonder library ghosts were singing erotic songs to me at work.  I was a mess.

It was nearly time to lock up for the day.  I went upstairs to the reference section to put back some items and look around for the source of the moaning.  It was normally deserted up there, save for a few academics.  But today there were two young, attractive college-aged students, a boy, and a girl, pouring over their books and taking studious notes in silence.

“I’m sorry, but it’s time for me to lock up,” I told them.  They both looked up startled by the interruption, so absorbed were they in their reading.  For a moment, I wondered if perhaps I had found the culprits, but they both looked pristine and put together--none of the sweaty hair or mussed clothes that the wild moaning would indicate the perps would have.  No, once again I was projecting my own ridiculous fantasies on two unassuming people.

“Sorry,” the girl said, with an embarrassed smile.  “I didn’t realize it had gotten so late.  I hope we aren’t holding you up.”  She had a pretty, sun-kissed face with a smattering of freckles, thick wavy blonde hair with dark undertones.  I imagined she spent her weekends at the beach, un-self conscious in a revealing bikini, letting the sun bathe her body until it glowed, golden with warmth.  And yet, what a good girl she was, studying studiously until the last moment she could at the library.

“Not at all,” I smiled.  “Happy to see people using the facilities so enthusiastically.”

“We’ve got a big final project coming up for our American History class,” the boy explained.  He, too, was tan and athletic, though with a darker, olive complexion.  His dark hair and Roman nose gave him the look of some pagan God.  I wondered if the college still had toga parties.

“If you need any help with your research, don’t hesitate to ask,” I offered.  I’ll help you put up your books, and you can follow me out.”

They trailed behind me as I put up the books and made one more round to make sure there was nobody left in the place.  We made our way downstairs, but on the way out, I realized if anyone had seen or heard anything, it would be these two.

“Say...did you notice anything strange while you were up in the reference section?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” the boy asked.

“Did you hear any strange noises up there?”

The two looked at each other, confused, and shrugged in unison.

“No.  But then, we were pretty locked into what we were doing,” the girl said.  “Why?”

So, I was crazy.  That was it.  My desperation had made me go literally insane.  I let out a sigh.

“No reason.  I just thought I heard something up there.”  I opened the door for them and locked it behind me.

That night, I fell into bed and was immediately overtaken by dreams.  I was floating in a life raft on the shore of a blinding white beach, trying to propel myself to sea with only a broken paddle.  The girl from the reference section was there, sunbathing naked, her legs spread as the waves lapped at her open pussy.  Her head was tossed back, as the moans that had plagued me began to sound.  There was the boy, toga clad, Zeus-like, standing over her, manipulating the waves telekinetically, making them pull and splash upon her clit, orchestrating her moans.  The water flowed in and out of her breathing, sighing pussy, the source of the ocean tide.  I knew they were calling me to shore, could feel the pull of the waves and the moans, and paddled harder to escape.  An enormous wave lifted me up and threw me, in my small boat, and I went sailing towards them, poised to land between her welcoming, open legs, more wet, pulsating and gushing than the waves that had been whipping it into a frenzy.  I woke with a start, hitting the mattress hard as though I’d been hovering above it.

The next day at work I told my coworkers I had a project to complete in the reference section, and disappeared upstairs without explaining further.  I hid in the stacks, idly reorganizing, waiting to see if the couple would come in again.

Sure enough, they did.  She was in a white sun dress, little eyelet exposing bits of her tan skin, her skirt short and bouncy, her long, toned legs exposed all the way up.  She was the kind of girl who somehow looked more innocent the more she was exposed, carefree and without self-conscious about her body.  Today he wore a fitted black tee-shirt and khakis that showed the shape of his finely sculpted ass.  The two of them were an impressive care.  You wouldn’t think from looking at them that they’d be such studious students, but they sat down at a table, all business, opened their books and got to studying.  I watched from behind the stacks like a lunatic, my heart beating wildly in anticipation of what they might do, but they only studied.  They whispered to each other questions, pointed to certain passages in their books that somehow related to what they were talking about, wrote things in their notebook.  They simply studied for a full hour.  I had lost my mind.

Ashamed and, quite frankly, worried about my mental health, I started to sneak away, but that’s when the girl stood up and went over to the boy.  She sat down on the table before him, letting her legs fall open, casually--I wondered if she even realized she was exposing her pink panties to him.  She reached forward and brushed a lock of his dark hair out of his eyes and smiled at him.  She said something to him I couldn’t hear, and he smiled back as he began to unzip his pants.  I placed a hand over my mouth to keep myself from exclaiming in shock as he pulled out his long, thick cock, perfectly straight and erect.  He stroked it a couple of times enticingly, and the girl hopped off the table giddily, knelt down between his legs, and began to suck his incredible cock with hungry excitement.  A kid playing with a new toy on Christmas.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  It was not even noon on a weekday.  Anyone could walk up here at any moment and find these two.  They didn’t even look concerned with the notion--no furtive glances to see if anyone was around.  They were only concerned with the task at hand.  He breathed heavily with deep sighs and gasps as her mouth stretched wide around his fat cock, taking it down her throat easily.  She slid back up and sucked on the tip noisily, swirling her tongue around it.  He reached out and grabbed her hair, but she didn’t let up, bringing him close to the edge as his body began to buck.  Then, the little tease, she released his cock and stood up, abruptly.   A teasing smile on her face, she pulled her top down just enough to give him a peek at her perky, pointy tits.  He reached for them, and she pulled her top up, laughing.  She turned away from him, but he caught her around the waist and spanked her ass playfully.  She took his hand and began heading towards the stacks where I was hiding.  I quickly ducked around the corner, peeking at them from behind a stack of books.

She pulled him into the corner and kissed him deeply, letting her tongue dance around his, sucking on the tip of it gently and giggling.  He spun her around and lifted her dress off of her in one motion, letting his fingers trail down her body until he got to her pink cotton panties, which he tugged upward, letting the cotton fill her crevice.  She leaned forward, arching her back, her hands on the bookshelf in front of her as he grabbed two fistfuls of her fleshy ass, hard.  He pulled the panties down to her knees, and they fell to the ground, allowing her to step out of them.  He smacked her ass hard and held on tight, pulling her cheeks apart.

“Look at that gushing little pussy,” he said, sliding two fingers in.  “You want it so badly, don’t you?” He finger fucked her from behind as she leaned further and further over.  I had a perfect view of her shaved pink pussy, glistening with her excitement.  I watched his fingers slide out, covered in her white cream.  I watched his face grow with excitement as he watched her pussy react to him.  Then without warning, he plunged those fingers into her asshole, putting his other hand over her mouth, anticipating her scream of shock and delight.  Then he withdrew and spun her around again, diving down to her breasts, kissing and sucking the long, erect nipples on her cute little titties as she giggled and sighed with delight.  His pants came down to the ground, and he stepped out of them as he sucked on her mercilessly, pausing only to remove his shirt quickly, before diving back down, sucking hard on one breast while he gently spanked the other, making it bounce and shake.  My own hands were pressing hard against my hot, hungry pussy, through my wool skirt, slip, and pantyhose.  I was beginning to sweat, and wanted desperately to be as naked as these two, wanted to plunge my fingers in and out, matching his rhythm.  But instead, I held my breath and simply pressed into myself firmly, not wanting to catch their attention.

The two were turned in such a way now that I couldn’t see them from behind the books.  I reached up to quietly remove a book to give me a better view, but my shaking hands couldn’t handle the task, and instead I pushed them through the shelf, and they landed on the floor with a crash.  I could see them now.  And they could see me.  They stared at me, unmoving.

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.  “I’d like to know just what it is you think you’re doing,” I said sternly, though I worried that the tremble in my voice would give away my desire.

The boy looked at me and smiled.  “You tell us,” he said.  “What are we doing?”

I felt my cheeks burn red at the prospect of describing what I had seen.  They burned hotter when I realized they were coming around the corner for me, encroaching on my personal space with their perfect, naked bodies.

“It’s okay,” he said.  “We don’t mind you being here.”

“I’m going to call the police,” I warned as the two crept up to me, side by side, looking me up and down.

“Don’t do that,” the girl said.  “We were just having fun.  Don’t you like to have fun?”  She was so close the tips of those hard, pink nipples that I longed to suck on so badly were grazing my arm.

“You need to put your clothes on and leave, or I’m going to call the police,” I reiterated.

“You’ve been watching us the whole time,” the boy said, coming close on the other side.  He began unbuttoning my shirt.  My heart was beating a mile a minute.  “You don’t want to call the police.  You want us to play with you.”  She began unbuttoning my skirt.

“Please...I--” but I didn’t finish the thought.

“It’s okay,” the girl smiled at me.  “We were hoping you would join us.”

“We can’t,” I said, but my skirt and slip were already being tugged to the ground, my shirt falling with it.  I passively allowed it, and stood on shaking legs in my pantyhose, high heels, and bra.

“Mmm...you’re beautiful,” the girl said, sliding her hand between my legs and petting my pussy through the pantyhose.  I inhaled a sharp gasp of breath at her touch.  “Your pantyhose are soaked through,” she giggled.  She got down on her knees and stared up at me, smiling, as she stuck out her tongue and began licking me, warmly and wetly, through the nylon.  I emitted a deep, long groan as she licked me.  I spread my legs wider for her.  The boy slid his hand up my back and unclasped my bra, releasing my heavy breasts.  He slid my strap off of my shoulder with one finger, and my bra fell to the floor, grazing Liza, who barely noticed, so busy was she wetting my pussy with her skilled tongue, pressing through the fabric that stretched around her strong tongue as she tickled my engorged, throbbing clitty.  I pressed myself into her, wanting more and more of what I’d been so denied, longing to feel her tongue rip right through that fabric until it was deep inside of me.  I loved looking down and seeing how deeply she was enjoying making me squirm.  And then, heightening my pleasure, the boy took each of my dark, hard nipples in his fingers and gently squeezed, pulling and twisting them as he looked my body up and down.

“Your body is so responsive,” he said, bending down and flicking the tip of my nipple, held by this thumb and forefinger with his tongue, making me jump.  “You need to be fucked so badly, don’t you?”

“God, yes…” I admitted.  Everything about this was beyond wrong--we were in public, I was at work.  We could be found at any moment, but my desire was so overwhelming none of this mattered.  I wanted them fucking me, and I wanted to be fucked right now.

“Sean, my pussy is aching,” Liza said to the boy.  “Her pussy tastes so good it’s driving me crazy.”

“Have you ever tasted a pussy before?” Sean asked me as he lifted my big round breasts and squeezed them.

“No, but I want to taste hers,” I said, not even knowing it was true until I said it out loud.  Immediately the thought of licking her pretty pink pussy made my own clench with desire.  He held out his hand to Liza, and she stood up.  She grabbed mine, and the three of us made our way to a table, where Liza laid out and spread her legs wide open for me, giving me a full view of her bare, smooth twat, her inner labia protruding ever so slightly and glistening with her desire.  I leaned over the table, my mouth hovering over her pussy, breathing her in.

“It’s so pretty,” I said, letting my fingers graze her lips gently, causing her to squirm a little.

“Mmmm…” she said.  “Yes, please pet me.”

I ran my finger up and down her wet slit, feeling her pussy open and close, beckoning me to come inside.  I loved feeling how slick she was, and I slid my middle finger inside with ease, pulling from her a high pitched squeal of a moan.

“Mmm, yes--just like that!” she cried.  Her desire for me spurred me on, and I bent down and gave her outstretched clitty a wet little kiss that made her hips rise up.  I stuck out my tongue and licked her, enjoying the earthy taste of her.  Her strong pussy clamped hard around my finger in response, and I took her clit between my lips and sucked on it hard, spiraling moans coming from her as I swirled my tongue around and around.

“What a natural you are,” Sean said, sliding my pantyhose down to my knees.  “She loves how you eat her pussy.”  He was spreading my cheeks apart, and suddenly I felt something wet dancing around the rim of my asshole.  I’d never experienced that before--never even thought to ask for it--and it felt better than anything I’d ever imagined.  “Mmm...what a sweet little asshole,” he said, sliding a finger inside of me, making my back arch sharply with pleasure.

“Oh, God, yes…” I moaned, diving into Liza’s pussy, tongue fucking her slowly and deeply like I wanted him to fuck my tight fuckhole.  With my other hand, I reached up and squeezed one of her darling little tits, pulling and squeezing at her long, excited nipples while I lapped up the gushing stream that was coming from her cunt.

“I want to taste,” she pleaded, sitting up and lifting my head so she could kiss me.  My tongue was covered with her juices, and she plunged her tongue into my mouth with force, stroking my tongue with hers, drinking in her own excitement.

“You make me cum so hard,” she whispered in my ear.  “I want to make you feel good.”  She hopped off the table and got down below my legs.  My knees were still held together with my pantyhose, but she didn’t let that deter her.  She used her fingers to spread me open and expose my clit, which she licked and sucked hungrily while Sean licked my rim, fingering my asshole roughly and then soothing it with wet, strong strokes of his tongue.  Their two mouths on my undercarriage was making my bound legs shake in my high heels.

“It’s too much for her,” Liza giggled, spanking my clitty with her fingers and laughing with delight as it made me squirm harder.  “But I’m not done playing with you.”

“Take off her pantyhose,” Sean said, withdrawing from me and pulling up a chair for him to sit down on.  “Baby, do you want to help me fuck her?”

“Yes, please,” she smiled, sliding my pantyhose to the floor and helping me step out of my hose and shoes.  “Have a seat on his cock,” she said, giving me another deep kiss on my lips and gently rubbing my breast.

I looked at his enormous cock.  I wanted it inside of me so badly.  With my back to him, I put my legs on either side of his legs and began to lower myself down.  The fat tip of him began to press inside of my open pussy, though it was still a stretch to take him.  I lowered myself down slowly, slowly, feeling waves of pleasure with every inch that made it’s way inside of me until I was sitting all the way down on him, my feet dangling, his hands on my hips.  He gently, rhythmically, began to raise up his hips.  Liza faced me and straddled his legs, sitting on his knees.  We were breast to breast, stomach to stomach as she kissed my neck and played with my clitty.

“Do you like his cock?” she asked.

“It’s amazing,” I moaned into her, wrapping my arms around her waist, holding her steady as I leaned her back and sucked on her pretty breasts.

“You are an eager little slut, aren’t you?” Sean breathed in my ear.  In answer, I leaned back against him and bounced up and down on his cock, showing my appreciation for him.  Liza hopped off of Sean’s knees, bent down and opened her mouth over my clitty, letting my clit hit her tongue with every bounce.

“Fuck, yes…” I moaned.  “Tickle my clitty, please!”  Liza giggled again and kissed my tits while she rubbed my clit with her fingers.  Sean was filling me up so much it was painful when I came down on his cock, but I loved it.  It was the best pain of my life.  I bounced harder.  Liza was forced to withdraw, so she sat back up on the table, spread her legs, and played with her pussy as she watched me fuck her boyfriend.  I loved watching her almost as I loved his giant thrusting cock.

“Are you gonna gush all over my cock, you dirty little slut?” he asked.

“Yes…” I hissed in reply.  He grabbed my hair, yanking my head back sharply.

“I want to feel that hot little pussy dripping down my cock.  Are you gonna lick it clean after you make your mess?”

“Uh-huh...Oh!” the stream was coming at his demand.  I peered into Liza’s cunt as she whipped herself into a frenzy.  I watched it pulsate and drip with excitement, watched her squirt and scream as she watched me do the same.  I never wanted it to end.

Liza was writhing and moaning as I watched her pussy contract and drip with pleasure.  At last, she reached the end of her climax, but she only seemed more energized, a wicked smile coming over her face.  She lunged for me, pulling me off of Sean’s cock, and pulled me to the floor.  We lay on our sides, my face between her legs and her face between mine licking and sucking each other’s pussy’s with ravenous gusto.  Before long, I found myself on top of her, sitting on her face, grinding onto her tongue while I teased and spanked her young pussy.  I dove down deep, wanting to consume her, wanting to drink the cream I had just witnessed pouring out of her.  But as my ass raised in the air, it was all at once being penetrated by Sean, who slid his rock hard rod deep into my virgin asshole.

I howled at the searing pain, but soon the pain subsided and I was filled with pleasure as Liza's tongue fucked me, her tongue and Sean’s cock sliding in and out of my every whole while I moaned into Liza’s pussy.

“You love it, you dirty girl,” he said, spanking my ass.

“Yes, God…” I moaned into Liza.

“Cum on Liza’s face like a good girl,” he instructed spanking me again.  His hand hitting the fat of my ass was incredible, and once again I found myself cumming.  I ground hard on Liza’s face, smearing my wet pussy all over her.  It was everything I had been wanting for so long, feeling full with cock as I came and came on an eager, pleasing tongue.  My pleasure was doubled when I felt a surge coming from Sean--felt myself fill up with an enormous load of his hot emission.

“Ahem.”

We all looked up.  One of my subordinates, Cary, was standing at the top of the stairs, covering her eyes with her hand.  Cary was new, and reminded me of myself.  Smart, bookish, if perhaps a little repressed.  She lived her life in fantasies and books.

“I...uh...I needed some help in the archives,” she said, her voice trembling.

Sean withdrew his dripping cock from my ass, giving me one last smack as he pulled on his pants.  I pulled my naked body off of Liza, and she went to go hunt down her dress.  For a moment I was mortified, but I realized Cary was still standing there, peeking through her fingers at us.

“How long were you watching us?” I asked, not bothering to cover myself.  I don’t know what came over me--but the experience had somehow left me not myself.  I felt bold and immortal and unashamed.

“I wasn’t--I heard moaning...” she said, voice trembling.  And I realized she’d been watching for a good while.

“I can help you with that down there.  But maybe you’d rather help us out up here,” I said, walking towards Cary.

“This is incredibly inappropriate--I could call the administrator,” Cary said, pulling her hand away from her face and looking at us, her eyes glued to my body.  She looked nervous.  She looked hungry.

“You don’t want to do that.  We were just having fun.  Don’t you like to have fun, Cary?”  I walked towards her and got so close my nipples were grazing her shirt.  I began to undo the buttons.  She didn’t resist.

“I...I like to have fun,” she gulped.

Liza and Sean looked at each other, smiling, and began walking towards us and another conquest.


5. Getting That Passing Grade: My Threesome with My College Professor and His Wife by Riley Davis

I have to pass this class. Browning has been sweet and maybe a little too generous with his grades. One meeting in his office tells me that it won’t last. So I have to try harder. I am ready to suck him off and hope that it will be enough. One taste of him leaves me longing for something sweeter. And I get more than I bargained for when his wife arrives unannounced. Do I hope to keep hiding? Or do I see what another woman can also offer me?

“C minus. That’s not so good.”

“That’s an understatement, Mel.”

My best friend shrugged as she sucked on the rim of her coffee cup, but my eyes remained on the page resting in my hands. C minus. It was a nice way of not awarding me a D. Maybe because I had shown my work but still reached the wrong answer. It might as well have been a D.

Because after failing the last two quizzes and with the final on the horizon, this was going to do nothing to aid my cause.

In point of fact, it sort of felt like the next to last nail in the coffin even if it was lined with a kind of  cruel velvet.

“Wonder why old Browning decided to be a little soft on you?” Melanie teased.

First things first; the man in question was far from old. Maybe he had a little gray around the temples and had to put on glasses every time he referred to the textbook. But old? He was still fit and trim, and his voice could be gentle when he wasn’t spouting of equations that I never had any hope of deciphering.

“Because I was straight with him,” I said as I tore into five packets of sugar at once to alter the taste of my coffee.

“Thought it was just a conference during office hours?” Melanie asked. “Is there something that you’re not telling me?”

Her toes tapped my ankle under the table, and I narrowed my eyes into a tight glare as I met her smirk.

“Yeah, Mel,” I started. “It was super sexy when I told him that statistics might as well be Latin. And he pointed me to an online tutorial on the subject. Hot, right?”

She bit into her Danish and shook her head as she chewed slowly.

“What?” I demanded. “Are you going to spit it out?”

“Do you really want crumbs all over you?”

“Too late,” I said as I brushed my hand over the tabletop. “Didn’t anyone ever tell you that it’s rude to talk with your mouth full?”

“Must have missed that day of class,” Melanie said as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and took another sip of her coffee. “Good thing they don’t give out grades for manners around here.”

“Just statistics,” I sighed. “And with this pulling down my GPA, I’m going to lose my scholarship. For sure.”

And there was absolutely no way that I could make my tuition without the extra help.

“Maybe not,” Melanie suggested. “Not if you put your best foot forward and try a little harder.”

“I studied until my eyes were shot!” I whined. “And I watched the god damned tutorial. What more do I have to do?”

“If I really have to tell you, then maybe you’re not as smart as you look,” Melanie quipped.

She stirred her coffee and swirled the swizzle stick between her lips as she raised her eyebrows.

“For real?” I asked. “What would make you think that I could do that?”

“Because you obviously like have a little thing for him,” Melanie said. “So what’s the harm in taking the next step forward?”

So what if I liked the look of him? And God help me, I truly did. There was something about the way he wielded a piece of chalk. His long fingers looked as if they could lose the uncovered crayon and still scribble something special into the stars. Then there were his vests. Over paisley ties. Under the glasses that sometimes slipped to the edge of his nose as I mirrored the blush pooling around his cheeks.

And when he turned to glance at the blackboard, the contour of his ass always caused me to cross my legs under my desk.

There was a reason that I always wore a skirt to Professor Browning’s lectures. Why I kept going back even though the math credit was bound to mark the end of my time on campus.

“I’m tempted, okay,” I said as I drank from my coffee cup and realized that the brew tasted far too sweet. Even for me. “But like there’s no way that he’d ever go for it.”

“You’ll never know if you don’t ask.”

“Pretty sure I do, Mel. But thank you so much for the help.”

I kicked the chair out from under me and reached for my bag as I started to stomp out of the cafeteria.

“Ella! Come on don’t be like that!”

I didn’t even glance over my shoulder in her direction, but I still heard the click of her tongue followed by a sharp sigh.

“I’m only trying to… whatever.”

And I sensed the meaning of that one word. As ridiculous as the idea was, she didn’t actually think that I would go through with it. Maybe she was right. Maybe I was too cowardly to take my chances and see if I could turn the C into at least a B or something even higher. A light rain started to fall as I stalked across the quad, but I avoided my dorm room and sat on the bench before Strasser’s Hall. The math department was right there. On the third floor. One look at my phone confirmed what I already knew from the syllabus and experience. Professor Browning had to be sitting behind his desk, grading papers…

…preparing for the next round of torture that would ultimately do me in for good and all.

And what kind of an English major was I if I couldn’t flip the script and come up with a far happier ending?

Feeling determined as I stood, I shook the droplets of rain water from my hair and smoothed my palms down the front of my jacket as I entered the building. Just off to my left, the elevator beckoned, but I needed to keep moving. If not, I feared I would lose my nerve. Climbing up three flights of steps, I stopped at the landing and sucked in a deep breath as I clutched the brass handle and opened the glass door.

The hallways were thankfully quiet, and I only spied two other professors through their open doors. Guess no one else wanted to take advantage of the office hours, and as I reached the threshold to Browning’s particular hole in the wall, I knocked lightly.

And I waited.

“The door is open,”

Even when the man tried to shout, there was something so light and sweet in the sound of his voice. The gentle tone put me at ease, and I stepped inside his domain with my heart suddenly in my throat.

“Professor?”

God how I hated the fact that my voice cracked around each syllable. But I hardly had a chance to run or at least hide my humiliation when his eyes were on me.

Staring at me through the lenses that had the power to make me go weak at the knees.

“Miss Corey,” he said with a slight smile that swiftly grew wider. “I had no idea that you were looking to make this a standing appointment.”

“I… yeah,” I said as I shuffled my feet and grasped the strap of my bag. “I wasn’t exactly expecting it either.”

“You’re soaked.”

“What? Excuse me?”

Was X-Ray vision suddenly part of his bag of tricks? I could feel the lust brimming between my legs, and it threatened to saturate my thighs by way of a stream when he stretched forward in his chair.

“Forgot your umbrella?” he asked.

“I… oh right. The rain.”

“Looks like it’s coming down in sheets,” he said as he cast a casual eye in the direction of his window. I found myself unable to move or speak as he reached into his bottom drawer. His large hand emerged clutching a blue towel, and I anticipated the feel of his hands drying me down when he simply held offered me the cloth.

“Here you are,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said as I seized the towel and rid my hair of the rest of the water. His eyes stayed fixed with concern, and as I handed the towel back, I wondered what he might say next.

“Coffee?” he asked.

For real?

“Already had a cup. It… it wasn’t very good.”

“You’ll like the way that I make it,” he assured me. “Sit. Maybe take off your coat.”

My fingers hardly worked around the buttons when his hands were finally on me as he eased the sleeves away from my arms. I started to lean into his chest when he hung my coat on the rack in the corner and gestured toward the chair before his desk.

“Coffee,” he repeated. “That’s what you need.”

I seemed to forget how to breathe as he set a pod in the Keurig, and even as I was fascinated by his hands selecting the right mug, I had to wonder exactly what he was going to do to make this coffee something to write home about.

“Now I trust that you won’t report me for this,” he said as he reached into a mini fridge under the counter. “But when a body is cold, this is the only solution to the problem.”

He showed me his work by dangling the bottle of Baileys in my line of sight. I smiled as soon as I saw the liqueur and Browning quickly nodded his head as he topped off my coffee and handed me the cup.

“Sweet with just a little punch,” he said. “You promise not to tell?”

“My lips are sealed,” I assured him as I let the taste envelope my tongue and trickle down my throat. Relishing the warmth, I watched him lean against the edge of his desk and wondered if he was going to meet my lost coat by discarding his vest or even more.

“If you’re still cold, I can fetch a blanket.”

So much for the belief that he wanted to see even more of me. I shook my head and hated the loss of his nearness as he returned to the place behind his desk and propped his feet up on his blotter.

Large, long feet. And that could only mean one thing

“I take it you’re here about the most recent quiz,” he said. “I cannot say that you didn’t try. Believe when I tell you that I tried to grade your efforts accordingly.”

“It was nice of you,” I whispered.

“Not nice,” he corrected as he waved one sinewy finger in the air. “Your answers were still wrong. But at the very least I could see your mind attempting to work its way in the right direction. That counts for something.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thanks.”

“But…”

Browning sighed as his voice trailed off, and I clutched the handle of the mug with such force that I feared it would shatter in my hand as he removed his glasses and peered hard into my eyes.

“But me entertaining that much is a one-time thing,” he said. “I can’t let you slide just because you’re trying to make the numbers work. In the end, you have to solve the problem.”

“It get that.”

Setting the mug aside, I imagined asking him for more help, more videos. But I knew it was foolish. My mind simply would not work when it came to the numbers, and I was ready to take my chances back out in the rain when I focused on the green orbs resting in the center of his face and raised my eyebrows.

“So what if… maybe I could solve your problem,” I offered.

“What makes you think I have a problem, Miss Corey?”

Standing slowly, I moved from my chair to the other edge of his desk. The top button from his vest was already undone, and I let my fingers trail down the length of his chest when he finally seized my wrists in an effort to stop me.

“This is uncalled for,” he whispered. But I saw the flick of his tongue against his bottom lip and shook my head as I eased my body into his lap.

“But necessary,” I murmured. “If we’re both going to get what we want.”

Browning remained silent as I peeled away his vest followed by his tie. Nothing but his pale blue shirt stood between me and the firmness of his chest, and I released those buttons one by one until his fine hairs drifted between my fingers and made me sigh.

He harmonized with the sound as he sank deeper into his chair.

“I won’t have you spreading stories if it still doesn’t go your way,” he warned.

“I won’t have to,” I said as I nipped at his ear. “When you see this work, you won’t want to challenge the result.”

Sliding to my knees, I lowered his fly and found him already hard underneath his briefs. Black and soft, they reminded me of panties, and it only took me a second’s touch to confirm my suspicion as I gazed back into his eyes.

“Do I stop right here and let this get around campus?” I asked. I sensed the hesitation in his hold as he grasped my hair, but he still smiled as I found his kiss and let his tongue play against the roof of my mouth.

“It would amount to nothing but a nasty rumor,” he teased. “Threats won’t change my mind.  But your mouth… your mouth might…”

Again I longed for his kiss, but his long finger simply traced the line of my lips. I craved his touch lower. Deeper. But he inched away and folded his hands behind his head.

“Very well, Miss Corey. Let’s see you earn a passing grade.”

His cock sprang forth hard and sleek, and I took his shaft into my hand as I let my fingers graze down his length. Of course, he would have something like this hidden away given his hands… his feet… I longed to know what it would feel like consuming my cunt, but as he palmed the back of my head I sensed that he had other ideas.

And for the moment he was undoubtedly in charge.

With one hand on his firm thigh, I kissed his tip and had to suppress a smirk in the wake of his quiver. One quick look back into his eyes reminded me what he wanted most, and I suddenly craved a taste from the older, wiser man.

“Bet you won’t blow your wad with one suck,” I teased.

“You do this with lots of boys?” he asked. “Maybe other teachers?”

“Never with a teacher,” I told him. “Kind of makes you, my first time. Do you like the sound of that, Professor?”

The nod of his head was all that I needed to see, and I bowed my head as I took him into my mouth. The scent of his clothing mingled with a musky cologne, and I wondered if he had known or at least hoped that I would make this move.

Because I had to be the only one…

“Miss Corey…” he moaned as he took hold of my hair.

“If I’m going to suck you off, you should call me Ella,” I corrected him.

“It’s a nice name,” he said. “Fine. As you were, Ella.”

The underside of his organ bounced against my tongue, and I trembled as I fondled his shaft. How would I take so much of him down without choking on his lust… on mine…?

But my fears came to rest as he traced a small circle into my neck and brought his body closer on the back of a whisper.

“You’re doing just fine,” he assured me. “Can I ask for---?”

I caught the desperate tone in his voice and craned towards his mouth as he shifted his head from side to side.

“Aren’t you the man in charge?” I challenged.

“Not when you kiss me like that,” he whimpered. “Can you take your time? I want the moment to last.”

In my mind, I had already passed the class. Maybe I could leave him right here and now and not have to drink him down. But I wanted to feel him flood my body and pull my hair. As I closed my eyes, I imagined that we were in his classroom, and I started to suck him slowly. His cock pulsed, and I gripped his forearm and let him hold me down. Lapping at his shaft, I tasted his sweet lust and let his balls bounce against my lips as his groan filled my ears. Browning fell against me and intensified the moment of contact as he wrapped me in his arms and I buried my head deeper into his lap.

“Ella…”

Keeping his cock in my mouth as I waited for him to ask for more, I was stunned when he pulled back and wiped my lips with one of his long fingers.

“Is that the solution?” I asked as I struggled to catch my breath. His nod confirmed my hopes, and I smiled as he started to guide my body to the floor. Under his desk. As Browning settled on top of me, I basked in his kisses and felt his hands moving up my skirt.

“How are you…? You can’t be hard again!”

“Benefits of wearing satin,” he said with a smile. I bit down on my lip as I waited for him inside me…

…when the door crashed open, and he popped up to meet the source of the sound.

“Arthur? We had dinner plans.”

An unseen voice came to a halt as my eyes fluttered and I watched him try to hitch up his pants as a lean shadow crept closer to the desk. His free hand motioned for me to stay down, and I obeyed the order as I held my breath.

“Arthur? What do you think you’re doing?”

My eyes were wide as he stepped away, and I heard his lips on flesh as he forced a laugh.

“Long day,” he said. “Maybe I… so I got a bit lonely waiting for you. Are you really going to hold that against your husband?”

Shit. I had never spied a band of gold on his hand. Maybe that would have given me pause before I started this crazy scheme. But if his wife found me here, on my back, I would stand the chance of losing more than a passing grade.

‘Then you should have been on time,” the woman said. “Or told me to come around sooner. You know that I’m always happy to help…”

The sound of her voice disappeared with her moan, and I looked through a crack in the desk to see their linked bodies sinking onto his couch. Her limbs were dark and lithe, and she hoisted them around his neck as he started to bite at her skirt… her panties. Browning’s ardor was obviously up as he kissed her pussy, and as I watched her head fall back in a moan, my cunt quivered and wished for more time. My fingers fell between my thighs, and I tried to contain my need for more when the sound of my voice betrayed me.

“What the fuck was that?”

I just saw Browning bolt away from the unexpected visitor as I coiled to my side and hid my face in my hands. I wasn’t supposed to be here; never should have come in the first place. Holding my breath as I listened to the professor say that it was nothing but mice in the walls, I tried to turn invisible when his chair rolled to the other end of the room.

“This looks a little large for a mouse.”

The tip of a sharp fingernail made its way under my chin, and I had no choice but to meet the pair of smoky brown eyes glaring down at me. His wife’s face was heavily made up, and dark waves of her hair dangled over her shoulders as she pulled me out from my hiding place and forced me to my feet.

“Is this what’s been keeping you, Arthur?” she asked. I glanced over my shoulder to see his head hanging, and I wanted nothing more than to get away when his wife’s palm crashed into my cheek.

“Did that hurt?” she asked. Her fingers, almost as long as Browning’s, captured my wrist, and I tried to pull away when she dragged me closer. I was caught off guard by the click of her teeth and the scent of too many berries wafting off her tongue.

“Look I… I didn’t mean anything by---”

“Thought he’d give you a passing grade if you played nice?” she pressed on. “In my day a girl just did the work. Is that too much for you?”

There was no time to tell her that I had tried and failed. Not that she would have cared one way or the other. I wished that I had not tested my luck when she wrenched my arm behind my back and guided me back to Browning at the center of the room.

“Is this the one you told me about?” she asked. “Looks like she needed more than a little extra help.”

He had no answer, and I wanted the floor to swallow me where I stood when she turned me around to face her.

“Miss Corey, right?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “Or… or just Ella. And look I… I am really sorry if I---”

“No you’re not,” she said as she batted her eyelashes. “Was it worth it?”

“I… I thought so,” I whispered. “But now I’m not sure.”

The professor tried to step between us, but his wife snapped her fingers and repeated her question.

“I didn’t know he was married,” I insisted. “I can leave now if you’ll just let me.”

“Now why would I do that?”

Her question caused me to shiver, and I looked to Browning for aid as he slipped into the shadows and let his wife take charge. She planted her palms on my shoulders, and the corners of her lips turned up into a smile as she pressed her brow to mine. Streams of sharp breath passed through my lips in small gasps until her mouth captured mine, and I was powerless in the wake of her kiss. Her tongue grazed the edges of my teeth, and I clasped her neck she tore at my blouse and left me stripped above the waist and pressed me to the floor.

Only then did Browning intervene.

“Sandra,” he said. “She’s not someone that we paid for.”

“And what does that mean?” He seemed shocked by the look in my eyes. But no more than I was for asking the question, and I waited as Sandra pulled off her sweater and revealed a pair of perfect breasts. She pressed them closer to my chest, and I reveled in her warmth as she peeled my clothes away and rendered me naked under her stare.

“It means that we can have all kinds of fun,” Sandra crooned. “Because you’re obviously game.”

As I kissed her again, my arms made their way around her frame. I soaked in the warmth of her skin and almost wished that she was my teacher when Browning took my head in his hands and stared down into my eyes.

“I still get the last word,” he threatened. “So maybe you should listen to me?”

“Then say something special,” I asked.

“Your kisses seem so sweet.”

With that, his lips were on mine, and I turned towards his chest. But Sandra followed his lead and eased her mouth down the backs of my legs. The touch of her tongue spurred me forward, and I stripped Browning bare until I was back in his lap and poised at the precipice of his cock. As I was on the verge of sinking into him, Sandra slithered up like a sweet snake and pecked my fallen hair.

“Your wife’s kisses feel that way, too,” I answered. Browning smiled, and the length of his cock was no longer a mystery. He thrust inside we with one moan, and I twisted against his hips… I enjoyed his throb…

…but Sandra held my waist and nipped at my back as he husband’s lust filled me in another way. Longing to scream at the edge of our climax, I felt her hands slap over my mouth and made no sound as her lips came to rest on my ass. She teased my cheeks and licked my darkest folds with wild abandon. My body buckled. I thought of trying to free myself from their shared touch when the quivering cock and the tender tongue changed my mind.

“You… you don’t have to pay,” I muttered. “Just let me feel this.”

And they both obliged with a lunge that shattered my spine. Until Sandra took my sides in her hands and made my ass tremble until I didn’t know which way I should fall. I kept my body pressed between them and waited until they calmed. Only then did I rest against Browning’s chest as Sandra kissed the backs of my thighs. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw their fingers lock and felt as if I had sized their marriage up in a single glance as I slipped away from them and started to dress. Part of me wanted to go back to my dorm right then and there and revel in the sensation when Browning stood tall and grasped my hand.

“Leaving so soon?” he asked.

And part of me wanted to stay as I claimed his lips before bowing my head.

“Maybe you’d rather be alone,” I said. “With your wife.”

“Ella…”

I trembled in his hold until Sandra stood tall and gathered me in her arms.

“Don’t leave,” she crooned. “We have so many other things to show you.”

“Right here?” I asked.

“Back at our place,” she said. “If you want to find the answer, then come with us.”

I giggled at the double entendre but stopped short when Browning dressed and grasped my arm.

“My wife is not playing around,” he said. “We’d be happy to have you.”

“You guys just can’t help---”

I stopped short of saying themselves and let them lead me down the steps until we hit the night hair. The feel of fresh rain still permeated the clouds, but I smiled at the  scent and wondered what would happen next as we moved close to the parking lot and Sandra tickled my chin.

“I’ll bring the car around, pretty girl.”

As soon as she was gone, I quaked until Browning grabbed my arms.

“You know you don’t have to do this,” he said.

“Right. But what if I want to?’

His eyes sparkled at the end of my question, and I let the sounds of the campus drift away as he helped me into the back seat and folded me into his arms.

“Here we go,” Sandra said.

“Just one thing,” I said.

Two pairs of eyes stared at me hard as I nuzzled Browning’s neck.

“Do I get a passing grade? As long as I keep quiet about your panties?”

His nod and her laugh assured me of that much as the car peeled into the darkness and I hoped for nothing but their gold stars at the end of the next test.
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