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Oh, thank God, Amy thought, her mind still foggy as she stirred awake. No blaring alarm slicing through the quiet, no frantic rush to throw on clothes and sprint across campus. She blinked against the sunlight pouring through the tall window she’d left cracked open the night before, stretching lazily under the crisp white sheets that smelled faintly of the lavender detergent her mom always used. The tall white walls glowed with reflected morning light, making the whole room feel airy and open, while the long curtains billowed gently in the warm breeze, carrying the distant, cheerful chirping of birds.

It was her first real day of summer vacation—2017, finally—and she’d just wrapped up her junior year at that prestigious Ivy League school on the East Coast. A whole month stretched out in front of her like an unwritten page. Her parents were off in Europe, making up for lost time after the long pandemic lockdowns, and for once the big house was completely hers. No hovering, no subtle questions about her future, no expectations. Just freedom. The kind that made her pulse quicken a little if she let herself think about it too much—what she might do with it, who she might become when no one was watching.

She lay there a moment longer, savoring the quiet, then reached for her phone on the nightstand. The screen lit up with a flood of notifications. Dozens of messages, mostly from the group chat that had been blowing up since last night. Amy swung her legs over the side of the bed, padding barefoot toward the kitchen while scrolling. The cool hardwood felt good against her skin. She poured herself a cup of coffee from the pot that had auto-brewed on its timer—rich, dark, the first real indulgence of the day—and leaned against the counter, still thumbing through her feed.

Pictures from the night before filled the screen: her and the girls laughing at the bar, arms slung around each other, drinks raised in blurry celebration. She smiled faintly at one shot where she looked especially carefree, hair a little wild, eyes bright. Already 127 likes in just thirty minutes. Not bad. She sipped the hot coffee, letting the warmth spread through her chest, a small spark of satisfaction mixing with something else—restlessness, maybe. Or anticipation. This summer felt different. Like something was waiting just beneath the surface, ready to pull her in if she let it.

Amy had to admit to herself, as she kept scrolling, that she really did look hot in that little white dress from last night. The way it hugged her curves, the four-inch heels making her legs look longer and more toned than they already were. Her C-cup breasts looked full and inviting on her petite five-two frame—obviously real, nothing fake or overdone, just naturally eye-catching. Even in the side profile shot, her ass looked impressive, round and firm in a way that stood out next to her two brunette friends. Blonde hair, bright blue eyes, that fresh contrast—she couldn’t help but feel a little spark of satisfaction every time her thumb paused on those photos.

She wasn’t usually one to dwell on it, but this morning, with the house empty and the whole summer stretching out ahead, it felt different. Like she was seeing herself through someone else’s eyes for once. A quiet flutter stirred low in her belly, half excitement, half something she couldn’t quite name yet.

Still sipping her coffee, Amy tapped out quick replies to two of her friends, politely turning down their shopping invites. “Maybe tomorrow,” she typed to one, adding a little smiley face. The party last night—the dancing, the loud music, the drinks that had loosened everyone up—had left her craving something slower today. She wanted to lounge by the pool later, let the sun soak into her skin, maybe float in the water with nothing but her thoughts. But first, she needed to move. Burn off some of that restless energy humming under her skin.

Amy set her mug down and headed to her room, stripping off her sleep clothes and slipping into her favorite running shorts and a snug sports bra. The fabric felt good against her body—supportive, a little revealing. She caught her reflection in the foyer mirror on the way out and paused, turning slightly. Her legs looked strong and smooth, abs faintly visible from all those campus workouts, everything pulled together nicely by the short shorts and the way the sports bra lifted and shaped her. She flexed her toes in her shoes, gave her reflection a small, almost shy smile, then stretched her arms overhead, feeling the pleasant pull in her muscles.

With one last glance around the quiet house, Amy stepped out the front door. The warm morning air wrapped around her like a promise as she started down the driveway, feet hitting the pavement in a steady rhythm.

With one last glance around the quiet house, Amy stepped out the front door. The warm morning air wrapped around her bare skin as her feet hit the pavement in that familiar rhythm. She’d run the 800 and 1500 meters all through high school, and she still competed in them at college—those middle-distance events that demanded both power and patience, the kind that left her lungs burning and her mind strangely clear. There was nothing quite like it.

She loved the feeling of the pads of her feet striking the ground, the way her body fell into that intoxicating rhythm, each stride pushing her forward with purpose. It was more than exercise; it was escape, control, a quiet thrill that made her feel strong and alive in her own skin. Amy slipped her AirPods into her ears, thumbed through her playlist until she found the one that always got her blood pumping—upbeat, pulsing tracks that matched her heartbeat—and started down the driveway toward the winding trail that cut through their gated community.

The summer sun was already climbing, heating the air to that sticky warmth that would soon feel heavier than comfortable for most runners. But Amy barely noticed. Her stride stayed smooth and powerful, legs carrying her effortlessly past the manicured lawns and tall hedges. She glided by her closest neighbor’s house, the big property almost identical in size to her parents’ five-acre lot. Mr. Arnold lived there alone now, a recent widower after losing his wife in a car accident a couple of years back. She’d always felt a pang of sympathy for him whenever she saw him around the neighborhood—quiet, polite, still carrying that weight in his shoulders.

A figure moving in the yard caught her eye. Amy turned her head to the right, slowing just slightly as her gaze landed on Mr. Arnold working outside.

"Amy-Jo? Is that you?" Mr. Arnold called out, straightening up from his work with a warm smile as she slowed to a stop.

Amy tugged one Air Pod from her ear, the music still faintly pulsing as she caught her breath. "Yes, Mr. Arnold, it’s me," she said, offering a small smile. "How have you been? It’s been... God, a couple years since I’ve really seen you. I’m so sorry about Mrs. Arnold. I still think about her sometimes."

Dave’s face shifted, the smile softening into something heavier, the lines around his eyes deepening with the kind of pain that doesn’t fully fade. "Thank you, Amy-Jo. It’s been a tough couple of years, honestly. I loved her more than anything. Still do. I keep telling myself she’s in a better place now, but some days it’s harder to believe than others." He paused, rubbing the back of his neck, then shook it off with visible effort. "Anyway, enough about that. How’s school going for you? And please, call me Dave."

Amy felt a quiet pang for him, but she also noticed the way his eyes flicked over her—quick, not lingering too long, but enough to make her suddenly aware of how little her sports bra and short running shorts covered. The flush on her cheeks deepened, partly from the run, partly from something else she couldn’t quite pin down. She let her own gaze drift over him for a second. For a man in his mid-forties, Dave looked... really good. The t-shirt clung to a solid, worked-out frame, arms defined and covered in artistic tattoos that somehow suited him. His hair was still full, just starting to silver at the temples, and that five-o’clock shadow gave him a rugged handsomeness she hadn’t expected to notice.

"School’s been good," she replied, shifting her weight a little, her voice carrying a slight breathiness. "You can call me Amy, by the way." A soft blush warmed her face as she smiled. "I’ll be a senior next year. I’m thinking about going into marketing—some family friends have already offered me spots once I graduate. I’ve gotten pretty decent with social media, learned a lot about branding and reaching people. Not sure exactly where I’ll end up yet, but it feels nice to have options, you know?"

Dave nodded, his expression warming again. "You’ve always been sharp, Amy—smarter than most your age. I’m proud of you. Glad to hear you’re doing well." He glanced up at the climbing sun, squinting slightly. "I should let you get back to your run before it gets too brutal out here. You already look a little flushed from the heat. Take care of yourself, okay?"

"You too, Mr. Ander— I mean, Dave," Amy said with a quick, slightly embarrassed laugh. She gave him one last smile, turned, and slipped her AirPods back in, the music flooding her ears again as her feet found the trail once more.

Dave stood there for a long moment, unable to look away as Amy turned and bounced lightly down the path. The once little girl from next door—pigtails and bike rides and lemonade stands—had transformed into something that made his throat go dry. Her lithe, athletic body moved with that effortless runner’s grace, but from behind it was downright mesmerizing. The short running shorts had ridden up just enough that the soft, round bottoms of her cheeks peeked out with every stride, firm and shapely, jiggling ever so slightly in the morning light. Her blonde ponytail swung across her back, and those long, toned legs carried her away like she owned the trail.

He couldn’t help it. His mind wandered somewhere it shouldn’t. He imagined stepping up behind her, hooking his fingers into the waistband of those tiny shorts and slowly peeling them down over her hips, exposing that perfect, pale ass. His hand itching to smack it—hard enough to leave a pink handprint, watching the way it would ripple and flush under his palm while she gasped and arched back toward him. The thought sent a hot surge straight through him, his cock twitching in his work shorts before he even realized what he was doing.

“Fuck, Dave,” he muttered under his breath, shaking his head sharply. “She’s young enough to be your daughter. What the hell is wrong with you?”

The guilt hit him almost immediately, heavy and familiar, twisting in his chest right next to the ache that had lived there since losing his wife. He’d buried that part of himself for so long—touch, desire, anything that felt alive. And here was this beautiful, vibrant young woman who probably still saw him as nothing more than the sad widower next door. He dragged a hand down his face, trying to push the image out of his head, but it lingered, warm and stubborn.

With a low sigh, Dave turned away from the path and picked up his hedge trimmers again, the mechanical snip-snip filling the quiet yard once more. The sun felt a little hotter on the back of his neck.

Amy returned home after a solid thirty minutes on the trail, her skin glowing with sweat and her legs pleasantly heavy from the effort. She slipped inside the quiet house, the cool air a welcome shock against her heated body. In her bedroom she peeled off the damp running shorts and sports bra, letting them drop in a small heap on the floor, and headed straight for the shower.

This was always the best part of a run—the moment she could rinse everything away and just feel. Amy turned the water on hot, stepping under the spray with a soft sigh as it cascaded over her. Steam filled the bathroom quickly, fogging the glass. Her hands glided over her firm, wet skin, spreading the slick soap across her shoulders, down her arms, over the gentle curve of her hips. Everything felt heightened today, more alive. Her pink nipples tightened and puckered almost immediately under her touch, sending little sparks straight down between her legs. She lingered there longer than usual, circling them slowly, feeling the ache build.

Thoughts of Mr. Arnold—Dave—kept slipping in, uninvited but not unwelcome. The way his eyes had flicked over her body on the trail. That brief, hungry glance he’d tried to hide. What would he think if he could see her like this? Naked, wet, water streaming down her breasts and belly. The image made her breath catch. Her slim fingers trailed lower, sliding over the flat plane of her stomach until they reached the soft, smooth skin of her labia. She was already slick, hotter than the shower could explain, her delicate folds swollen and tingling with a sudden, surprising need.

For a moment she let herself imagine it—his rough, tattooed hands instead of her own, that five-o’clock shadow brushing against her neck. Her body responded instantly, a deep throb rolling through her center. Amy’s cheeks burned, equal parts arousal and a flustered embarrassment. God, he’s old enough to be your dad, she thought, but the reminder only made the heat spike sharper. She pressed a little firmer, teasing herself, breath coming quicker… then forced her hand away.

She shook her head, laughing softly at herself under the water. This was new. Or at least, this intensity was new. Finishing the shower a few minutes later, she toweled off slowly, still feeling that lingering warmth low in her belly. She wanted to get some sun on her skin, let the summer really sink in and start this vacation the right way—carefree, golden, maybe a little reckless.

Still feeling that warm, restless buzz from the shower, Amy stood naked in front of the large mirror in her bedroom, turning slowly to take herself in. She had to admit—she looked good. Really good. Her firm, round breasts sat high and full on her petite five-two frame, somehow appearing even larger than their C-cup size, soft and natural with that gentle bounce when she moved. Her pert pink nipples, smaller than half-dollar coins, were still a little sensitive from earlier, tightening again under her gaze. Lower down, her abs were softly defined from all the track work, not ripped but strong and feminine. She was freshly waxed and perfectly smooth between her thighs, her rounded hips and firm, athletic thighs curving outward in a way that highlighted every bit of her femininity. Even her pretty feet, freshly pedicured with a light, glossy polish, looked cute and delicate.

There was something powerful about seeing herself like this—alone, uninhibited, the whole house quiet around her. The memory of Dave’s quick, hungry glance on the trail flickered through her mind again, sending another small pulse of heat through her core. What would he think if he saw me now? The thought made her bite her lip, a mix of shy embarrassment and unexpected excitement fluttering in her chest.

She reached into her drawer and pulled out the red thong bikini she’d bought recently from that Australian micro swimwear company. It was daring—definitely backyard-only territory. The tiny triangles and thin strings barely covered the essentials, designed to tease more than conceal. Amy stepped into it, adjusting the fabric carefully over her breasts and smoothing the thong between her cheeks until it sat just right. It felt bold. A little naughty. Exactly the kind of thing she wouldn’t have dared wear a year ago.

Satisfied, she blended herself a quick berry smoothie, grabbed a tall glass of iced tea, and headed out to the backyard. The tall privacy hedges surrounding the property kept everything secluded and safe, while a light breeze moved through the air, making the hot summer sun feel almost bearable. Not a single cloud interrupted the perfect blue sky.

Amy took a few selfies by the pool, experimenting with angles until she found one she loved: sun-kissed skin glowing, her red bikini accentuating her curves, breasts round and inviting without crossing into anything too obvious or sleazy. She posted it with the caption: “It’s a smile, it’s a kiss, it’s a sip of wine … it’s summertime!” — Kenny Chesney. The likes would probably roll in fast.

Her parents had spared no expense on the backyard. A well-known pool designer had created something that felt like a private resort—large waterfall spilling into the main pool, a hidden grotto tucked away for shade and privacy, all surrounded by lush landscaping. Amy had spent countless summers here: sleepovers with friends, giggling late into the night, tents pitched on the big grassy area where her white Lab, Luca, was currently chasing a butterfly.

“Come here, Luca!” Amy called, smiling as she clapped her hands.

“Come here, Luca!” Amy called, smiling as she clapped her hands.

The big white Lab bounded over immediately, tail wagging furiously. She’d missed him more than she realized while she was away at college. He wasn’t the wild, rambunctious puppy anymore, bouncing off the walls and chewing everything in sight, but he still had that endless energy and those big, happy eyes. Luca pressed against her legs, leaning into her hug as she knelt down to pet him, burying her face in his soft fur for a moment. His tail thumped steadily against her thigh, and for a second everything felt simple and good—like she was really home.

After a few more scratches behind his ears, Amy spread her towel out on the warm deck near the pool. The sun wasted no time soaking into her skin, spreading a pleasant heat across her shoulders and back. She glanced around the yard again, eyes tracing the tall privacy hedges that walled everything off from the outside world. Satisfied, she reached back and untied the strings of her red bikini top, pulling the tiny triangles free and setting them aside. Lying down on her stomach, her breasts were still mostly hidden beneath her, but the absence of the top meant no ugly tan lines would mark her skin. The soft cotton towel brushed against her sensitive pink nipples with every small shift of her body, sending little sparks of sensation straight down to her core.

Why am I so horny today? Amy thought, a flustered little laugh escaping her. It wasn’t just the heat. The run, the shower, Dave’s eyes on her earlier… everything seemed to be stirring something restless inside her. She closed her eyes, trying to relax, but the tingling between her legs only grew stronger, warm and insistent.

After about half an hour, the sun had her skin glowing and her body feeling loose and heavy. Amy sat up slightly, shielding her eyes as she looked around the backyard one more time. The hedges stood tall and still, the waterfall in the pool splashing gently in the distance. No one around. No one would ever know. She hesitated for a second, heart beating a little faster, then reached for her bikini top… and stopped.

Why not? she thought. I’m completely alone. It’s my house, my pool, my summer. A nervous thrill ran through her as she left the top where it was. For the first time in her life, Amy bared her breasts to the open air. The warm breeze kissed her skin, teasing her nipples into tight peaks. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely, incredibly alive.

The truth was, Amy had only ever had sex once—on prom night, of all cliché moments—and it had been a rushed, awkward disappointment. Her boyfriend at the time had barely lifted her dress, fumbled with the condom, and pushed inside her for all of thirty seconds before he came with a shuddering groan. She’d felt almost nothing except discomfort and a vague sense of emptiness. After the breakup that followed, she’d decided she was done rushing. She would wait until it felt right, until she was with someone who actually knew what he was doing and made her feel desired, seen, alive.

Growing up in a conservative religious household had drilled certain rules deep into her: modesty, restraint, the idea that a good girl didn’t show her body like this. Yet here she was, topless in nothing but a tiny red thong in her own backyard, and the forbiddenness of it sent a wicked thrill racing through her veins. The warm sun on her bare breasts, the open air kissing her skin—it felt intoxicating. Liberating. Like the first real breath she’d taken in months.

She stepped into the pool, the cool water raising immediate goosebumps across her arms and chest. Her nipples tightened into hard, aching peaks, almost painfully sensitive now. Amy pushed off the steps and dove under the surface, swimming the full length of the pool in strong, smooth strokes. The water felt incredible gliding over her bare skin, but it did almost nothing to calm the growing heat low in her belly. If anything, the contrast made the fire burn hotter.

When she finally surfaced at the other end, droplets of water streamed from her wet blonde hair, clinging to her back and shoulders as she climbed the steps. The strands stuck to her skin, reaching down just far enough to brush the top of her tiny thong. She walked over to the wide lounge chair, straddled it for a moment, then lowered herself onto her back with a soft sigh.

The moment she settled in, the thin red fabric of the thong pulled tight between her legs, the seam pressing and slightly parting her soft, smooth labia. A sharp shiver ran straight through her core. Her nipples hardened again, begging for attention. Almost without thinking, Amy’s hand drifted up to her chest. She pinched one pink nipple gently between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it, tugging just enough to send sparks shooting downward. A quiet little sound escaped her throat—half sigh, half moan.

Why was she so worked up today? Amy wondered, her breath already coming a little quicker. Was it the way Mr. Arnold—Dave—had looked at her on the trail that morning? That quick but unmistakable flicker in his eyes? Or was it the dancing and the drinks from the night before, still lingering under her skin? Her mind kept drifting back to him as her free hand trailed slowly down her body, fingers slipping beneath the thin red thong.

In her imagination, Dave was right there watching her, no longer trying to be polite or discreet. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, chest rising and falling heavily as he stared at her exposed body. The thought made her clit throb under her fingertips. Amy shivered hard, spreading her legs wider on the lounge chair as two fingers slid between her slick folds and pushed inside her. She was soaked, hotter than she could remember being in a long time. She bit down on her lower lip, pinching her nipple harder, twisting it just enough to send a sharp jolt of pleasure-pain straight to her core.

In the fantasy, Dave’s gaze had turned hungry, almost feral. No more polite neighbor. He wanted her. A real man—older, experienced, nothing like the fumbling boy from prom night. Amy’s fingers moved faster, curling inside herself as she pictured him stepping closer. She hooked her thumbs into the strings of her thong, lifting her hips and tugging the tiny scrap of fabric down her smooth thighs until it fell away completely. Now she was fully naked in the open backyard air, legs spread wide, straddling the lounge chair and opening herself completely for the first time to anyone’s gaze—even if it was only in her mind.

A real man. God, she wanted him to see her like this. Her eyes roamed down his imagined body in the fantasy, tracing the strong, tattooed arms, the solid chest, and lower… to the obvious, heavy bulge straining down the left leg of his shorts. It looked big. Intimidating. And she wanted it.

“I want to see it,” Amy whispered breathlessly, her voice barely audible even to herself as her fingers kept working. “Let me see it, Mr. Arnold.”

“You can call me Dave,” he replied in her mind, his voice low and rough as he slowly unbuckled his jeans. He pushed them down his hips, letting them drop, and there it was—the thick, heavy cock she’d only imagined. It hung heavy between his strong thighs, already half-hard and intimidatingly large, the veined shaft swaying as he shifted his weight.

Amy’s breath hitched. “Until you fuck my little pussy with that big manly cock,” she teased back in her fantasy, her voice coming out bolder than she felt, “I’m still going to call you Mr. Arnold.”

Her fingers attacked her swollen clit in tight, urgent circles as the full sight of his cock was revealed to her. This was nothing like the awkward fumbling from prom night. This was a real man’s cock—thick, powerful, and unmistakably masculine. Her body quivered with anticipation, a fresh rush of wetness coating her fingers as she plunged them deeper inside herself. In her mind, Dave stepped closer, his eyes locked on her spread-open body with raw hunger, his chest rising and falling heavily.

God, what am I doing? A tiny voice in the back of her head whispered, but the heat flooding through her drowned it out. She pinched her nipple harder, arching her back on the lounge chair as the fantasy pulled her under.

Creeeeak.

The sound of the side gate swinging open shattered the erotic trance like cold water. Amy’s eyes flew open, her heart slamming against her ribs as her fingers froze between her legs.

Creeeeak.

The sound of the side gate swinging open shattered the erotic trance like cold water. Amy’s eyes flew open, her heart slamming against her ribs as her fingers froze between her legs.

"Amy?" A familiar female voice called out from around the corner of the house. "Are you still back here?"

Pure panic surged through her. Shit, shit, shit. Amy scrambled, looking desperately for anything to cover herself. Her bikini top was nowhere near reach, the tiny thong lay tangled on the deck, and she was sprawled naked on her towel. With only a split second to react, she slapped one arm across her breasts and dropped her other hand between her thighs, pressing it tightly over her pelvis as she quickly crossed her legs. Her skin was still damp from the pool, heart racing, cheeks burning hot.

Leah rounded the corner, sunglasses perched on her head, beach bag slung over one shoulder, and her eyes went wide at the sight of her best friend completely naked in the bright sunlight.

"Leah?!" Amy cried out, her voice cracking with embarrassment. "You scared the absolute shit out of me girl!"

"I'm sorry! I—I didn't mean to..." Leah trailed off, momentarily at a loss for words as her gaze flicked over Amy’s exposed body before she quickly looked away, then back again. Her cheeks flushed a little. "I saw your post on Instagram and figured you were out here catching some rays. I texted you that I was coming over. Thought we could hang by the pool like old times."

Amy let out a shaky, mortified laugh, trying to shrink into the lounge chair while keeping her awkward cover intact. "Oh my God… my phone must have been on silent," she mumbled, still breathing hard, the heat from her interrupted fantasy refusing to fade completely. "I didn’t hear anything."

Amy let out a shaky, mortified laugh, still breathing hard, the heat from her interrupted fantasy refusing to fade completely. "I didn’t hear anything."

Her skin was still flushed deep pink, not just from the sun but from the intense arousal that hadn’t had time to cool. Her attempts to cover herself were failing miserably—her arm barely hid her full breasts, and the hand between her thighs left little to the imagination. What Leah could see of her looked... really good. Glistening with pool water and a light sheen of sweat, her petite body glowing in the bright midday sun.

Leah’s eyes widened further, pupils noticeably dilating as her gaze drifted slowly over her best friend’s nude form—pale skin, firm curves, the way Amy’s nipples were still tight and flushed. Leah’s own cheeks warmed, a visible flush creeping up her neck as she stood there, almost transfixed.

“You mind if I join you?” Leah asked, her voice a little huskier than usual.

“Um… can I cover myself first?” Amy asked, glancing down at her completely exposed body, feeling painfully vulnerable and oddly electrified at the same time.

“No,” Leah replied quickly, then caught herself with a small, nervous laugh. “I mean… I don’t mind if you stay like that. Really. I, um, don’t want to ruin your tan or anything.” There was a spark in her eyes, something playful and hungry that made Amy’s stomach flip.

Amy’s heart pounded. “I never do this, Leah, I swear,” she explained, her words tumbling out in a rush. “I had the whole backyard to myself and I just… I don’t know, it felt good for once. The sun, the freedom… I’ve never been topless out here before, let alone everything else.”

“Babe, there’s no need to explain,” Leah said with a warm, reassuring smile. “We’re both girls here. Honestly, if I had a backyard like this, all to myself, I’d be doing the exact same thing. Seriously, you don’t feel like you have to cover up for me. It’s not like we don’t both have the same parts.”

Leah casually stripped off her cover-up, revealing a tiny pink bikini that left very little to the imagination. Amy’s eyes drifted over her best friend almost involuntarily. Leah’s breasts weren’t quite as full as her own, but she had those wider hips and a noticeably thicker, rounder ass—hours of squats at the gym had sculpted it into something that looked incredible in a thong. The kind of body that turned heads without even trying.

“Here, will this make you feel more comfortable?” Leah asked softly. She reached back, untied her bikini top, and let it fall away, revealing her round breasts to Amy for the first time. Then she settled into the lounge chair across from her, completely at ease.

Amy hesitated, her arm still half-covering her chest. “I’m just not used to people seeing me um…” She trailed off, then slowly lowered her arm, fully exposing her own breasts to her friend. The warm air felt strangely intimate now.

“You are gorgeous, Amy,” Leah said, her voice sincere as her gaze lingered on Amy’s light pink nipples. There was no judgment, just open appreciation. Leah’s own nipples were a soft brown, contrasting beautifully with her olive Italian skin, while Amy’s pale complexion glowed in the sunlight. They were so different, yet both undeniably beautiful in their own ways. The contrast felt oddly comforting.

Amy and Leah had been best friends since middle school. They’d shared so many firsts together—first crushes, first heartbreaks, the nervous excitement of the first day of high school and then college. Being completely naked in front of each other felt like just another milestone in their long friendship, strange and a little scary, but strangely right in the warm sunlight.

Leah’s body was clearly reacting as she admired her nude friend. Amy was still modestly covering her pelvis with one hand, thighs clamped tightly together, but Leah’s nipples had tightened and a faint flush had spread across her olive skin.

“Loosen up, girl,” Leah said with a playful smile. She hooked her fingers into the strings of her pink thong and slowly slid it down her hips. “I’ll get naked too. Fair’s fair.”

Amy watched, unable to look away, as Leah lifted her hips and peeled the tiny thong the rest of the way off. She had a neat, trimmed landing strip of dark hair above her smooth, shaved skin, and when she settled back and parted her legs just a little, Amy caught a glimpse of her soft labia. The sight sent an unexpected shiver racing down Amy’s spine.

“You’re beautiful too, Leah,” Amy said honestly, her voice a little breathless as she finally moved her hand away from her pelvis, fully exposing herself. “Imagine if the guys from the club last night could see us right now. I wonder how many likes a picture like this would get.”

Leah laughed softly, but her eyes drifted down to Amy’s smooth, bald center. Her own thighs clenched involuntarily, a visible shiver running through her. “God, you look incredible,” she murmured.


Reality Adjustment

Amy leaned back in the lounge chair, trying to let her mind and body adjust to this new, exposed reality. Her thighs parted just a little more as a light breeze brushed over her skin, drawing fresh attention to how incredibly wet she still was. The interruption had pulled her back from the edge, but the ache hadn’t gone away. If anything, being here like this with Leah was only feeding the fire. Her body flushed hotter, breathing growing shallower as lust wrapped around her again. Her nipples stayed rock-hard, almost painfully sensitive, and she knew that the smallest touch right now would probably push her straight over the edge into the orgasm she’d been so close to moments earlier.

“So, this is… interesting,” Leah said with a slow, mischievous grin, her eyes roaming openly over Amy’s body.

Leah’s gaze dropped lower, locking onto the obvious wetness between Amy’s legs—her labia puffy and glistening in the bright sun. It was impossible to hide. Leah traced her eyes upward again, drinking in the sight of Amy’s flushed skin and those stiff pink nipples. Her own body answered with a warm rush of arousal, nipples tightening visibly.

Amy let out a shaky laugh. “Yeah… I definitely didn’t see this happening when I woke up this morning. Not even a little bit.”

“God, me neither,” Leah replied, shifting in her chair. She bit her lip for a second, then admitted, “I’m actually getting kinda horny right now. I was really counting on hooking up with Brad last night, but… well, that obviously didn’t pan out.”

Leah had always been the more sexually experienced one, never shy about owning it. Amy gave her a sympathetic smile. “His loss, seriously. Guy doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

Leah let out a frustrated little sigh, fanning herself dramatically. “I’m telling you, I need a good, hard dick right about now. And having you lying here looking all sexy and naked isn’t exactly helping.” She paused, then added with a half-laugh, “Not that I’m complaining. This is kind of hot, if I’m being honest.”

“This feels so weird,” Amy admitted with a nervous giggle, “but yeah… it is kind of hot. I think I actually like tanning like this.”

Leah grinned and reached into her bag, pulling out a bottle of coconut oil. She poured some into her palm and started rubbing it slowly into her olive skin, beginning with her shoulders and working downward. Amy couldn’t help but stare as Leah’s hands glided over her bare breasts, massaging the oil in circles. Her perky brown nipples responded immediately, tightening into hard little nubs under her own touch.

Leah continued lower, smoothing more oil across her firm belly until her navel piercing caught the sunlight and sparkled. Then she looked Amy straight in the eyes, a playful little smile tugging at her lips. She parted her thighs just a bit and poured more oil into her palm, working it into her smooth inner thigh. She lifted one leg slightly, spreading herself wider, clearly enjoying the way Amy’s eyes widened at the sight.

Amy bit her lower lip unconsciously, her own arousal spiking again as she watched. Leah’s fingers moved with deliberate slowness—down her calf, then switching to the other leg and working her way back up those long, toned thighs.

Leah noticed. She could see the effect she was having. Locking eyes with Amy again, she spread her legs a little more teasingly and let her fingers trail through her own slick labia, dragging them slowly across her swollen clit.

“Mmmm,” Leah moaned softly at the contact, her voice low and breathy.

Amy audibly gasped at the erotic sight unfolding right in front of her. The way Leah had touched herself so openly, so unashamedly—it sent a fresh jolt straight through her core.

Leah reluctantly pulled her hands away from her body and leaned back in the lounge chair with a satisfied little sigh, closing her legs just enough to tease rather than hide. Amy sat there stunned, heart hammering, trying to process how incredibly turned on she was. She had never felt this kind of pull toward another woman before. It was confusing, exciting, and a little scary all at once. Her conservative upbringing whispered that this should feel wrong… but her body was saying something very different.

“Can… can I borrow some of your suntan oil?” Amy asked shyly, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Sure,” Leah replied with a warm, knowing smile. She reached for the bottle and tossed it gently across to her.

Amy caught it, but her hands were trembling slightly as she poured a generous amount into her palm. She started with her arms and shoulders, rubbing the slick coconut oil into her pale skin. The warm, tropical scent filled the air around her. As she moved down to her chest, her oily hands glided over her full breasts. The moment her fingers brushed her nipples, they felt like hard little diamonds—achingly sensitive. She gasped again, louder this time, unable to hold it back as a sharp spark of pleasure shot straight down between her legs.

This time, Leah was completely speechless as she watched Amy caress her own body. Her pupils dilated, dark with want, and goosebumps prickled across her olive skin despite the warm sun. A fresh wave of desire rolled through her as she stared at her best friend, unable to look away.

Amy worked the oil down her torso, her hands gliding smoothly over her glistening skin. The coconut scent mixed with the smell of sun-warmed skin and pool water. She remembered how boldly Leah had spread herself earlier, but Amy wasn’t nearly that brave yet. She kept her thighs pressed tightly together, leaning forward modestly as she rubbed the oil into her legs, trying to focus on the task even as her heart raced.

Leah let out a soft, slightly disappointed breath. “I need a drink,” she said, her voice a little rough. “All this is getting me way too worked up. You want one?”

“Sure,” Amy replied quickly, grateful for the distraction. “I’ll take a White Claw.”

Amy couldn’t help herself—she watched intently as Leah stood up and walked away. Her eyes followed the perfect, round curve of Leah’s ass, the way it swayed with each step. When Leah bent over to reach into the small beverage refrigerator in the patio kitchen, the view became even more intoxicating. Amy stared lustily at her friend’s firm buttocks and the teasing glimpse between her thighs, feeling another rush of heat flood through her own body.

Leah grabbed two cans, popped them both open, and turned back around. Amy quickly averted her eyes, but not before Leah caught her looking. A small, knowing smile played on her lips as she walked back and handed Amy one of the cold White Claws.

“You’re really pretty, Leah,” Amy said softly as she handed her the cold can.

“Me?” Leah replied with a surprised little laugh, settling back into her lounge chair. “Girl, you need to look in the mirror. You’re the one out here looking like a damn goddess.”

Both of them relaxed into their chairs, sipping their drinks while the conversation drifted easily from college stories to boys, drama, and vague plans for the rest of summer. They finished the first White Claws quickly and cracked open a second round. The alcohol settled warmly in Amy’s stomach and spread through her veins. She was a light drinker on the best of days, and she’d barely eaten anything that morning, so the buzz hit her faster than expected. Her body felt loose and heavy in the best way, her hormones dialed up to eleven.

Amy realized she liked this—being looked at, and looking. The sheer freedom of being completely naked in the sun felt electrifying, almost addictive. Her gaze kept drifting to the beads of water still clinging to Leah’s hard brown nipples, and an unconscious urge flickered through her mind: the strange desire to lean over and lick them off. She shook the thought away, cheeks warming. She’d always thought other women could be beautiful, but this… this was different. New. Confusing.

Leah eventually stood up and climbed the pool steps, bending at the waist to grab her towel. Amy couldn’t help but stare openly at the perfect, round globes of her friend’s ass—full, firm, and inviting. In that moment she understood why guys loved “doggy style.” Her mind flashed with an image of a thick cock sliding into Leah from behind, and she quickly shook her head, trying to push the filthy thought aside.

“Amy,” Leah called, glancing over her shoulder as she stretched out face-down on her chair, “would you mind putting some oil on my back?”

“Sure,” Amy replied, her voice a little thicker than usual. She picked up the bottle of coconut oil and poured some into her hands, rubbing her palms together. Her eyes lingered on the smooth curve of Leah’s ass as she sat on the edge of the chair.

She started at Leah’s shoulders, working the slick oil into her warm skin and muscles with slow, careful strokes.

“Mmmm, your hands feel amazing,” Leah moaned softly, the sound low and contented.

The moan sent an unexpected shiver racing straight through Amy’s body. She put more effort into it, sliding her slick hands down the elegant line of Leah’s spine and working outward into the tight muscles of her lower back. The coconut scent mixed with the sun and the faint, intimate smell of their skin. Amy’s own nipples stayed achingly hard, her breathing a little unsteady as the heat between her thighs continued to build.

“God, that feels so good, Amy,” Leah moaned again, her voice low and relaxed. “Don’t stop… my muscles are so tense from all the stress lately. Keep going.”

Amy shifted, wanting a better angle. She stood up and carefully straddled the upturned globes of Leah’s bare ass, lowering herself until she was seated. As she settled her weight and put more strength into the massage, a sudden realization hit her—her own spread labia were pressed directly against the warm, smooth skin of Leah’s backside. The intimate contact made her quiver. She clenched her thighs instinctively, but that only heightened the friction.

Every slow rock of her body as she worked her hands up and down Leah’s spine pushed her swollen clit against her friend’s skin. The slickness between her own legs made the contact even more electric. On the outward strokes across Leah’s upper back, Amy’s fingers brushed against the soft, full sides of her breasts. Leah moaned again at the touch, and Amy had to bite her lip hard to resist the sudden, shocking urge to slide her hands underneath and cup those round breasts fully.

“Mmmm, Amy… your hands are so soft, but strong at the same time,” Leah sighed contentedly beneath her. “This feels really, really good.”

After a few more minutes of the sensual massage, Amy paused, her own breathing shaky. “Do you… um, want me to do your legs too?”

“How could I say no to that?” Leah replied with a soft, teasing smile, glancing back over her shoulder.

When she turned her head, Leah got a full view of Amy’s nude body straddling her—those large, round breasts hanging heavily and sexily, nipples hard as pebbles. Amy felt exposed and strangely powerful under her friend’s gaze as she scooted backward down Leah’s body toward her feet. She poured more coconut oil into her palms, rubbing them together, and began working on Leah’s sensitive feet and ankles with slow, deliberate strokes.

“I love foot massages,” Leah moaned softly, sinking deeper into the pleasure as Amy’s oily hands worked her soles and toes. “You’re spoiling me right now.”

Amy took the opportunity to really look at her friend. Leah’s eyes were closed in bliss, giving her unobstructed access to every inch of her nude body. Her gaze traveled slowly up Leah’s firm, toned thighs, which were parted just enough to reveal everything. She could clearly see the soft, pink folds of her labia and the tight, crinkled ring of her anus. Everything about her looked so sexy, so beautifully feminine. It was overwhelming.

Amy glanced down at her own spread pussy, glistening with obvious wetness in the sunlight. She was soaked. The ache between her legs had only grown stronger, and she didn’t know how much longer she could wait for privacy so she could finally give her body the release it was screaming for.

“Your hands are better than any guy who’s ever touched me, Amy,” Leah said in genuine awe as Amy’s fingers started working up her calves.

“Your body feels really nice to touch, Leah,” Amy replied with a shy smile, her voice a little unsteady. She continued the slow, firm strokes, moving higher.

Leah shifted slightly, spreading her legs a little more to give Amy better access as her hands glided up the right thigh. Now the view was completely unobstructed—Leah’s pussy was visibly wet and open, flushed with arousal. Amy’s thumbs pressed into the soft, warm muscle, working the tension out while her eyes kept drifting back to that intimate sight.

“Fuck, Amy… this feels amazing,” Leah moaned, the sound low and needy, her hips shifting subtly against the chair.

Amy continued massaging each of Leah’s thighs, unable to stop staring at her friend’s perfect, round ass. She was so tempted to touch her there, to let her hands explore, but she held herself back, heart pounding. Leah squirmed beneath her, undulating her hips in subtle little movements, clearly seeking more contact.

As if she could read Amy’s mind, Leah murmured, “Amy… you can massage my butt if you want.”

Amy’s breath caught. She poured more coconut oil into her palms, letting it warm slightly before placing both hands on Leah’s firm cheeks. She started kneading them slowly, working the oil deep into the smooth skin, spreading and squeezing the supple flesh. As she did, Leah’s cheeks parted naturally, giving her an unobstructed view of her tight pink anal opening and the glistening folds of her pussy below. It looked so intimate, almost like they were winking at her with every small shift of Leah’s body.

She added even more oil, and some of it trickled down into the warm crease between Leah’s cheeks. Without thinking, Amy slid her fingers in to catch it, brushing right across the sensitive ring of her anus.

Leah’s whole body jolted. “Mmmmmmm!” she moaned loudly, her hips pushing back instinctively toward Amy’s hand, craving more of that unexpected touch.

“Oh my God, sorry Leah!” Amy cried out, her face burning with embarrassment even as a fresh rush of heat flooded between her own legs.

“Don’t apologize,” Leah moaned, her voice thick with arousal. “That felt really fucking good. I’m the one who should be sorry for how much I liked it.”

“You would enjoy that, you total perv,” Amy laughed, trying to play it off even though her own body was on fire. Deep down, she had loved the feeling of touching her there… and part of her desperately wanted to explore even more.

Leah laughed too, glancing back with a wicked little grin. “You’re calling me a perv when you’re the one with your fingers on my asshole?”

“Touché,” Amy replied, smiling as a deep blush spread across her chest and cheeks.

She went back to massaging Leah’s cheeks slowly and methodically, her own body burning hotter with every touch. She had never shared this kind of intimate, sexual contact with anyone before—not even close—and she didn’t want it to stop. Not yet.

Amy continued massaging Leah’s round, firm butt and toned back for several long minutes, her hands gliding with slow, oily strokes. Leah undulated beneath her, arching her back and subtly lifting her hips into every caress, clearly lost in the pleasure. Her body seemed to be burning up, skin flushed and warm. It took every ounce of Amy’s willpower not to let her fingers drift those last few centimeters to where Leah’s pussy glistened, slick and inviting. The temptation was almost overwhelming.

Suddenly, Amy pulled back, needing some air. She gave Leah’s ass a light, playful slap, watching the soft flesh jiggle. “I need another White Claw,” she announced, her voice a little breathless. “You want one?”

“Yes, please,” Leah replied, the sexual tension in her voice unmistakable.

They both took long, grateful swigs from the fresh cans, the cold, crisp liquid helping to steady their racing hearts just a little. Amy finally lay back down on her own lounge chair, trying to collect herself.

“I ran into Mr. Arnold today,” Amy said, grasping for a safer topic to cut through the thick haze of arousal between them.

“Your older, hot neighbor?” Leah asked, raising an eyebrow.

“That’s the one,” Amy replied with a small smile. “Though ‘cute’ doesn’t feel quite right. More like… ruggedly handsome, I guess.”

Leah grinned. “Mmmm, someone’s got an older man crush.”

“He’s a really nice guy,” Amy said, a touch defensive but honest. “I just feel bad about him losing his wife. She was so pretty and sweet.”

“I wonder if he’s dating anyone yet,” Leah mused. “Guy that good-looking shouldn’t stay on the sidelines forever.”

“True. It has been a couple of years,” Amy agreed softly.

Leah’s eyes drifted over to Amy’s upturned, nude rear as she lay there. The pink folds of her labia peeked out teasingly between her thighs, her whole body glistening with oil and sweat in the bright sun. She looked absolutely stunning—ripe, inviting, begging to be touched.

“Amy,” Leah said after a moment, fiddling with the bottle of coconut oil, “can I give you a back massage? Return the favor?”

“Sure, Leah,” Amy replied, a flutter of nervous excitement running through her at the thought of her friend’s hands on her skin. “That sounds really nice.”

Leah sat on the edge of Amy’s lounge chair and began the massage much the same way Amy had started on her—slow, oily strokes across her shoulders and upper back. She quickly realized why Amy had straddled her earlier and stood up, carefully swinging one leg over to settle her weight on Amy’s bare ass.

Amy immediately felt the intense heat radiating from Leah’s center as her friend straddled her. The slick, warm contact against her own skin made her let out an audible moan.

“Mmmm, now I know exactly how good you were feeling earlier,” Amy breathed, her voice thick with pleasure. “This feels… really good.”

Leah worked her shoulders, neck, and back with firm, confident strokes for several minutes, the coconut oil making everything glide smoothly. Then she slowly slid her body down toward Amy’s feet. She lifted Amy’s right foot into her lap and began massaging it deeply, drawing another soft moan from her.

“You have such pretty feet, Amy,” Leah murmured, admiring the smooth skin and fresh pedicure. “I can see why some guys have foot fetishes.”

Before Amy could respond, Leah brought one of her toes to her mouth, licking around it slowly before sucking it gently between her lips. A sharp shockwave of pleasure shot straight through Amy’s body, making her pussy clench hard.

“Mmmm, Leah… what are you doing?” Amy asked breathlessly, half shocked, half lost in the sensation.

“Sorry,” Leah said, pulling back with a guilty little smile. “Your feet are just so pretty, and I… I got carried away.”

“It’s okay,” Amy replied, giggling nervously even as her heart raced. “It tickled… but it felt good too. You perv.”

“Hey, I can’t help it,” Leah laughed, clearly not sorry at all. “You’re lying here all naked and perfect. What do you expect?”

Leah continued working her way up each calf, her strong hands turning the tight muscles into warm butter. She moved higher, gliding over Amy’s thighs, and this time Amy unconsciously spread her legs wider, giving her friend better access without even thinking about it.

Leah bit her lower lip, eyes locked on Amy’s upturned ass and the glistening pink treasures she was so openly revealing. She worked the oil into both legs with slow, sensual strokes, making her skin shine in the bright sun. As her hands traveled up Amy’s left thigh, her forefinger brushed ever so lightly against her sodden, swollen labia.

“Mmmmm!” Amy moaned loudly, her hips instinctively pushing back toward Leah’s fingers, chasing the contact.

Leah could feel the intense heat pouring from her friend’s sex. It took every bit of her self-control not to slide her fingers straight into that wet, inviting heat. Instead, she shifted forward and began massaging Amy’s left cheek in slow, deep circles. She poured a generous stream of coconut oil over both round buttocks, watching it trickle down before working it thoroughly into her soft, supple skin for several long minutes.

Leah’s hands trembled as she touched her. She was so close to Amy’s most intimate places, her eyes hypnotized by the sight. Her fingers circled closer and closer, teasing the edges. Amy could feel it too—every movement bringing Leah nearer to where she ached most. Her whole body was screaming for more.

Amy was right on the edge, pent-up desire threatening to overwhelm her. She rocked her hips subtly, practically begging with her body for Leah to touch her there, to give her the release she so desperately needed.

Then, suddenly, Leah pulled both hands away.

Amy whimpered at the loss, the ache between her legs almost painful now.

Leah leaned forward, her warm body covering Amy’s back. She brought her lips close to Amy’s ear and whispered softly, “I’m going to touch you right now, Amy. I know exactly what your body needs… because I wanted the same thing. There’s nothing wrong with this. Just let me take care of you.”

Amy turned her head to look up at her friend. As she did, Leah’s lips brushed against her cheek and dragged lightly across it—until their mouths met for a brief, electric second.

“Leah, um…” Amy started to say, her voice shaky, but the words were swallowed as Leah leaned in and locked her lips firmly against hers.

Fireworks erupted inside Amy’s chest. She turned fully toward the kiss without thinking, her lips parting as Leah’s tongue slipped inside to meet her own. She had kissed plenty of boys since middle school, but this was nothing like those clumsy, eager encounters. Leah’s lips were so incredibly soft and warm, tasting faintly of coconut and White Claw—feminine, gentle, yet hungry in a way that made Amy’s head spin. She reached up, threading her fingers through Leah’s dark hair and pulling her closer, deepening the kiss until it felt like they were melting into each other.

Leah was completely overwhelmed. Tears slipped from the corners of her eyes as she kissed Amy with raw passion, soft sobs mixing with their shared breaths. Their tongues explored hungrily, dancing and searching, like they’d both been waiting for something they didn’t even know they needed.

Amy shifted in the lounge chair until she was lying on her back again, never breaking the kiss. Leah followed seamlessly, one hand sliding up to cup and fondle Amy’s full breast, her fingers finding a hard pink nipple and pinching it gently. The sensation pulled a deep moan from Amy’s throat as their tongues continued to swirl and tease.

“Ohhh, Leah… that feels….oh god….that feels so good,” Amy moaned breathlessly against her friend’s mouth, gently biting Leah’s lower lip before soothing it with her tongue.

Leah released her breast and slowly trailed her hand downward. To Amy it felt like slow motion, like the touch would never arrive where she desperately needed it. Her mind knew exactly where Leah’s fingers were heading, but the whole moment felt surreal—like an out-of-body dream she kept expecting to wake up from any second.

All her inhibitions had completely melted away, replaced by pure, aching want for her friend’s touch. Amy spread her legs wide open, offering herself completely as Leah’s hand continued its torturously slow descent toward her burning center. She pulled Leah’s face closer with both hands, fingers tangled in her dark hair, kissing her deeply and hungrily as those fingers finally slid past her belly and over her smooth, bald mound.

The anticipation had Amy’s body trembling uncontrollably. Heat poured from her soaked pussy even before Leah made contact. The instant those fingers glided over her swollen, slick folds, Amy pulled Leah’s face even tighter against hers, devouring her mouth in a desperate, messy kiss. Her body convulsed hard as the first powerful waves of orgasm crashed through her.

Amy tore her lips away, gasping desperately for air as the climax rolled over her in intense, shuddering pulses. Having Leah touch her like this—her best friend—was more intense than anything she had ever imagined. She’d been wound tight since the run, the shower, the fantasies, the long teasing afternoon… and Leah’s fingers were the spark that set her completely on fire.

“God, Leah,” Amy gasped, still shaking, her voice hoarse and breathless. “Fuck, that was so…”

Leah locked her lips on hers again, kissing her deeply as her hand returned between Amy’s legs. Amy moaned into her mouth as a fresh wave of heat and passion surged through her body. Leah slid two fingers inside her soaked pussy, curling them upward to stroke that sensitive spot while her thumb circled firmly over her swollen clit.

Amy’s hand flew down, wrapping tightly around Leah’s wrist as if holding on for dear life. She didn’t want this to stop—ever. She needed Leah to keep touching her, to keep pulling these incredible feelings out of her. Thankfully, Leah showed no signs of stopping. If anything, she seemed completely focused on giving her pleasure, driven by the same burning desire.


Release

Eventually, Amy’s grip loosened. She let go and simply surrendered, letting Leah work her magic. Lightning bolts of ecstasy kept shooting through her with every thrust and circle. Overwhelmed, Amy reached down with both hands, grabbing the backs of her knees and pulling them up and back toward her shoulders. She spread herself completely open under the bright summer sun, offering everything to her friend.

Leah stroked her fingers steadily in and out, pressing perfectly against Amy’s G-spot while her thumb kept working her clit. She drank in the sight of Amy’s glistening, perfect body convulsing beneath her—those full, pert breasts bouncing with every shudder. Unable to resist, Leah reached down with her free hand and squeezed one breast, pinching the hard pink nipple between her fingers.

Amy held herself wide open, completely exposed, and screamed in raw pleasure.

“Fuck, Leah!” she cried out, her voice breaking. “Oh God, oh God, I’m cuuuuuuuumiiiiiiiiiing!”

Amy thought her first orgasm had been intense, but this one completely shattered her. The pleasure crested so hard and so deep that she temporarily blacked out, her vision whiting out as her body convulsed wildly around Leah’s fingers.

When she came back to herself, she was seeing stars, her chest heaving as her body continued to writhe and twitch around Leah’s soft, steady fingers. Little aftershocks kept rippling through her.

“Did you just pass out?” Leah asked, her voice laced with genuine concern as she slowly eased her hand away.

“I… I think so,” Amy replied, still dazed and breathless, trying to ground herself. “Leah… that was… amazing.”

The emotions hit her all at once. Tears welled up and spilled down her flushed cheeks as everything—pleasure, relief, confusion, love—overwhelmed her mind and body. She had never felt anything close to this level of release before. It was too much, too beautiful, and it left her completely undone.

“Amy? Amy, are you okay?” Leah asked again, worry creasing her brow as she hovered close.

Amy didn’t answer with words. She reached up, pulling Leah’s warm, naked body down firmly on top of hers. Their lips met in a deep, slow kiss—soft and tender this time, full of everything they couldn’t quite say. They lingered like that for several long seconds, breathing each other in, before finally pulling back just enough to look into one another’s eyes.

“Leah… that was ….well that was the hottest experience of my life,” Amy whispered, tears still streaming. “Thank you.”

“Oh, Amy,” Leah cried, her own eyes filling as fresh tears slipped down her cheeks. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Leah,” Amy sobbed softly, holding her tight. “I really do.”

They held each other in a tight, tearful embrace, faces buried in each other’s shoulders as the emotions poured out. Their bodies pressed close, and Leah felt their hard nipples brushing and rubbing together with every shaky breath. It sent a fresh jolt of unmet need straight to her aching core, reminding her just how desperately turned on she still was.

After a long moment, Amy pulled back slightly, her face flushed and tear-streaked. “Leah, can I… um… touch you?” she babbled, stumbling over the words. “Like… the way you touched me? Down there?”

“You don’t have to, Amy,” Leah replied softly, even as her body screamed the opposite. She tried to sound casual, but the hunger in her eyes gave her away.

“Are you kidding me?” Amy said, cupping Leah’s face with both hands and staring intently into her eyes. “I want to. I want to make you cum just like you did for me. Please?”

Their lips crashed together again in a messy, passionate kiss. Amy rolled them over with more enthusiasm than grace, ending up on top and pinning Leah onto her back. Unlike Leah’s slow, teasing approach earlier, Amy didn’t hesitate. She’d waited long enough. Her hand slid straight down between Leah’s thighs, fingers gliding eagerly over her slick, sopping pussy.

“Oh God, Amy—yes!” Leah cried out, her hips bucking up into the touch.

Amy’s fingers were a little clumsy at first—eager and exploratory—but they felt incredible. She stroked Leah’s swollen clit with soft, gentle circles, then dipped lower to spread her wetness. No one had ever touched Leah quite like this. It was like Amy could sense exactly what she needed. Years of pent-up love and desire rushed to the surface, making Leah’s body tremble uncontrollably. She could already feel her orgasm building fast, impossible to slow down.

“Oh baby, I’m cuuuuumiiing, Amy!” Leah cried out, her voice breaking as the orgasm she’d been craving finally crashed through her. “Oh fuuuck!”

Her whole body arched and shook violently beneath Amy. She grabbed the back of Amy’s neck and pulled her down into a desperate, messy kiss, tongues sliding hungrily as she rode out the intense waves. Amy kept her fingers moving gently, a little unsure of the exact rhythm but unwilling to stop, stroking her through every shudder and twitch until Leah finally started to come down, gasping and trembling in post-orgasmic bliss.

After the last big convulsion rolled through her, Amy slowly slid her hand up Leah’s slick body and cupped one of her firm breasts, squeezing it softly, almost experimentally.

“You have such a sexy look when you’re cumming, Leah,” Amy said with a shy, breathless smile, her cheeks still flushed. The words came out a little awkwardly, but she meant them completely.

“Thank you, Amy,” Leah replied with a lingering shiver. “That felt… wonderful.”

“Um, you’re welcome, but…” Amy paused, biting her lip, suddenly looking both shy and determined.

“But?” Leah asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I’m not done yet,” Amy said breathlessly. Without waiting for a reply, she dove down and captured Leah’s pert brown nipple in her mouth, sucking on it hungrily.

Her hand slid down Leah’s torso again, this time more boldly. She skipped over her sensitive clit and pushed two fingers straight into her tight, dripping entrance, curling them firmly against her G-spot. Amy sucked harder on her nipple, stroking that sensitive spot with smooth, insistent strokes.

“Oh fuck, Amy!” Leah gasped, her back arching. “So good… mmmm!”

Amy’s fingers made loud, wet sloshing sounds as she worked Leah’s pussy faster, her technique a little clumsy but full of raw enthusiasm. Leah’s moans quickly turned into unrestrained screams. If anyone had been nearby, there would’ve been zero doubt about what was happening in the backyard. Neither of them cared. They were completely lost in it.

Amy finally pulled her mouth off Leah’s nipple with a wet pop and kissed her hard again, tongues tangling messily. Her thumb found Leah’s clit and started stroking it in tight circles. Leah planted her heels into the lounge chair and thrust her hips up desperately into Amy’s hand, chasing every sensation.

The wet, filthy sloshing sounds grew even louder as Leah suddenly started squirting, hot fluid gushing over Amy’s hand and soaking the towel beneath them.

“Oooooooohhhhhhh fuuuuuuck!” Leah cried out, her whole body shaking violently as she came harder than she ever had in her life.

Amy kept stroking Leah’s G-spot with gentle, slowing movements until the last powerful spasms finally eased. She kissed her softly, watching in quiet awe as Leah rode out the final waves of her orgasm. It was easily the sexiest thing Amy had ever witnessed—Leah’s face flushed, lips parted, body glistening and trembling beneath her.

Leah finally collapsed back into the lounge chair, utterly spent, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath.

“That was beautiful, Leah,” Amy whispered with a soft, almost shy smile. “I love you.”

“Mmmm… I love you too, Amy,” Leah managed, her voice hoarse and barely above a whisper. “I… I just…”

“I know,” Amy said gently, pulling her close. “You don’t have to say anything. Just let me hold you.”

They stayed tangled together on the oversized lounge chair for several long minutes, skin slick with sweat and oil, hearts gradually slowing. Eventually the heat of the sun and the stickiness of their bodies became too much. They broke the embrace and stood, still holding hands as they walked into the pool.

The cool water rose around them as they waded in up to their waists. They turned to each other and kissed again—slow and sweet this time, full of quiet wonder.

“Talk about a great start to summer,” Leah giggled against Amy’s lips.

“You’re not kidding,” Amy replied, holding her friend close, still a little dazed by everything that had just happened. “I think I need something to drink. You want some iced tea?”

“Sure,” Leah said, blushing as she thought about just how much she’d squirted moments earlier. “I’m really thirsty after… all that.”

Amy climbed the pool steps, feeling Leah’s eyes on her the entire way. When she glanced back, she caught the hungry, appreciative look on her friend’s face as she watched her naked body. Amy smiled, a fresh flutter of confidence and arousal running through her, and put a deliberate extra sway in her hips as she walked toward the house.

She returned a couple minutes later with two full glasses of iced tea, condensation already dripping down the sides. She handed one to Leah.

“Let’s get out of the direct sun for a bit and sit in the grotto,” Amy suggested.

“That sounds perfect,” Leah replied. “I’m getting pretty hot out here.”

The large grotto offered a shaded seating area with its own TV and was tucked right next to the spa. Amy took Leah’s hand and led her over to the comfortable couch, both of them still completely naked as they settled in.

“Leah, I just want to tell you… that was really special to me,” Amy said softly, her voice still a little shaky. “I’m glad it happened with you. We’ve been best friends forever. I really hope this doesn’t mess things up between us.”

Leah smiled warmly and reached out to tuck a strand of wet hair behind Amy’s ear. “If changing things means it gets even better than this, then yeah… I think things just changed for the better.”

A fresh flush spread across Amy’s chest and cheeks at her words. “I’m really glad you said that, Leah.”

“Now that we’ve done this,” Leah asked, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Amy’s thigh, “where do we go from here? I know we both like guys, but… I wouldn’t mind playing around a little more. With you.”

Amy grinned, a mix of nerves and excitement fluttering in her stomach. “I don’t ever want to lose you as a friend. But yeah… I wouldn’t mind ‘playing’ either.”

“Good,” Leah said, her eyes darkening with desire. “Because I’ve been wanting to do this since earlier.”

She pushed Amy back onto the couch with gentle but firm hands and kissed her deeply. Their mouths moved together hungrily for several long seconds, tongues teasing and exploring. Then Leah began trailing soft, wet kisses down Amy’s neck, across her collarbone, and lower to her chest. She took one of Amy’s full breasts into her mouth, sucking and gently nibbling on the sensitive pink nipple.

Amy moaned, her hand flying to the back of Leah’s head, fingers tangling in her dark hair as she pulled her closer, pressing her breast more firmly against Leah’s eager mouth.

Leah continued downward, scattering kisses over Amy’s flat belly and smooth pelvis. When she reached her destination, Amy spread her legs wantonly, opening herself like the petals of a beautiful, glistening flower.

“I never thought about doing this until I saw you today,” Leah whispered, her voice breathless and full of wonder as she looked up into Amy’s eyes. “And right now… there’s nothing I want more.”

Leah lowered her mouth to Amy’s waiting pussy, attaching her lips with hungry tenderness while keeping eye contact.

“Oh Leah… oh God, that feels so good,” Amy gasped, her breath coming in short, desperate bursts.

Leah attacked Amy’s clit with her tongue, licking and sucking with enthusiastic hunger. She might have lacked experience, but she more than made up for it with raw passion and an instinctive knowledge of what felt incredible. Amy pulled her own legs back and wide open, toes curling tightly as waves of pleasure built fast inside her.

Looking down, Amy locked eyes with Leah’s big brown ones—warm, lust-filled, and completely focused on her. Then her gaze drifted further, past Leah’s face to the way her round, perfect ass was arched high in the air behind her. God, she looks so fucking sexy like this, Amy thought, a fresh surge of heat flooding through her. She imagined what the view must look like from the other side and felt a bold, wicked idea spark in her mind.

“Leah, wait!” Amy cried out suddenly, her voice breathy and urgent.

Leah pulled back immediately, concern flashing across her face. “What? Am I doing something wrong?”

“No, no—nothing like that,” Amy reassured her quickly, reaching down to stroke her cheek. “I just… I want to do you at the same time. I want to taste you too.”

Recognition dawned on Leah’s face, followed by a hungry little smile. “Oh… okay. How do we—?”

“Come here,” Amy said, her voice thick with need. She grabbed Leah’s hips and guided her. “Lay on top of me. Like this.”

Leah carefully swung a leg over and straddled Amy’s face in a smooth 69 position. Amy stared up at the breathtaking sight directly above her—Leah’s perfect round ass, the pretty pink folds of her pussy already glistening and swollen. She reached up with both hands, grabbing those soft, firm cheeks and pulling her down firmly until her mouth made contact.

The first taste was intoxicating—warm, slick, and surprisingly addictive. Amy had tasted herself on her fingers before, but this was completely different. She was drinking straight from the source now, and she loved it.

At the same moment, Leah dove back down between Amy’s spread thighs, attacking her clit again with renewed fervor. Amy moaned loudly into Leah’s pussy, the vibration making Leah shiver. With one hand still squeezing and kneading Leah’s ass, Amy brought the other to her dripping entrance and pushed two fingers inside, curling them quickly toward her G-spot. She began thrusting them in and out with growing confidence while sucking hard on Leah’s clit.

The shaded grotto filled with the wet, filthy sounds of their mutual pleasure—loud sloshing from Amy’s fingers and muffled, desperate moans from both women. Whenever Amy sucked harder or nibbled gently, Leah did the same in return. It felt like they were in a perfect, filthy rhythm, racing to please each other and driving themselves closer and closer to the edge together.

Amy woke sometime later as she felt Leah stirring above her. She blinked open her eyes to find Leah’s big brown ones staring down at her with a soft, affectionate gaze.

“Hello, love,” Leah smiled. “I’m starving. You wanna order pizza?”

“Mmm, that sounds perfect right now,” Amy agreed, still feeling a pleasant haze of contentment.

Leah grabbed her phone and called the local pizza place, giving them the address and instructions to bring it around the gate to the backyard. She had that familiar mischievous smile on her face when she hung up.

“I’ve seen that look before,” Amy said, a flicker of concern mixing with curiosity. “What are you planning?”

“I’ve got an idea,” Leah replied, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “When the pizza guy gets here… let’s stay like this. Naked.”

“Are you crazy?” Amy chided, half-laughing, half-horrified. “We don’t even know who’s delivering!”

“That makes it even better,” Leah teased. “Not knowing is part of the fun. Plus, all the guys at Gus’s are cute.”

“No one except you has ever seen me naked,” Amy protested, her voice laced with real nervousness even as a forbidden thrill stirred low in her belly. “And now you want me parading around completely nude in front of a total stranger?”

“It won’t be just you,” Leah rationalized with a grin. “He won’t know who to stare at first. It’ll be exciting. Live a little, Amy.”

“I don’t know…” Amy wavered, biting her lip. The idea terrified her… but after everything they’d just done, it also sent a fresh pulse of heat through her body. “What if it’s someone we know?”

“Do you even know anyone who works at Gus’s?” Leah countered. “Come on. It’ll be hot.”

“Okay, fine… but you’re evil,” Amy finally caved, a nervous laugh escaping her. “Where should we be when he comes?”

“Let’s just sit at the patio bar and act casual,” Leah suggested. “When he comes around the corner, we’ll stand up and walk over to him. But first—” she reached for the bottle of coconut oil, “—let’s reapply some of this. I want our bodies nice and glistening when he gets here.”

The girls took their time reapplying the coconut oil, smoothing it over each other’s bodies with lingering hands. Amy finished with Leah’s back, then gave her firm, round ass a hard, playful slap. The sharp sound echoed, leaving a bright red handprint on her olive skin.

“Ouch!” Leah yelped in genuine surprise, rubbing the spot. “What was that for?”

“For being evil,” Amy replied with a wicked little grin. She pulled Leah in close and kissed her hotly, her hand gently soothing the stinging cheek she’d just spanked.

“Hmmm,” Leah smiled naughtily against her lips. “I think I like it when you spank me… especially when you follow it up like that.”

A few minutes later, they were sitting at the patio bar, sipping chilled glasses of wine, their glistening bodies relaxed and glowing in the late afternoon light. The peaceful moment was interrupted by the familiar creeeak of the side gate.

“Hello? Pizza delivery!” a deep male voice called out from around the corner.

“We’re back here!” Leah yelled back cheerfully.

As the pizza guy rounded the corner, his bored, routine expression instantly transformed into one of pure shock. His eyes widened at the sight of two completely naked, oil-slicked young women waiting for him.

Amy and Leah stood up from their bar stools in unison, walking toward him with slow, sexy sways in their hips. Amy’s heart hammered wildly in her chest. The moment her eyes met his, a fresh rush of heat flooded through her body. He was gorgeous—tall, with a full head of dark hair and strong, chiseled features that made him look like a younger Henry Cavill. What had started as a silly, daring joke was suddenly very, very real… and turning her on more than she expected.

She had never felt more exposed in her life. His hazel eyes locked onto hers with surprising intensity, barely flicking down to take in the rest of her glistening, naked body. He seemed almost transfixed by her face, ignoring Leah almost entirely. Amy’s skin flushed hot under his gaze, her nipples tightening again as that familiar deep ache stirred between her legs.

“Hi… Leah?” the pizza guy asked, his voice a little rougher than before.

“Yes, I’m Leah,” she answered, stepping slightly forward and finally breaking his intense eye contact with Amy.

The delivery guy blinked, tearing his eyes away reluctantly. “Right… one large supreme pizza.” His gaze drifted right back to Amy as he spoke, like he couldn’t help it. “That’ll be fifteen dollars.”

“Here, keep the change,” Leah said, pressing a twenty-dollar bill into Chris’s hand and taking the warm pizza box from him. She tried to insert herself into the moment, but it was clear his attention was locked elsewhere.

Amy stood frozen in place, utterly captivated. The confident pose she attempted—shoulders back, trying to own her nudity—felt paper-thin. This stranger’s presence hit her like a wave, leaving her more exposed and strangely electrified than at any point today. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she drank him in.

“My name’s Chris,” he said, his voice low and warm, extending a large, calloused hand toward her.

“I’m Amy,” she managed, sliding her small hand into his. The contact sent a jolt straight through her body, like electricity dancing across her skin. His grip was strong yet careful, enveloping hers completely. For a moment the world narrowed to just that touch, that towering six-two frame, and those steady hazel eyes that seemed to see right through her.

How is a man I’ve never met making me feel like this? she wondered, a dizzying mix of vulnerability and raw desire swirling inside her. His gaze held a quiet strength—sincere, warm, almost protective—while his deep voice carried a gentle kindness that made her knees feel weak.

“That’s a beautiful name, Amy,” Chris said, smiling in a way that crinkled the corners of his eyes.

“Th-thank you, Chris,” she stammered, her cheeks burning as she realized she was still clutching his hand, reluctant to let go.

“I don’t want to sound too forward,” Chris said, his hazel eyes still locked on hers with quiet intensity, “but… can I get your number, Amy?” He held out his phone, a hopeful smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “I’d really like to see you again.”

Amy didn’t even hesitate. Something bold and new surged through her as she took his phone and typed in her number, her fingers moving with surprising steadiness. She handed it back, meeting his gaze with a small, genuine smile that felt both shy and empowered.

“I’ll call you tomorrow,” Chris promised, his voice warm and sincere.

“I’d like that,” Amy replied softly, her heart doing another excited little flip in her chest.

“You two have a nice night,” Chris said, finally tearing his eyes away from her with obvious reluctance. He turned and started walking back toward the gate.

But he glanced over his shoulder one last time, flashing her that same easy, captivating smile before disappearing around the corner. Amy stayed rooted in place, watching the spot where he’d vanished, her body still tingling from the encounter.

Leah watched her for a moment, then burst out laughing. “Damn, Amy… I think you just met your soulmate.”

“Uh… say what?” Amy blinked, slowly snapping out of her trance, her cheeks still flushed. She shook her head, trying to clear the daze, but the memory of his strong hand and those warm eyes lingered.

“You two were into each other,” Leah said with a wide grin as they turned and headed back toward the patio table. “I’ve never seen anything like that. He didn’t even glance at me once—and we were both standing there completely naked. It was like the rest of the world disappeared and he was completely captured by you.”

Amy felt a warm flush creep up her neck. “I know… I felt it too,” she admitted, her voice soft but excited. “The way he looked at me… I swear I would’ve done just about anything he asked in that moment. It was intense.”

Leah fanned herself dramatically. “God, he was hot. Like, stupidly hot. Do you think he’ll actually call you tomorrow? I bet he will. That man was hooked.”

A shy but hopeful smile spread across Amy’s face. “If the way he looked at me means anything… I’m counting on it.”

“Let’s eat before this gets cold,” Leah said, flipping open the pizza box and sliding onto a stool at the bar. The rich aroma of melted cheese and toppings filled the shaded patio.

They dug in, still completely naked and glistening with oil, talking animatedly between bites about their first impressions of Chris. They both agreed he was strikingly handsome in that rugged, sincere way—strong features, warm eyes, and a kind presence that felt rare. Leah kept encouraging her, saying she should definitely say yes if he asked her out, but Amy barely needed the push. Something had shifted in her today. The confidence she felt after everything with Leah, combined with that electric spark with Chris, made her feel bold. Alive. Ready for whatever came next.

Amy’s phone dinged on the table. She picked it up, a small smile already forming as she read the notification.

“It was really nice meeting you, Amy. Thank you for giving me your number. I’ll call you tomorrow,” Chris had texted.

Her fingers moved quickly across the screen. “It was nice meeting you too. I’d like that,” she replied, then set the phone down with a soft, satisfied sigh.

Leah watched her with a knowing grin, but Amy turned to her with a more serious, vulnerable expression. “Leah… I want you to spend the night with me tonight,” she said, looking deep into her best friend’s eyes. “This has been the most incredible day, and I don’t want it to end yet.”

Leah’s face softened. She reached out and took Amy’s hand, squeezing it gently. “I’d love to. There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

“Cheers to a great start to our summer,” Amy said, raising her wine glass. They clinked them together, the sound bright in the quiet evening air.

Amy realized how much she loved Leah—not just as a sister anymore, but as something deeper, more intimate. Today had changed everything between them in the most beautiful way. Their lips met again, drawn together like magnets, and they kissed hungrily, slowly, savoring each other. Amy couldn’t get enough of the sweet taste of Leah’s mouth, the softness of her lips, the way their bodies still hummed from everything they’d shared. She wanted more of this tonight. She wanted all of it.

They eventually pulled back, smiling at each other, and sipped their wine while staying wrapped in one another’s arms.

“It’s a smile, it’s a kiss, it’s a sip of wine… it’s summertime!” Leah quoted with a playful little laugh as they stood up and walked hand-in-hand into the house, naked, glowing, and completely at ease with each other.


First Date

“It’s not too much further,” Chris said, glancing back at her with a proud, boyish grin that made Amy’s stomach flip.

“This place is so beautiful,” Amy replied, a little breathless as she took in the scenery. “I can’t believe I’ve never been up here before.”

The trail was easy and peaceful, winding through tall trees with sunlight filtering through the leaves in dappled patterns. Their conversation had flowed effortlessly from the moment he picked her up, as if they’d known each other for years instead of one unforgettable pizza delivery. Still, Amy felt a flush of embarrassment creep up her neck as she brought up the elephant in the room.

“So… about yesterday,” she said, laughing awkwardly. “I just want you to know that was a total one-time thing. I’m not some nudist or exhibitionist or anything like that. Leah and I just got a little carried away on a very weird, very hot day.”

Chris chuckled warmly, slowing his pace so they walked side by side. “Hey, no judgment here. Honestly? I thought it was the best delivery of my life. You were stunning. And brave. I’m really glad you agreed to go out with me today.”

Every time their eyes met, Amy felt her heart flutter wildly. It was like their souls were reaching out to each other with every shared smile. She’d never experienced anything like it.

She was pleasantly surprised to learn they attended the same university. Chris was majoring in Management Information Systems and had already built a custom software program for his family’s pizza restaurant chain. It handled everything—inventory, payroll, scheduling, performance tracking, profit trends, even forecasts. He was as smart as he was handsome, with a quiet charisma that completely disarmed her.

Their banter came naturally. Chris had a dry, self-deprecating sense of humor that made her giggle, and he lit up every time she smiled back at him. They talked like old friends who were just now discovering how much they had in common.

Chris couldn’t believe his luck. Walking beside the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen felt surreal. Amy looked incredible in her short black shorts that hugged her round ass and showed off her strong, athletic thighs from all those years of track. The black sports halter top accentuated her full C-cup breasts and toned abs, making it hard for him to keep his eyes on the trail.

Amy’s gaze wandered over him too. At six-two, Chris had the perfect build—strong and lean with visible muscle definition, but not overly bulky. He reminded her of an NFL tight end, powerful yet graceful. His board shorts showed off toned legs and defined calves, while the fitted T-shirt clung just enough to highlight his broad shoulders and solid chest. The sight made her mouth a little dry.

“This is it,” Chris said, stepping aside with a proud grin as they reached the end of the trail.

Amy stopped, taking in the breathtaking view. “Chris… this is beautiful,” she gushed, genuinely awed. The hidden lake sparkled under the bright sun, calm blue water stretching out below a rocky ledge surrounded by tall pines. A thick rope swing hung from a sturdy branch, swaying gently in the breeze. Ducks glided peacefully across the surface, and the whole scene felt like something out of a dream—private, peaceful, and wildly romantic.

Chris set his backpack down and spread out a large blanket on a flat spot near the edge. He pulled out Amy’s Hydro Flask and handed it to her. She took a long, grateful drink, the cool water refreshing after the hike.

“You want to take a dip?” Chris asked, grabbing the rope swing with a playful, daring smile that made her heart skip.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Amy replied, eyeing the fifteen-foot drop to the water below. A flutter of nerves mixed with excitement ran through her. “You first.”

Chris didn’t hesitate. He reached back and pulled his T-shirt off in one smooth motion, revealing a firm, sculpted six-pack and well-defined chest muscles that made Amy’s breath catch audibly. He noticed her staring and gave her a small, knowing smirk, his muscles flexing as he gripped the rope tightly. With a powerful push, he swung out over the lake, letting go at the perfect moment to execute a clean backflip. He barely made a splash as he disappeared beneath the surface.

“Woohoo!” Chris yelled triumphantly as his head broke the water, shaking droplets from his dark hair with a wide grin.

“Showoff!” Amy teased, laughing despite the butterflies in her stomach.

Taking a deep breath, she quickly stripped off her top and shorts, revealing the blue bikini underneath. It wasn’t the tiny micro style she’d worn yesterday, but the Brazilian cut still highlighted her round, athletic ass, and the top offered a classy but undeniably sexy amount of cleavage. She felt Chris’s eyes on her and, for the first time in a long while, didn’t mind at all.

Grabbing the rope, Amy pushed aside her fear of heights and launched herself out over the water. She let go, plunging feet-first into the cool lake. The sudden shock of cold hit her like a jolt, sending a gasp through her body as she surfaced, laughing and breathless.

They treaded water for a while, laughing and bantering back and forth as the cool lake soothed their sun-warmed skin. The easy conversation and playful teasing made the time fly, but eventually their arms grew tired. Amy swam to the rocky edge and climbed the rope ladder first, water streaming down her body. Chris followed close behind, his eyes tracing every curve of her figure with open admiration.

The sunlight caught the droplets on her skin, making her glisten as she ascended. Chris’s gaze followed the elegant line of her back, the feminine dip of her waist, and the way her round, firm ass swayed gently with each step. The blue bikini bottom cut teasingly between her cheeks, accentuating her athletic yet soft femininity. She looked absolutely perfect to him.

At the top, he handed her a towel. They dried off together before spreading out on the blanket. Chris couldn’t stop stealing glances at her. With her wet hair pulled back, those bright blue eyes sparkling in the sunlight, and water still beading on her skin, she looked like she belonged on the cover of a Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Issue. Even though he’d seen her completely naked the day before, seeing her like this—confident, radiant, and smiling at him—felt just as thrilling, if not more.

He reached into his soft cooler and pulled out two thick deli sandwiches, arranging them on paper plates alongside some chips. Then he uncorked a bottle of chilled white wine and poured them each a glass into the sturdy metal tumblers he’d brought.

“I don’t want this to sound like a cheesy line,” Chris said as he handed her a glass, his voice sincere, “but I feel like I’ve known you forever. Like I can just… be myself around you. You have this kind, comforting spirit that makes everything feel easy. Safe.”

Amy felt her heart warm at his words, a soft smile spreading across her face. “I know exactly what you mean, Chris. I’ve felt the same thing since the moment we met. Like I’m somehow safe with you… even though we barely know each other.”

He raised his glass with a gentle smile. “To new relationships that feel just right.”

“To new relationships,” Amy echoed, clinking her glass against his. As she took a sip, a flutter of excitement and nervous wonder filled her chest. She couldn’t help thinking about where this unexpected connection might lead—especially after the whirlwind of yesterday.

The couple enjoyed their lunch in comfortable silence for a few moments, gazing out at the sparkling lake. The natural beauty around them was stunning, but it paled in comparison to the easy connection growing between them on the blanket. Chris was an incredible listener, asking thoughtful questions that made Amy feel truly seen and comfortable opening up about her life, her dreams, and even some of her uncertainties about the future.

As she looked into his warm hazel eyes, Amy thought to herself that she could really fall for this man. He was sincere, grounded, and exactly the kind of person she had always hoped to meet. This date had already far exceeded anything she’d imagined.

Suddenly, a loud, slurred voice shattered the peaceful quiet.

“It’s just around this corner, fucker!”

Amy and Chris both tensed, turning toward the noise. Two rough-looking men came stumbling around the bend in the trail, heading straight toward them. They appeared to be in their mid-to-late thirties, with shaggy, unkempt hair and scruffy beards.

The man in front was about five-eleven, balding on top, with a heavy paunch spilling over his belt. He wore a stained white wife-beater tank top that showed off wiry chest hair and poorly done prison-style tattoos covering his arms. In one hand, he carried a half-empty bottle of Jack Daniels. The second guy was taller, around six-one, wearing a dirty camo shirt and sagging Dickies shorts. He moved with a slight limp as he followed.

“Well, well… what do we have here, Bob!” the first man slurred loudly, his eyes lighting up with crude interest as they landed on Amy and Chris. “Looks like we got ourselves a welcoming party.”

The other man, Bob, glanced at Chris before his gaze slid greedily over Amy’s scantily clad body. She felt it like a physical touch—sticky and invasive—and instinctively crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly very aware of how little her bikini covered.

“Damn, Joe,” Bob said with a leering grin, “and a fine-ass party it is! You two mind if we join you?”

Chris’s posture shifted immediately, protective. “Thanks, guys, but we were just finishing up here. We’re about to head out. You two can have the spot all to yourselves in a minute.”

He motioned quickly for Amy to get dressed while he started packing up their things with efficient, controlled movements. Amy stood up fast, reaching for her shorts, her heart pounding.

“Oh no, little lady,” Joe drawled with a vile, yellow-toothed smile, “why don’t you stay here and party with us? Your little yuppie boy can find his own way home.” His eyes dropped shamelessly to her chest. “Damn… will you look at those titties!”

“Hey man come on, there’s no need to be rude,” Chris said firmly, trying to keep his voice calm and de-escalate. “We’re just trying to have a nice day. Be cool.”

“Let the bitch speak for herself, you little yuppie boy!” Bob slurred aggressively.

“Listen guys, I don’t want any trouble,” Chris replied steadily, still moving between Amy and the two men. “We’ll just be on our way.”

“You don’t look like any trouble at all,” Joe sneered, taking a long swig from his whiskey bottle before fixing Chris with a challenging stare.

“You guys have a good time,” Chris said, zipping up his bag with finality.

“How ‘bout you leave your little slut with us so we can show her a real good time, huh?” Joe snarled, his bloodshot eyes devouring Amy’s body.

Amy’s stomach lurched. She quickly finished pulling up her shorts and took two hurried steps toward Chris when Joe’s clammy hand shot out and clamped onto her shoulder, yanking her back violently. She let out a sharp, terrified yelp.

Crack!

The sickening sound of bone meeting bone cut through the peaceful air as Chris’s right cross slammed into Joe’s jaw with everything he had. Joe’s eyes rolled back and he dropped like a sack of bricks, unconscious before he even hit the rocks. The whiskey bottle shattered beside him, brown liquid splashing everywhere.

Bob stared at his fallen friend for a stunned second, then stepped forward, fists raised. “You piece of shit!”

Chris stayed calm but shifted into a ready stance, eyes locked on the bigger man. “Look, man… I don’t want to hurt you. Just let us walk out of here. Help your buddy up. He never should’ve put his hands on her. That crossed the line.”

Bob sneered, spit flying as he advanced. “Fuck you, pretty boy. She’s staying. And you’re going to learn some manners.”

Chris didn’t back down. “Last warning. Walk away.”

Bob lunged with a wild, drunken haymaker. Chris slipped it easily and swept the man’s bad right leg out from under him. Bob crashed hard onto the rocky ground with a pained grunt.

Amy watched wide-eyed, heart pounding in her throat. Fear still gripped her, but seeing Chris move with such calm, controlled power sent an unexpected rush through her body.

Chris was on Bob in an instant, mounting him and locking in a tight Kimura armbar. He applied controlled pressure, just enough to make his point.

“Bob,” Chris said evenly, barely breathing hard, “I warned you. I don’t want to break your arm, but I can. Let us leave. This doesn’t have to get worse.”

“Fuck you, motherfucker!” Bob growled, struggling uselessly against the hold. “I’m going to kill you!”

Chris applied a little more pressure to Bob’s trapped arm, his voice remaining calm and controlled. “I don’t think you’re really in a position to kill anyone right now, Bob. With one small flex, I could snap your arm. So here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to apologize to the lady for the disgusting shit you just said. Then I’m going to let you up, and we’re walking out of here. You can help your buddy, but if you come after us… this ends a lot worse for you. We clear?”

“Okay, man! Just let me go!” Bob grunted, glancing over at Joe, who was starting to groan and stir on the ground.

Chris nodded toward Amy. “The lady’s right there.”

Bob’s voice shook with pain and humiliation. “I… I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Are we cool?” Chris asked evenly.

“Yeah… yeah, we’re cool,” Bob muttered, slumping in defeat.

Chris released the armbar smoothly and stood up. He grabbed his backpack, slung it over his shoulder, and reached for Amy’s hand. “Let’s go.”

Amy looked over her shoulder one last time at the two men sprawled on the rocks, then back at Chris. Her legs still felt shaky from the adrenaline. She had never seen real violence before, and the way Chris had handled it — so calm, so capable — left her stunned. A few minutes down the trail, once the immediate danger had faded, the shaking finally started to ease.

“That was crazy, Chris!” Amy said, her voice a mix of excitement and lingering shock. “Where the hell did you learn to fight like that?”

Chris gave her a small, almost sheepish smile. “I started training when I was ten. Saw UFC on TV one night and got completely hooked. I fell in love with Jiu-Jitsu first, then added Muay Thai. Been doing it ever since. Never actually had to use it in a real situation until today, though.”

“Well, I’m really glad you did,” Amy said, looking up at him with wide eyes. “Those guys were absolute creeps.”

“I didn’t want it to go down like that,” Chris admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. “Sorry if I ruined our date.”

“Who said you ruined it?” Amy grinned, stepping closer and sliding her hand up his arm, squeezing the firm muscle. “Honestly? That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Chris’s pulse quickened at her words and the way her fingers squeezed his arm. She was still wearing just the blue bikini top, her skin warm and slightly damp from the lake, and that smile she gave him — soft, grateful, and undeniably seductive — sent a rush of heat straight through his body. His cock twitched and hardened in his board shorts. He tried to will it down as they continued down the trail toward his Jeep, hoping the growing bulge wasn’t too obvious.

When they reached the trailhead, Chris walked around to the passenger side and opened the door for her like a gentleman. Amy stopped right in front of him instead of climbing in. She tilted her head up, looking into his eyes with a mixture of vulnerability and quiet hunger that made his breath catch. She stood there, so close he could feel the warmth radiating from her bare skin, waiting.

“Thank you for making me feel safe, Chris,” she said softly, her voice sweet and a little husky. A slow, sexy smile curved her lips.

The tension between them finally snapped. Chris leaned down, cupping her face gently with one hand, and kissed her. Their lips met for the first time — soft at first, then deepening with building hunger. The world around them seemed to fade away as the kiss grew more passionate, full of all the adrenaline, attraction, and unspoken desire that had been building since the moment he saw her.

---------------------------

October 2017

“Are you sure Leon won’t mind me moving in with you two?” Amy asked, hovering in the doorway as Chris wheeled another dolly stacked with her boxes into the apartment.

Chris glanced back at her with a reassuring smile. “Leon’s barely ever here. Between football practice, games, and classes, he basically just crashes here to sleep. Trust me, seeing you around the place is not going to ruin his senior year.”

“I hope not,” Amy said, still sounding a little worried. “I don’t want to mess anything up for him.”

Chris chuckled as he set the boxes down. “Seeing my pretty girlfriend walking around in her pajamas is the least of his worries. He’s got bigger things on his mind.”

She knew Leon was a star football player at a nearby university with a powerhouse program that regularly sent guys to the NFL. Despite the stereotypes, he was surprisingly sharp—Chris had mentioned how easily he held his own in conversations about science, math, and strategy.

Amy bit her lip, glancing around the apartment. “Are you really sure you’re okay with this? I mean… we’ve only been dating since June. This feels like a pretty big step.”

Chris stopped what he was doing and walked over to her, pulling her into his arms. “Look, Amy… not much is actually changing. You’ve been spending most nights here anyway. Now you can actually unpack, make yourself comfortable, and save a ton of money on rent.” He brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, his voice softening. “Plus, I’m head over heels for you. I want you here. I want us together.”

Amy melted against him, hugging him tightly. “I love you, Chris. This is going to be fun.”

“You know it will be,” he murmured, tilting her chin up and pulling her into a deep, lingering kiss.

From the moment of their first date back in June, Chris and Amy had become almost inseparable. Over the next four months they had fallen deeply for each other, learning every little detail about one another. They had met each other’s parents and were welcomed warmly by both families. To the outside world, they looked like the perfect young couple—attractive, ambitious, kind, and clearly in love.

Amy had also discovered something new about herself during those months: she loved sex. Chris was an incredibly attentive and patient lover, always focused on her pleasure, always leaving her thoroughly satisfied and craving more. In his arms she felt completely safe, which gave her the confidence to explore this newly awakened side of herself without shame or hesitation.

Chris had only had two serious girlfriends before Amy, and neither of them came close to the beautiful blonde who seemed to fit against him so perfectly — physically and emotionally. Her vulnerability touched something deep inside him. The way she trusted him with her heart and body felt like a precious gift, and he cherished it. He was completely in love with her.

Amy had always known she was attractive, but she used to think of sex as something naughty or shameful. That changed when she met Chris. From their very first date, she knew she was falling hard. With him, she felt safe enough to explore this new, hungry side of herself. She trusted him completely — with her heart, her body, and her secrets.

Their sex life was still fairly vanilla, but it was deeply satisfying. Amy remained shy about giving blowjobs and had never let Chris finish in her mouth, finding the idea messy and a little gross. But she loved the way he went down on her, the way he seemed to worship her with his tongue until she came undone. She’d also discovered she enjoyed talking dirty in bed — whispering filthy things just to watch Chris’s eyes darken with lust and feel him lose control. It made her feel powerful.

Despite her conservative religious upbringing, everything felt right with Chris. He was strong yet incredibly gentle. In his arms, she felt more loved and admired than she ever had. Even though sex before marriage had once seemed like a sin, with him it felt like love — pure and undeniable. She could picture their future so clearly: a house, kids, growing old together. They even went to church as a couple. The thought made her smile softly as she unpacked.

The afternoon passed in a happy blur of boxes and laughter as they moved her things into Chris’s apartment. It was much nicer and more spacious than the place she’d shared with her old roommate. Chris couldn’t stop smiling as Amy’s feminine touch began transforming the previously very masculine space — soft throws, carefully arranged photos, little decorative touches that made the apartment feel like a home.

The location was perfect: close to campus in a trendy neighborhood full of brick buildings, lively bars, restaurants, and hidden speakeasies. The apartment itself had a full kitchen, two bedrooms, a shared bathroom, a big sectional sofa, and even a pool table in the living room.

After a long, sweaty day of moving, they took a refreshing shower together and got ready for a night out.

Later that evening, Chris and Amy headed to their favorite bar to meet up with friends — including Amy’s best friend, Leah. Whenever Chris saw the two women together, he couldn’t help imagining them tangled in a passionate lesbian embrace. Those twenty-four hours of Amy and Leah’s sexual experimentation had become a frequent, intensely arousing topic during their bedtime play. Amy knew exactly how crazy it drove him, and she loved teasing him with the details.

Amy was wearing an LBD (little black dress) that accentuated her toned curvy body. Her blonde hair and light skin contrasted the black material of the dress sexily, and her ample cleavage spilled over the top.

Leah looked stunning in a tight white dress that hugged her curves and made her olive skin glow against her dark brunette hair. Either woman could command a room on her own, but together they were almost unfair — heads turned, conversations faltered, and Chris wasn’t immune. When Amy leaned in and kissed Leah playfully on the lips as a greeting, she shot Chris a naughty little smile afterward, fully aware of what she was doing.

“You’re going to get it later,” Chris murmured to her when she finally stepped away from Leah.

“Ooooh, promise?” Amy teased, biting her lip with a wicked grin that sent heat straight to his groin.

The rest of their group had already arrived. Carl, Leah’s latest boyfriend, was a tall, bearded guy with thick dark hair — a solid six-footer who trained at the gym with Chris. He was laid-back and funny, a good match for Leah’s energy. John, another friend, had that classic surfer vibe: wavy blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and a lean, athletic build. He was majoring in Information Management Systems like Chris and had worked with him on several school projects. Chris had dragged him into Jiu-Jitsu training, and John had taken to it like a natural.

The three guys gathered at one end of the table with their beers while Amy and Leah caught up on the other side. Conversation flowed easily between the whole group — laughter, teasing, and shared stories making the night feel warm and effortless. Chris kept stealing glances across the table at Amy, loving the way her eyes would find his every few minutes, always followed by that secret little smile that made his chest tighten.

“Congrats on the purple belt, John,” Chris said, raising his beer. “That’s a serious accomplishment, man.”

“Fucking awesome, brother,” Carl chimed in, clinking glasses.

“Thanks for talking me into it,” John replied with a grin. “You two have been great mentors.”

“Cheers to even better friends,” Chris said, taking a long swig.

The five of them ate, drank, and laughed for the next couple of hours. The guys playfully competed to see who could make the girls laugh hardest, happily making fools of themselves in the process. At one point, Amy slipped over to Chris’s side of the table and ran her hand slowly up his thigh, boldly caressing the growing bulge in his pants.

“Are you about ready to go home, baby?” she asked in a low, sexy voice, her breath warm against his ear.

“I love the sound of you saying our home,” Chris replied, sliding his own hand up her smooth, bare thigh. “Check, please!” he called out to the waitress, his voice already rough with anticipation.

Thirty minutes later, Amy and Chris were back in their bed, freshly showered and tangled in a slow, deep kiss. Their hands roamed lazily over each other when they suddenly heard the front door open, followed by a woman’s bright, tipsy laughter.

“Oh boy,” Chris grinned against her lips. “Sounds like Leon’s home.”

“And he’s not alone,” Amy whispered, pulling back slightly with a curious little smile.

“Come here, big boy,” the woman’s voice carried clearly through the thin wall.

“As soon as you take those clothes off you know I will,” Leon replied, his deep voice full of cocky amusement.

Amy’s eyes widened. “Oh my God, these walls must be made of cardboard or something!” she whispered, half-shocked, half-amused. “I can hear everything.”

“Yeah… I know,” Chris admitted with a chuckle. “Why do you think I’ve always got a set of earbuds by the bed, you know, for when he has company.”

“You take it off me,” the woman said, her voice turning husky and playful.

“Sure thing, Chloe,” Leon answered confidently.

There was the sound of shuffling clothes and Chloe’s soft giggling as she was being undressed. Then her voice dropped lower. “Your turn, Mr.”

A few seconds of silence followed before Chloe let out a genuine, surprised gasp. “Oh my God…oh fuck…..Jesus….. it’s so… big.”

Amy’s eyebrows shot up. “Did she just say his cock was really big?” she asked in a hushed, incredulous tone.

Chris laughed softly. “Yeah. She’s not the first woman I’ve heard say that through these walls.”

He watched Amy closely as she listened. Her cheeks were flushed, and her nipples had tightened into hard little peaks against his chest. The curiosity in her eyes was unmistakable — and incredibly arousing to him.

Amy lay there quietly, picturing what was happening on the other side of the wall. She had never heard other people having sex before, and the raw, unfiltered sounds were far more erotic than she expected. Her imagination ran wild as her body responded with a slow, warm throb between her legs.

For several minutes, the couple lay in silence, listening. The occasional low moan from Leon left little doubt about what was happening next door. Then came the unmistakable wet sounds — soft, rhythmic slurping and sucking, accompanied by Chloe’s muffled, eager noises.

It was impossible not to picture her on her knees, taking Leon deep into her mouth.

More shuffling came from the other room, followed by a needy little mewl from Chloe.

“Yes… right there,” she moaned, her voice thick and breathy through the thin wall. “Mmmm… fuck, you’re so big…”

Amy’s breathing grew shallower. She slid her hand slowly down Chris’s chest, over his abs, and wrapped her fingers around his rock-hard cock, stroking him gently.

“You’re seriously turned on by this?” Amy whispered, her own voice trembling with arousal.

Chris let out a low, husky chuckle. “Aren’t you?”

Amy bit her lower lip, her eyes sparkling with a naughty mix of embarrassment and excitement. She gave Chris a small, shy nod, silently admitting how turned on she was. The confession sent a fresh surge of heat through him as her hand continued stroking his rock-hard cock.

They kissed deeply, tongues sliding together as the sounds from the next room fueled their growing hunger.

“Oh fuck yeah… lick my clit, baby,” Chloe moaned loudly through the wall, her voice breathy and desperate.

Chris groaned softly into Amy’s mouth. His hand moved from her breast, rolling and pinching her stiff nipple before sliding lower down her smooth, naked body. Amy shivered in anticipation, squeezing his shaft tighter as if silently begging him to keep going.

When his fingers finally reached her pussy, she was soaked. Chris felt her slick heat immediately, and Amy had to bite down on her lip hard to stifle a moan. She couldn’t believe how wildly turned on she was — listening to another couple fuck right through the thin wall while she lay here doing the same thing with her boyfriend. The forbidden nature of it, the lack of privacy, the raw sounds… it was hitting something deep inside her she hadn’t known existed.

Her swollen clit throbbed under his touch, aching for more, while her pussy felt deliciously empty and needy. The voyeuristic thrill had her spiraling fast into her own sexual frenzy.

“Baby, why did you stop?” Chloe whined desperately from the other room, her voice full of frustration and lust.

“I was just getting you ready,” Leon replied in his deep, confident voice, sounding smug. “You’re gonna need it.”

Chris’s fingers glided over Amy’s slick folds, feeling just how soaked she was. Her hips rolled instinctively against his hand as they both listened to the raw sounds coming through the wall. Her growing need only turned him on more, feeding the fire between them.

“Oh God, go slow!” Chloe gasped from the next room, her voice tight with a mix of pain and pleasure. “Oh God… oh fuuuuuck!”

Amy’s eyes widened as she looked at Chris, her hand still stroking his throbbing cock. “Oh my God,” she whispered, voice shaky with disbelief and excitement, “they’re actually fucking right now.”

They lay there in tense silence, listening as Chloe’s whimpers and gasps gradually melted into deep, needy moans of pleasure. The rhythmic creak of the bed and the wet sounds of their bodies filled the space between the thin walls.

Amy’s breathing was ragged. She squeezed Chris’s cock a little tighter, then leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear.

“Baby…” she whispered, her voice husky with desperation, “I need you to fuck me right now?”

Chris had never heard Amy say the word “fuck” like that before. It sent a powerful jolt through him — she was clearly worked up. Without a word, he rolled over, grabbed a condom from the nightstand, and quickly rolled it down his throbbing shaft. He moved over her, settling between her spread thighs.

Amy stared up at him with hungry blue eyes, her blonde hair fanned out across the pillow like a halo. Her full breasts rose and fell with every excited breath, pink nipples stiff and begging for attention. She opened her legs wider, mirroring the sounds coming from the next room.

The rhythmic thump of bodies and Chloe’s rising moans filtered clearly through the thin wall as Chris lined himself up and slowly pushed inside her. He watched Amy’s eyes flutter and roll back in pleasure as he filled her. Leaning down, he captured her mouth in a deep, needy kiss.

“Yes, Chris… fuck me,” Amy whispered breathlessly against his lips.

Chris groaned softly and began moving — slow, deep strokes at first. He could feel her tight, wet walls squeezing every inch of him through the condom. Amy’s body responded beautifully, her hips rising to meet him as she stifled her moans against his shoulder.

Even with the thin layer of latex between them, the sensation was electric. Every ridge of his cock dragged along her sensitive inner walls, pressing perfectly against her G-spot with each thrust.

“Oh fuck, yes!” Chloe suddenly cried out from the other room, her voice raw and loud. The unmistakable sound of skin slapping skin grew faster and harder. “Fuck me with that giant cock! Take this pussy — make it yours!”

The filthy words hit Amy like a spark on dry tinder. She gasped, then pulled Chris down harder into a fierce kiss, her tongue sliding desperately against his. Her heels dug into his ass, urging him deeper as she whispered hotly in his ear:

“Yes… fuck me with your big cock, Chris.”

Chris gave her exactly what she wanted, thrusting with steady enthusiasm. Deep down, he knew he wasn’t “big” like the guy next door — he was a solid six inches and nicely thick, but nothing extraordinary. Still, Amy had always seemed perfectly satisfied with him, and that was enough to make him give her everything he had.

“Yes… yes, I’m cumming! Ooooh fuuuuuuuuck!” Chloe suddenly cried out from the other room, her voice breaking into a loud, shameless wail of release.

Amy’s toes curled hard into the sheets as her own orgasm rushed toward her. In her mind, she could clearly picture Chloe getting fucked senseless by Leon’s big cock on the other side of the wall. The vivid fantasy pushed her closer to the edge. She reached down between their bodies and frantically rubbed her swollen clit while Chris slammed into her, their own wet, rhythmic sloshing sounds mingling with the filthy symphony coming through the wall.

Her entire body suddenly tensed and trembled as the orgasm crashed over her. She bit down hard on her lip, desperately trying not to scream, knowing Leon and Chloe would hear everything.

Chris felt Amy’s pussy clamp down and spasm wildly around his cock. The sight of her face twisted in ecstasy — eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent cry — combined with the raw sounds of sex from the next room, pushed him over the brink. He buried himself deep inside her, kissing her hard as he came, filling the condom with thick, pulsing ropes of cum. His orgasm seemed to intensify hers, and she kept shaking beneath him, milking every last drop from him.

“Yes… ohhh… mmmmm,” Amy whispered shakily into his ear, her voice hoarse and trembling with pleasure as the aftershocks rippled through her.

Chris slowly pulled out of Amy’s warm, still-pulsing pussy, both of them breathing heavily as they continued listening to the loud, unrestrained sex happening on the other side of the wall.

“Get that ass up for me, Chloe,” Leon’s deep voice commanded.

“Like this?” Chloe replied, sounding eager and a little breathless.

“Yeah, just like that… fuck, that looks good,” Leon growled. “Spread those cheeks for me. Take this big cock!”

“Oh fuuuuck, yeeeees!” Chloe cried out shamelessly. “Give me that big cock!”

The sharp, rhythmic slapping of skin-on-skin filled the room as if the walls weren’t even there. Then came two loud, unmistakable smacks.

“Ow! Mmmmmmm!” Chloe moaned, the pain clearly mixing with pleasure.

Another hard smack echoed.

“Mmmmmmm! Fuck yes!”

“You’re such a naughty little slut,” Leon grunted, his voice thick with lust.

“Yes! I’m your slut!” Chloe moaned loudly. “Punish your slut wife with that big cock! Come on, I need you to give me what my husband can’t!”

“Holy shit…” Amy whispered, eyes wide with disbelief. “She’s married?”

“Yes… yes… oh fuck, yes!” Chloe moaned loudly from the other room. “I need this so bad!”

The revelation hit them both like a spark on dry tinder. Knowing Chloe was cheating on her husband while getting railed next door added a whole new level of filthy taboo to what they were hearing. Amy’s breathing quickened, her body flushing hot all over again as fresh wetness slicked her thighs.

Chris felt the same rush. He’d already tossed the used condom into the bedside trash and was lying beside her, his cock once again rock-hard and standing at full attention. Amy noticed immediately.

“This is so… naughty,” Amy breathed, her voice trembling with excitement as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his throbbing shaft, stroking him slowly. “What she’s doing… cheating on her husband like this…”

“Fuck, your cock is stretching me so good,” Chloe gasped through the wall, her voice breaking as the loud slapping of skin-on-skin grew faster and harder.

“Tell your husband,” Leon grunted, clearly pounding into her. “Tell him how much you love getting fucked by a real cock.”

“You see this, baby?” Chloe asked, her voice dripping with wicked delight. “You see how good he’s fucking your wife’s pussy? I have you on mute, but I know you’re watching. I can see you stroking your pathetic little dick right now.”

“Oh my God,” Amy blurted, barely remembering to keep her voice to a whisper. “He’s… he’s actually watching them?”

“This is fucking bizarre,” Chris whispered back, equal parts shocked and turned on. “Who the hell wants to watch his own wife get fucked by another guy?”

“Apparently her husband does,” Amy giggled softly, the sound a little nervous, a little thrilled.

The revelation sent a fresh, filthy wave of heat through her. She slid down Chris’s body, her blonde hair trailing across his chest and stomach. She wrapped her hand around his still-hard cock, catching the faint scent of latex and his cum. It should have turned her off — but it didn’t. She licked her lips and moved closer, her breath warm against his swollen head.

“Yes… yes… yes, keep fucking me!” Chloe cried out from the next room, her voice raw and shameless. “Show my husband how a real man needs to fuck me from now on!”

“You got it, slut,” Leon growled breathlessly, the sound of his hips slapping against her growing louder and more aggressive. “Tell your husband exactly how this feels.”

The rapid, rhythmic slapping of bodies and Chloe’s unrestrained moans poured through the thin walls as Amy took Chris’s cock deep into her mouth. She sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head while Chris slid his hand under her body and found her dripping pussy. His fingers teased her soaked folds, making her moan around his shaft.

“He’s fucking my pussy so good with his big cock, Ben!” Chloe cried out shamelessly. “He’s stretching my pussy out so much… Oh fuck, baby, I’m cuuuuumiiing! Oh fuuuuuuuuck!”

Amy’s mind reeled as she bobbed faster on Chris’s cock. How can she be such a slut? she thought, the filthy words sending sparks through her body. And how is her husband okay with this? Just sitting there… watching… stroking himself?

The questions should have shocked her more. Instead, they threw her into a full sexual frenzy. Her pussy clenched around Chris’s fingers as fresh wetness coated his hand.

She pulled off Chris’s cock with a wet pop, breathing hard. Climbing up his body, she looked down at him with wild, hungry eyes.

“I want your big cock inside me again,” she whispered urgently. “have we got have another condom?”

“Yeah, right here,” Chris said, reaching blindly for the nightstand drawer, his voice rough with arousal.

Seconds later, Amy was on top, straddling Chris and sliding her soaked pussy back and forth along his shaft, grinding her swollen clit hard against his groin with every roll of her hips. Her heavy breasts bounced and swayed with her rapid movements as she bit her lower lip, eyes half-closed while she listened intently to the filthy scene unfolding next door.

Chris watched in awe as her eyes rolled back in pleasure. He gripped her hips firmly, helping her grind down harder, deepening their connection with every thrust.

Suddenly, he rolled her onto her side and pulled her hips back toward him, positioning her on all fours. He wanted to take her just like Leon was taking Chloe — from behind, deep and possessive.

“Oh yes, Chris,” Amy gasped, pushing her ass back against him. “Take my pussy… make it yours.”

Her words lit a fire in him. Chris groaned and started slamming into her with powerful, jackhammering thrusts. Her round ass rippled beautifully with every impact, the wet slapping sounds of their bodies joining the obscene symphony coming through the wall.

Next door, the noises had become a chaotic blur of grunts, desperate moans, and raw cries of adulterous pleasure. Leon’s pace was frantic, the bed banging rhythmically against the wall.

“Cum in me, Leon!” Chloe begged shamelessly. “Cum in my slutty married pussy! Oh yeeeees!”

“Mmmmmm fuuuuuuuuck!” Leon roared as he clearly reached his peak.

“He’s filling me up, baby!” Chloe cried out triumphantly, her voice dripping with wicked satisfaction. “He’s filling your wife’s pussy with his hot cum!”

Chloe’s shameless, triumphant cries pushed both of them over the edge at the same time. Chris pistoned into Amy with everything he had, burying himself deep as his cock pulsed hard inside the condom. Amy’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her pussy clenching and fluttering wildly around him, desperately trying to milk every drop from his body even through the thin barrier.

They came together hard, bodies locked and trembling, the sounds of Leon filling Chloe’s married pussy next door only intensifying their shared release.

When the peak finally passed, Chris collapsed on top of her, both of them sweaty, breathless, and utterly spent. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, holding her close as their heartbeats gradually slowed. For several long minutes they stayed like that, tangled together in the afterglow, the distant sounds of the other couple’s quieting moans still faintly drifting through the wall.

Eventually, the insistent need to use the bathroom pulled Amy back to reality. She gently extracted herself from Chris’s warm embrace, pressing a soft kiss to his lips before slipping out of bed. She grabbed a dainty, short silk robe from the closet and shrugged it on, the thin fabric barely covering her flushed, still-sensitive body.

Just as Amy reached the bathroom door, it swung open and a stunning, completely naked woman stepped out. Amy’s eyes widened in surprise as she recognized her — Chloe Sanderson.

She had seen Chloe around campus and at parties before, but never like this. The woman was a vision: a classic fiery redhead with pale, porcelain skin that glowed under the hallway light. Her body was incredible — tight and athletic with a visible six-pack, long toned legs, and an impressive pair of large, heavy breasts that hung with a soft, natural sag. A thick, untrimmed patch of bright ginger pubic hair covered her mound, drawing Amy’s gaze for a split second.

Amy couldn’t help but smile inwardly as she instinctively compared herself. Her tits are huge… but mine are definitely firmer.

Chloe’s big green eyes widened in equal surprise as she stood there naked, still flushed and slightly sweaty from her recent exertions. Her long ginger hair was tousled, cascading messily over her shoulders.

“Hello, Amy,” Chloe said with an uneasy smile, clearly caught off guard.

“Hi, Chloe,” Amy replied awkwardly, feeling her own cheeks burn as she stood there in nothing but her dainty silk robe.

“Look, Amy, I know this seems really strange, but my husband and I…” Chloe started, looking a little flustered.

“No need to explain,” Amy interrupted gently, a playful grin spreading across her face. “Your secret is safe with me.”

Just then, Leon stepped out of his bedroom and leaned casually against the doorframe, arms crossed over his massive chest. He was shirtless, his enormous frame nearly filling the hallway. At around 270 pounds with single-digit body fat, he looked like a defensive lineman sculpted from granite — broad shoulders, thick arms, and a powerful chest that spoke of years of brutal training.

“Hi, Amy,” Leon said with an easy, deep voice, as if they were simply passing each other in the kitchen on a normal morning.

“Hi, Leon,” Amy replied shyly, her cheeks burning. After everything she’d just heard through the thin wall — every moan, every filthy word, every slap of skin — it felt impossible to look at him normally.

Leon was the textbook definition of a mountain of a man: dark hair, thick beard, piercing blue eyes, and a rugged, powerful presence that made the hallway feel smaller. He wasn’t really Amy’s type — she preferred Chris’s leaner, clean-shaven athletic build — but she couldn’t deny how impressive he was. Raw, masculine power radiated from him.

Leon’s eyes drifted slowly down from her face, taking in the way her short silk robe clung to her curves, barely covering her thighs. The glance was bold but not crude. Amy felt it like a physical touch. Her heart skipped a beat, and a fresh wave of heat flushed through her body as she remembered Katie’s loud, shameless moans from just minutes earlier.

Amy’s eyes couldn’t help but drift downward, tracing Leon’s powerful torso before landing on the unmistakable, heavy bulge running down the leg of his loose cotton shorts. The sight made her swallow hard.

“I better get home, Leon,” Chloe called from inside the bedroom as she gathered her clothes. “My hubby will be waiting up for me.”

Leon gave Amy a small, knowing nod before following Chloe back into his room. Amy quickly slipped into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, heart still racing.

A few minutes later she hurried back to their bedroom, closing the door softly.

“You are not going to believe this,” Amy whispered, climbing back into bed with Chris.

“What?” he asked, propping himself up on one elbow.

“Chloe Sanderson. That was Chloe Sanderson.”

Chris blinked. “The sports reporter? The one we met at your parents’ party?”

“Yes! That one,” Amy said, still wide-eyed. “She’s married, Chris. And she was just in there getting absolutely railed by Leon.”

Chris let out a surprised laugh. “No way. They always seemed so… stuffy and proper whenever I saw them together.”

“Well,” Amy said with a mischievous little smile, “one of them definitely got stuffed tonight.”

Chris burst out laughing, pulling her closer. “She sure did. Damn.”

Amy shook her head, still processing it all. “How in the world did she end up hooking up with Leon of all people?”

“Who knows?” Chris shrugged, still grinning. “Maybe I’ll casually ask him in the morning.”

Ben and Chloe Sanderson were the picture of a successful, upstanding power couple in the sports world and beyond. Ben was a wealthy hedge fund manager with serious connections, while Chloe had made a name for herself as a sharp, high-profile sports journalist. Her widely praised interview with an NFL quarterback who had been wrongfully accused of sexual misconduct a few years earlier had cemented her reputation as both talented and fearless.

Chris and Amy had met them just a month earlier at a Labor Day party hosted by Amy’s parents. The guest list had been full of the same kind of polished, slightly snooty crowd. Neither of them could have imagined that the elegant, professional Chloe they’d met would end up in Leon’s bed — getting railed while her husband watched and got off on it.

Chris thought back to that party. He’d only been dating Amy for a couple of weeks and had felt somewhat out of place among her parents’ affluent circle. He remembered Chloe clearly — wearing a classy, flowing red summer dress that complemented her fiery red hair and pale skin. She had been beautiful, elegant, and surprisingly witty, with a sharp sense of humor that cut through the stuffiness.

Ben, by contrast, had come across as a total stiff — distant, barely acknowledging Chris, and spending most of the evening smoking cigars and drinking bourbon with politically connected guests, including a prominent politician Chris had recognized. It was almost impossible to picture that same reserved, powerful man eagerly watching his wife get fucked by another man.


A New Life

Sunday morning arrived with bright sunlight streaming into the apartment. Chris and Amy were enjoying their first official breakfast together in their new living arrangement. Amy wore a loose crop top t-shirt and comfortable shorts. The thin cotton did little to hide the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra — the soft outline of her nipples clearly visible as she moved around the kitchen.

“So how did you sleep in your new bed?” Chris asked, sipping his coffee with a soft smile.

“Really good,” Amy replied, grinning back at him. “I slept great knowing you were right there next to me.”

“I definitely liked waking up to your beautiful face this morning,” Chris said warmly. “That’s a view I could definitely get used to.”

“Thanks, lover,” Amy said, her smile turning playful. She took a bite of toast, then lowered her voice a little. “Speaking of lovers… last night was crazy.”

“It was definitely interesting,” Chris agreed, shaking his head. “I feel like a total voyeur now.”

“Her words were so… decadent,” Amy said, her cheeks flushing slightly as she recalled them. “I still can’t believe that was real. Why would her husband be okay with any of that?”

“I don’t know,” Chris pondered, leaning back in his chair. “I can’t even imagine watching you with someone else. I’ve heard some guys are really into that kind of thing, though.”

“You’d probably rip the guy’s head off,” Amy laughed.

“Hey guys,” Leon’s deep voice boomed as he rounded the corner into the kitchen, interrupting them. “Whose head are you planning to rip off, Chris?”

“Haha, nobody’s,” Chris chuckled. “We were just talking.”

Leon grinned as he opened the fridge and started pulling out ingredients for a massive yogurt bowl. “Well, welcome to the casa, Amy. Hope you’re settling in okay.”

“Thanks, Leon. I really like this place,” Amy said, giving him a wide, knowing grin. “The walls are a bit thin, though…”

“Oh shit,” Leon laughed, rubbing the back of his neck. “You heard us? How embarrassing!”

“Bro, how the hell did you hook up with Chloe Sanderson?” Chris asked, unable to hold back his curiosity any longer.

“How much did you hear?” Leon asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Pretty much everything,” Chris admitted with a laugh. “So… spill it.”

“Man, she was at our game yesterday and came to the afterparty,” Leon explained as he mixed his yogurt. “I kept catching her staring at me across the room, so I made eye contact. Eventually she came over. We danced, talked, flirted… it got pretty heated pretty fast.”

“Didn’t you question her intentions at all?” Chris asked, genuinely surprised. “I mean… she’s married.”

“At first it was just dancing and talking,” Leon admitted with a shrug. “But she started coming on to me stronger and stronger. I’ve never been with an older woman before, but damn — she did not hold back. At one point I finally asked her straight up about her husband, because it was obvious she wanted more than just flirting. That’s when she told me they have an open relationship… and that he likes to watch.”

“She told you that?” Amy asked, eyes wide.

“Yeah,” Leon chuckled, shaking his head. “I told her straight up I wasn’t into having another dude in the room watching me fuck his wife. It was kind of freaky to me. She’s smoking hot — especially for an older woman — but the whole situation felt weird as hell.”

“What did she say?” Amy asked, leaning forward on the edge of her seat, clearly on pins and needles.

Leon took another big spoonful of yogurt before continuing. “She told me her husband didn’t actually need to be in the room. She wanted to FaceTime him instead. I was still pretty weirded out by the whole thing, but… the more we drank and the harder she flirted, the less I cared. Guess I’m easy when a woman like that throws herself at me.”

“She’s very pretty,” Amy said with a small smile. “I’m sure most guys wouldn’t have turned her down.”

“Yeah,” Leon admitted, chuckling. “The more she came on to me, the more the idea actually started turning me on. The thought of dominating this hot, famous reporter while her husband watched on the phone… it got to me. She straight-up told me she wanted to sleep with a bigger guy. Apparently she noticed me in my football pants and decided to go for it because of my… size.”

Leon’s dark eyes locked onto Amy’s as he spoke, his gaze intense and lingering. At six-five and built like a wall, he looked imposing as he stood there, studying her reaction. For a split second, Amy wondered if he was imagining doing the same thing to her — dominating her the way he had dominated Chloe.

Her eyes drifted down involuntarily to the heavy bulge clearly visible in his cotton shorts. God, how big is he? The thought hit her before she could stop it. Realizing she was staring, she quickly looked away, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks.

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” Leon continued, a faint smile on his face, “but damn… it was intense.”

Amy felt Leon’s eyes on her again, this time dropping to her chest. Her thin crop top did little to hide how hard her nipples had become. The conversation — and the memories of last night — were definitely getting to her.

“I never would have pictured Chloe being like that,” Amy said, still a little amazed. “It makes you wonder how many people are into this kind of kink. All proper and straight-laced on the outside, but total freaks behind closed doors. That contrast… it makes it even hotter somehow.”

“She told me they do it to keep their marriage spicy,” Leon explained with a shrug. “Whatever floats your boat, I guess. Not sure I’d ever want my wife doing the same thing.”

“I’m sure my husband will be more than enough for me,” Amy replied lightly.

“But what if your husband was the one asking you to do it?” Leon challenged, his deep voice casual but pointed. “What if it was a huge fantasy of his?”

Amy laughed, trying to play it off. “I’d cross that bridge when and if the time came. But right now I’m not married, and I don’t think Chris is going to be asking me to sleep with anyone else anytime soon.”

“I don’t know, babe,” Chris chimed in with a playful grin. “You wanna take Leon for a ride tonight?”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” Amy shot back, rolling her eyes even as she laughed. “You heard what he did to Chloe last night. You really want to hear me screaming like that from Leon’s bed?”

Chris burst out laughing, quickly joined by Amy and Leon. The tension broke, and the three of them drifted back into lighter conversation as they went about starting their Sunday morning.

That night, Chris and Amy decided to stay in. She cooked their first proper dinner in the apartment — a simple but delicious meal — while Leon went out with some of his football teammates.

After they ate, they opened a bottle of wine and moved over to the pool table. As Amy leaned over to line up a shot, her mind kept drifting back to the night before. Chloe’s raw, decadent words echoed in her head, and her curiosity finally got the better of her.

“Do you think Chloe was exaggerating last night?” she asked suddenly, trying to sound casual.

Chris looked up from his own shot, smiling. “Exaggerating about what?”

“I mean… about him being… big,” Amy replied shyly, her cheeks warming.

Chris chuckled softly. “It didn’t sound like she was faking anything to me. Why? Does the idea intrigue you?”

“No, I mean… I was just wondering if she was really enjoying it that much,” Amy said, lining up another shot. “Do you think size actually matters that much?”

Chris studied her for a moment, noticing the flush on her face. “You’d probably know better than me. I’ve always heard it’s more about how you use it. In my case, I really hope that’s true.” He paused, then added with a teasing grin, “Are you curious now?”

Amy straightened up after her shot and smiled at him. “I love the way you feel, Chris. You’re more than enough for me.”

But even as she said the words, her mind lingered on the heavy bulge she’d seen in Leon’s shorts that morning… and the way Chloe had sounded like she was losing her mind.

“So you’re sure you don’t want to take Leon for a ride?” Chris teased again, his voice playful but with a new, husky edge.

As soon as the words left his mouth, an unbidden image flashed through Chris’s mind: Amy bouncing on top of Leon, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she repeatedly slid down his thick cock. He shook his head slightly, trying to banish the vision. Where the hell did that come from? Was this jealousy? Or was he more like Mr. Jorgenson than he wanted to admit?

The same vivid picture flooded Amy’s mind the moment Chris spoke. She imagined spreading her legs for the massive football player, feeling his huge cock stretch her open wider and deeper than anyone ever had. Her nipples tightened instantly against her top, and a fresh rush of wetness warmed between her thighs.

Amy studied Chris’s face carefully. “Would you ever want me to do what Chloe did?” she asked softly, her voice laced with genuine curiosity. “Could you actually watch me with another man? I’m just wondering what guys think about that stuff. I know I’d be way too jealous to ever see you with another woman.”

Her question sent a powerful jolt straight to Chris’s groin. He’d heard her talk dirty about being with another girl, and she’d shared memories of her night with Leah, but this was different. The idea of Amy with another man — specifically someone like Leon — had never crossed his mind before. Now that it had, his jeans suddenly felt much tighter.

“Oh my gosh… you are thinking about it,” Amy said, her eyes widening as she caught the unmistakable lust in his expression.

“I never thought about it before last night,” Chris admitted, his voice quieter now. “I’d be terrified of losing you if something like that actually happened in real life.”

Amy didn’t know how to respond. She was genuinely shocked. Chris had always seemed so loyal, so gentle, so… traditional. The idea that he could even entertain the thought of her with another man felt surreal.

“Before hearing Chloe last night, it never crossed my mind either,” Chris continued, almost like he was working it out for himself. “But the way she sounded… completely lost in it… I guess I can understand the appeal a little. Why her husband might want to watch.”

“What did you like about it?” Amy asked softly, her heart beating faster.

“The way she let go,” Chris said, meeting her eyes. “Like she was surrendering everything. Total abandon. Submitting completely.”

Amy bit her lip, a fresh wave of heat flooding through her body. She wondered what it would feel like to let herself go like that — to be that shameless, that slutty. Right now, the thought made her want to submit to Chris completely.

He must have seen the hunger in her eyes, because he stepped forward and pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues danced urgently as their bodies pressed together, grinding with building need.

Chris reached for the bottom of her halter top and pulled it up and over her head. Amy shook her hair out, letting it tumble over her bare shoulders. His hands slid down to her waist, thumbs hooking into the waistband of her shorts. With one smooth motion, he tugged them down her smooth thighs, leaving her standing there completely naked in front of him.

Chris lifted Amy effortlessly and set her on the edge of the pool table, pushing her back against the smooth gray felt. She opened her legs for him, breathing fast. He took a moment to admire her swollen, glistening pussy before leaning in and planting slow, teasing kisses along her inner thigh. Her scent — warm, sweet, and unmistakably aroused — made his mouth water.

Her delicate pink folds parted slightly as if begging for his tongue. Hunger overtook him. He leaned forward and licked her slowly at first, then with growing desperation, lapping at her wetness and swirling around her clit.

Amy gasped, her hands gripping the velvet edges of the table as waves of pleasure rolled through her. Chris looked up, running his hands over her toned stomach and up to her full breasts. He squeezed them firmly, pinching her stiff pink nipples between his fingers.

“That feels sooo good… mmmmm, yes, baby!” Amy moaned, her voice breathy and needy. She reached down with both hands, tangling her fingers in his hair and pulling his mouth tighter against her quivering pussy.

Her body climbed quickly toward release, goosebumps spreading across her skin as her nipples stood hard and aching. But as the pleasure built, her eyes drifted across the open apartment toward the front door. A thrill of apprehension mixed with something darker, more forbidden. What if Leon walked in right now? She was completely exposed — legs spread wide on the pool table. He would see everything. Part of her, a part she barely recognized, wanted the door to open.

In that moment of overwhelming sensation, Chris’s face suddenly blurred in her mind, replaced by Leon’s rugged, powerful features. The fantasy hit her hard — uncontrollable, shocking, and intensely arousing.

She was right on the edge when Chris suddenly stood up. He freed his stiff cock and pressed the head against her dripping entrance. Amy looked up at him with desperate, confused eyes.

“I want to watch you cum on my cock,” Chris told her, his voice low and husky with lust.

Amy reached down and began slowly stroking her swollen clit as he pushed inside her. She bit her lip sexily, moaning as he started thrusting — deep, steady strokes that filled the apartment with the wet, rhythmic sounds of their sex.

As Chris stared down at his beautiful girlfriend spread out on the pool table, their earlier conversation echoed in his mind. He imagined her writhing beneath a much bigger, thicker cock — Leon’s — stretching her in ways he never could. The forbidden image sent a surge of dark lust through him. He gripped her hips tightly and began thrusting harder, fucking her with raw intensity.

Amy gasped as Chris drove into her dripping pussy with powerful strokes. Her back slid across the soft gray felt with every deep thrust. This wasn’t making love anymore — this was pure, primal fucking.

Her eyes fluttered shut as another orgasm built rapidly inside her. Her mind betrayed her again, drifting back to that forbidden fantasy. She pictured Leon above her, his massive frame pinning her down as he pushed his huge cock into her, stretching her open for the first time. The thought was wrong. Shameful. But it made her pussy clench even harder around Chris.

Why am I thinking this? she wondered desperately. I love Chris… sex with him is amazing…

Guilt flooded her, but it only seemed to heighten the pleasure. She opened her eyes and met Chris’s gaze. The raw lust she saw there — dark, hungry, almost possessive — was all it took.

“Uuuuuhhhh, yeeeeeeeeeeees!” Amy cried out as her orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing hard beneath him.

Chris felt her pussy spasming wildly around his cock, milking him with powerful contractions. The sensation, combined with his own dark fantasies, pushed him right to the edge. At the very last second, he remembered he wasn’t wearing a condom. With a desperate groan, he pulled out just in time. Thick jets of hot cum erupted across Amy’s writhing stomach and heaving breasts as he stroked himself through the powerful release.

Chris finally caught his breath, staring down at the beautiful, filthy mess he’d made of Amy. Thick, pearly ropes of cum streaked across her torso — three long trails running from between her breasts all the way down to her smooth, bald mound. Several heavy globs had pooled on her flat stomach and lower belly, glistening under the low light of the apartment.

“Wow, baby… that was a lot,” Amy breathed, looking down at herself with a mix of surprise and lingering arousal.

“Stay right there,” Chris said with a soft laugh. “I’ll get you something.”

He padded over to the kitchen and returned a moment later with a handful of paper towels. Amy remained sprawled on the pool table, legs still lazily splayed open, completely exposed and unashamed. Chris leaned down and kissed her tenderly, then began gently wiping the warm cum from her skin.

“Whew,” Amy sighed once they’d cleaned most of it off. She sat up slowly, looking down at her flushed, slightly sticky body. “I definitely need a shower now.”

“Me too,” Chris laughed, pulling her into another soft kiss. “Come on.”

After their shower, Amy slipped into a delicate purple babydoll with matching panties. The sheer fabric clung softly to her body, the outline of her pink nipples clearly visible even in the low light of the apartment.

When she walked back into the bedroom, Chris’s eyes widened.

“Holy shit, babe… you look like a wet dream,” he said, his voice low and appreciative.

Amy smiled, doing a little curtsy. “I thought I’d wear something nice for you now that we’re officially living together.”

“Damn, I love it,” Chris replied, unable to take his eyes off her. “If you dressed like this every night, I’d marry you tomorrow.”

“Is that a proposal?” Amy teased, raising an eyebrow playfully.

Chris grinned. “No, I’m sure I can do way better than that. You deserve something special.”

His sweet words warmed her from the inside out. “Talk like that will get you everywhere,” she said softly, climbing onto the bed and sliding in beside him. “I love you, Chris.”

“I love you too,” he murmured, pulling her close.

They turned on an episode of Ozark and settled in together, limbs tangled comfortably. Amy felt incredibly lucky. Even in the quiet moments — just lying here watching TV with no need to fill the silence — everything felt natural and right with him. She rested her head on his chest, listening to his steady heartbeat, and smiled to herself.

“I’m thirsty,” Amy said, sliding out of bed. “Want me to grab you some water?”

“Nah, I’m good,” Chris replied, pausing the next episode.

He watched with appreciation as she walked out, her thong-covered ass swaying beneath the short, sheer babydoll. The delicate purple fabric barely reached halfway down her pale, round cheeks, teasing him with every step.

In the kitchen, Amy poured herself a glass of ice water. A craving for popcorn suddenly hit her. She remembered seeing some in the bottom drawer and bent over to search for it, her legs slightly spread, ass pushed out invitingly as she rummaged through the cabinet.

She didn’t hear the front door open.

Leon stepped inside and stopped dead in his tracks. His eyes widened at the breathtaking sight before him. Amy’s perfect ass was presented like an offering, the thin silky purple thong stretched between her cheeks and doing almost nothing to hide her smooth, bald labia or the tight, pink ring of her anus. The position made her look incredibly lewd and delicious. His cock instantly thickened in his pants as he licked his lips.

“You looking for popcorn?” Leon asked, his deep voice cutting through the quiet.

Amy jumped with a sharp gasp, nearly dropping the glass. She straightened up quickly and spun around to face him, her cheeks burning bright red.

“Oh, Leon!” she exclaimed, one hand instinctively moving to cover her chest. “You scared the shit out of me!”

Leon’s gaze dropped for a moment, drinking in the front view. The sheer babydoll did little to hide her full breasts, her cleavage spilling over the low neckline while her hard pink nipples pressed obviously against the thin fabric. The sight was mouth-watering.

Leon’s eyes traveled slowly down her body. The short babydoll had ridden up, revealing the bottom of her lacy purple panties and the smooth curve where her firm thighs met. There was a tiny, enticing gap between those thighs, and even her pretty feet caught his attention. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a messy but sexy clip, a few strands framing her face. When she bit her lower lip and stared back at him with those big blue eyes, the moment stretched out, thick with tension.

Fuck… Leon thought, feeling his cock twitch again. This is Chris’s girlfriend. He forced himself to snap out of it.

“It’s in the other drawer,” he said, clearing his throat. “I moved it to make room for some other snacks.”

“Oh… thanks,” Amy mumbled, suddenly very aware of how little she was wearing. Her hands fluttered up, trying to cover her chest and the hem of the babydoll at the same time, but it was hopeless. She felt completely exposed.

“I, um… didn’t realize you were coming home tonight,” she added, her face burning bright red with embarrassment.

“Yeah, just had a couple drinks with some guys from the team,” Leon replied, trying to keep his voice casual. He could see how timid and flustered she was, and it only made her look more tempting. “What have you and Chris been up to?”

Amy glanced past him toward the pool table. Flashes of what they’d done there just an hour earlier flooded her mind — her legs spread wide, Chris fucking her hard while she fantasized about Leon. The memory made her pussy throb.

“We just… played some pool and watched Netflix,” she said, her voice a little too high.

“And chilled?” Leon teased, the double meaning clear in his tone.

Amy’s silence spoke volumes. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

“Where was that popcorn again?” Amy asked, quickly changing the subject.

“It’s in the next drawer,” Leon replied, his voice low and amused, clearly toying with her.

Amy met his eyes. A spark of determination flared inside her. He wants a show? Fine. I’ll give him one.

She slowly turned around, bending at the waist as she reached for the drawer. The short babydoll rode up her back, completely exposing her round, firm ass and the tiny purple thong that barely covered anything. She could feel the cool air on her skin and knew exactly what Leon was seeing. With a deliberate little twist of her hips, she glanced back over her shoulder.

Leon’s eyes were locked on her ass, dark with hunger.

The realization that she could affect him like this sent a powerful rush through Amy — part ego, part raw arousal. She lingered a few extra seconds, digging through the drawer while her ass swayed gently with the movement. The thrill of being watched so openly made her pussy throb.

“Ah, there it is,” she said finally, turning just enough to give him a generous side view of her breasts. The loose babydoll shifted dangerously low, her pink nipples only millimeters from slipping into view.

She popped the bag into the microwave and started it, then turned back toward Leon. The look in his eyes — pure, undisguised desire — made her stomach flip. In an instant, the power dynamic shifted. She went from predator to prey. Her body flushed hot, her breathing quickened, and she couldn’t look away.

Her gaze dropped lower, tracing his massive arms. Thick veins stood out against the muscle, pulsing visibly. The sheer size and power of him made her feel small… and strangely excited.

Amy’s gaze continued downward, tracing the hard lines of Leon’s powerful chest and the deep V of his waist. Then her eyes landed on the unmistakable, heavy bulge running down the inside of his thigh, straining against his jeans.

No way that’s real… she thought, stunned. A second later, the thick outline twitched visibly. Amy startled and quickly looked back up into Leon’s eyes. He was rock hard — because of her. The realization sent a sharp jolt of heat straight between her legs.

BEEP BEEP BEEP.

The microwave cut through the charged silence, snapping them both out of the intense moment.

“You have a good night, Amy,” Leon said with a slow, knowing grin.

“Goodnight, Leon,” she replied, her voice a little breathless.

As soon as he turned and headed toward the bathroom, Amy hurried back to the bedroom, popcorn in hand.

“Chris,” she said, closing the door behind her, “Leon just caught me in the kitchen dressed like this.”

Chris paused the show and looked at her, already grinning. “I bet he enjoyed the view.”

“It’s not funny, Chris,” Amy protested, though her cheeks were still flushed. “I was bent over looking for the popcorn when he walked in. He saw everything — my whole ass.”

“Did he say anything?” Chris asked, his voice curious as he clearly pictured the scene.

“He just told me where the popcorn was,” Amy said, sitting on the edge of the bed. She hesitated for a second, then added nervously, “Chris… I think Chloe wasn’t exaggerating last night.”

Chris raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

Amy bit her lip, her voice dropping. “The bulge in his jeans… it was huge. Like… way bigger than I expected.”

“Well… I think I made him hard,” Amy confessed quietly. “I could see it running down his pant leg… and then it actually moved. Like he was flexing it for me.”

Chris’s eyes darkened with interest. “Did it turn you on knowing you did that to him?”

“Chris, I’m your girlfriend,” she replied, avoiding the question.

“You’re not answering,” he pressed gently, his voice low and husky.

“I don’t know…” Amy stalled, shifting uncomfortably on the bed. “I was nervous. Embarrassed to be standing there half-naked in front of your roommate.”

Chris wasn’t letting her dodge it. “But did it turn you on?”

She hesitated, biting her lip. “I don’t know…”

He leaned closer, his hand sliding along her thigh. “Did it turn you on wearing this sexy little babydoll in front of Leon?”

Amy’s breath caught. After a long pause, she finally whispered, “Yes… it did.”

The admission hit Chris like gasoline on a fire. In a flash he was on her, kissing her wildly, hungrily. He yanked the flimsy babydoll up and over her head, tossing it aside. His fingers hooked into the strings of her thong and pulled it down her legs as she lifted her hips to help him strip her completely.

When they broke the kiss, Amy looked up at him, searching his face. “You’re not mad?” she asked, a mix of nervousness and arousal in her voice.

“Do I look mad?” Chris asked with a wicked grin, already reaching for a condom in the nightstand and rolling it on.

“That turned you on?” Amy asked again, her voice breathless as Chris positioned himself between her legs and slowly pushed inside her.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned, sinking deep. “I think you should wear this little babydoll when we eat breakfast tomorrow. I want Leon to see you like this again.” He gave a hard thrust, making her gasp. “God, you’re so wet.”

“Oh God, that’s so hot,” Amy moaned, her hips rising to meet him. “You want me to dress slutty for your roommate?”

“Fuck yes,” Chris grunted, starting to piston into her harder. “The thought of him seeing you like this… it’s driving me crazy.”

“I might make him hard again,” Amy whispered, knowing exactly how much that would excite him.

“I’m sure you will,” Chris growled, slamming into her with renewed intensity. He crashed his mouth down on hers in a fierce kiss as he fucked her with everything he had.

After a few frantic moments, Amy pulled back just enough to breathe against his ear. “Chris… there’s one more thing.”

“What?” he grunted, still driving into her.

“His dick is huge,” Amy gasped, the confession slipping out as her body trembled beneath him.

Their tongues attacked each other hungrily as their passion boiled over. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of desperate fucking — skin slapping skin, breathless moans, and the slick noise of Chris driving deep into Amy’s soaked pussy. Just down the hallway, Leon — completely oblivious — had become the unexpected fuel for their fire.

“That’s it, Chris!” Amy gasped, her fingers frantically rubbing her swollen clit. “I’m cumming, baby… cum for me! Cum in your slutty girlfriend!”

Her words pushed them both over the edge. Amy’s body suddenly seized up, quivering violently as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around Chris’s cock in rhythmic waves, milking him with greedy contractions.

The sensation was too much. Chris buried himself as deep as he could and exploded, groaning into her mouth as he filled the condom with thick, pulsing jets of cum. The intensity of her orgasm seemed to draw every last drop out of him.

They stayed locked together for a long moment afterward, trembling and panting, the aftershocks still rippling through both of them.


The Morning After 


The next morning, Chris woke to his alarm and shuffled into the kitchen to start the coffee pot. A few seconds later, Leon emerged from his room and joined him. Neither of them were morning people, so they exchanged only a quiet grunt of acknowledgment before settling into their usual routine — sipping coffee and scrolling through their phones in comfortable silence.

They were halfway through breakfast when a soft movement caught Chris’s eye. He looked up to see Amy walking around the corner, wrapped in her white terry cloth robe. It was modest and cozy, tied loosely at the waist. Chris felt a small pang of disappointment — he had secretly hoped she might wear the sheer purple babydoll from last night — but he was also relieved. Having Leon see her like that again might have been more than either of them was ready for in the cold light of day.

The coffee finished brewing, and Amy poured three cups, handing one to each man with a sleepy smile.

“Good morning, gorgeous,” Chris said warmly.

“Good morning, love,” Amy replied, leaning down to kiss his cheek before sliding into the chair beside him.

The three of them made light small talk for a while — mostly about classes and practice schedules — before Leon finished his food, rinsed his plate, and headed off to get ready for school and football practice.

Once they were alone, Chris grinned at her over his coffee. “I thought you were going to wear that little babydoll from last night.”

Amy’s cheeks flushed instantly. “Chris… I thought you were just having horny sex talk last night,” she said, half-laughing, half-embarrassed. “I’d be way too mortified to walk around like that in front of Leon in the daylight.”

“I know,” Chris said with a playful grin. “I was just seeing what you’d say. That’s one of the things I love most about you — you’re wild as hell in bed, but you’re still loyal and honest to your core.”

Amy giggled, covering her face for a second. “He saw a whole lot of me last night when I was bent over in that babydoll reaching for the popcorn. I think that was more than enough.”

Chris leaned over and kissed her softly. “I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you.”

Over the following days, Amy started loosening up around the apartment. She loved the way Chris’s eyes would light up whenever she walked around in something skimpy — a tiny thong and a loose tank top with no bra, or one of his button-up shirts with almost nothing underneath. She adored his immediate, hungry reactions. The way he’d pull her into the bedroom and fuck her with desperate, possessive energy after a day of teasing always left her glowing.

She still didn’t fully understand why Chris enjoyed showing her off to Leon, but she loved how it affected him. The game of cat and mouse had become strangely addictive.

Chris, for his part, couldn’t explain it either. He wasn’t a jealous person and trusted Amy completely. He knew she wouldn’t stray. But there was something deeply arousing about watching her prance around the apartment in barely-there clothing, knowing Leon was getting an eyeful. Every time she gave him that sexy little grin while wearing something revealing, Chris’s pants would tighten instantly. He loved the quiet thrill of the tease — his beautiful, loyal girlfriend driving his roommate crazy, while belonging only to him.

Leon always remained a gentleman around the apartment — polite, respectful, and never crossing any obvious lines. But he didn’t bother hiding his appreciation for Amy’s beauty. Whenever she walked through the living room in something skimpy, his eyes would linger with open admiration. He never looked away when she “accidentally” flaunted herself.

Leon kept up his very active sex life, often bringing women home. Amy and Chris started to suspect he did it partly so they could hear. The thin walls made sure of that. Night after night, they’d lie in bed listening to a parade of earth-shattering orgasms coming from Leon’s room.

They found themselves curiously entertained by the variety of women Leon brought home. He didn’t seem to have a strict type — cheerleaders, quiet bookish girls, curvy Hispanic women, stunning Black women, and even the occasional hot mom in her thirties. He had excellent taste, but in Amy and Chris’s opinion, none of them came close to Amy.

Inspired by the sounds, Amy grew bolder and more vocal in their own bedroom, especially when she knew Leon was home. She moaned louder, cried out Chris’s name, and let her pleasure echo through the walls. Deep down, she wondered if Leon was lying in his bed stroking his massive cock while listening to her. The thought made her even wetter.

She would often lean in and whisper her filthy thoughts directly into Chris’s ear while he was inside her: “I bet Leon’s stroking that huge dick right now… imagining he’s the one fucking me instead of you.”

Those whispered words never failed to drive Chris wild. He’d fuck her harder, more possessively, loving the way she was opening up and embracing this new side of herself.

Their shared kink was making their sex life hotter than ever. Chris adored how Amy was loosening up — growing more confident, more playful, and more sexually adventurous. What had started as innocent curiosity was quickly evolving into something deeper, darker, and incredibly exciting for both of them.

They were out with a group of friends one crisp fall Saturday to watch Leon’s team play a crucial game against a highly ranked opponent. Playoff implications were on the line, and the atmosphere at the sports bar was electric.

Chris and the guys were drinking heavily, and the women — including Amy — were keeping pace with them. Alcohol always made Amy extra horny, and after a full week of studying with almost no time for intimacy, she was feeling particularly wound up. The combination had her skin tingling and her thoughts drifting to dirty places.

She looked stunning in a sexy white dress that hugged her curves and showed off her toned legs. She was drawing hungry glances from nearly every man in their group — and plenty of others at the bar. Chris noticed, and instead of jealousy, he felt a strange, warm thrill at how desirable she was.

After three hours of intense, back-and-forth football, the game came down to one final, heart-stopping play. Leon’s team was ahead by five points and needed to stop the opposing offense on the eight-yard line with only two seconds left on the clock. A touchdown would win it for the other team and kill any playoff hopes.

The opposing quarterback — a likely first-round NFL draft pick, if not the number one overall — had been under constant pressure all game. Leon had already sacked him twice.

The teams lined up. The quarterback called out the blitz and took the snap from shotgun formation with an empty backfield. He dropped back to pass as one of his receivers made a sharp cut to the outside. The corner slipped, leaving the receiver wide open near the end zone.

The quarterback spotted his open receiver and cocked his arm to throw when Leon exploded through the line like a freight train. He smashed into the QB, knocking the ball loose. As Leon fell to the ground, he somehow managed to scoop up the fumble.

The whistle blew. The crowd inside the stadium — and the entire sports bar — erupted in absolute chaos.

Leon ripped off his helmet and thrust it and the football high into the air in triumph. The bar exploded with cheers, high-fives, and shouts. Chris and his friends went wild, slapping each other on the back while the girls hugged and screamed in celebration.

“What do you say we go out dancing to celebrate?” Amy asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement and alcohol-fueled energy.

“That sounds like a fucking great idea,” Chris agreed immediately.

The group made their way down the block to a popular dance club and claimed a table. More drinks flowed as John, Carl, and Chris tried their best to keep up with the three stunning women on the dance floor.

After several high-energy songs, Chris and Carl tapped out, sweaty and laughing, to grab fresh drinks and catch their breath. They settled at their table and watched Amy, Leah, and Laurel dance with John.

Amy looked incredible in her little white dress. The fabric clung to her body, her large breasts threatening to spill over the low neckline while her round ass looked like it had been sculpted to perfection. She moved with natural confidence and rhythm, drawing eyes from all over the club.

At one point, a tall, muscular Black man with smooth confidence moved in and started dancing with her. He had serious moves, and they quickly fell into a smooth, sensual rhythm together. Amy turned her back to him, pressing her ass back against him as his hands settled on her hips, guiding her movements.

Chris watched the two of them from the table, unable to look away. Something deep and primal stirred inside him — a confusing mix of jealousy, arousal, and raw excitement. The sight of his beautiful girlfriend grinding so freely against another man, especially one so physically imposing, sent an unexpected rush of heat through his body.

The contrast was striking — the Black man’s dark hand resting possessively on Amy’s white dress as she ground back against him. She moved her hips in slow, sensual circles, pressing her ass firmly into his crotch. When she glanced over at Chris across the crowded dance floor, she gave him a wicked, naughty little smile that went straight to his cock.

When the song ended, Amy hugged the man briefly, then made her way back to the table, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with alcohol and excitement.

“Did you like that, babe?” she whispered hotly in Chris’s ear as she slid onto his lap.

“You looked so fucking hot out there,” Chris admitted, his voice low and rough. His hands settled on her hips, pulling her closer.

“Thanks,” Amy said, reaching for her drink and taking three large gulps. The alcohol was clearly hitting her. “He was hard, babe.”

“Really?” Chris asked, his pulse quickening.

Amy leaned in closer, her lips brushing his ear. “He had it pressed right against my ass the whole time. Of course I felt it… and it felt huge.”

“Damn… that’s hot,” Chris breathed, his cock twitching hard in his pants.

“So am I,” Amy replied with a tipsy, sultry smile, grinding subtly against him. “I need you to take me home and fuck me right now.”

The moment the elevator doors closed, Amy and Chris were all over each other. Their mouths crashed together in a hungry, desperate kiss. Chris slid his hands under the hem of her short white dress, gripping and kneading her soft, bare ass cheeks as she moaned into his mouth.

When the elevator dinged and the doors opened on their floor, Amy didn’t bother pulling her dress back down. It stayed bunched around her waist, her lacy white thong fully on display. She stepped out into the hallway with a seductive glance over her shoulder at Chris, her hips swaying with every step.

The raw lust on Chris’s face made Amy’s pulse race. She loved how crazy she could make him. Emboldened, she reached down, grabbed the hem of her dress, and pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside.

Chris’s cock throbbed painfully hard as he watched his gorgeous blonde girlfriend strut down the hallway in nothing but her heels and a tiny white thong. Every curve of her body was on full display — her round ass, toned back, and the way her breasts bounced with each confident step.

“Fuck… you are so goddamn sexy,” Chris groaned, his voice thick with need.

Amy stopped at their door, waiting for him with a sultry smile. The second he reached her and unlocked it, Chris pushed her inside, slamming the door behind them. He yanked his shirt off, then shoved his pants and boxers down as they stumbled toward the couch.

Amy climbed onto him eagerly. She pushed her soaked thong to the side and guided his hard six-inch cock to her dripping entrance.

“Oh baby… I needed this so bad,” she mewed as she sank down onto him, taking every inch.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Chris groaned, gripping her hips tightly as she started riding him.

Amy rolled her hips in slow, sensual circles, grinding her swollen clit against Chris’s pelvis with every movement. Her moans grew louder, filling the apartment as she rode him closer and closer to the edge.

Then they both heard it — the unmistakable jingle of keys at the front door.

There was no time to hide. Chris’s grip tightened on her hips and he kept thrusting up into her, unwilling to stop. Whether it was the alcohol, the adrenaline, or something deeper, he didn’t want this moment to end.

The door swung open. Leon’s massive frame filled the doorway as he stepped inside. He froze, eyes widening as he took in the scene: Amy completely naked on top of Chris, her large breasts heaving, her body glistening with sweat as she continued to ride his cock.

“Oh fuck…” Leon blurted, his deep voice thick with surprise and raw lust. “You are beautiful.”

Amy’s face flushed crimson, but she didn’t stop. Chris thrust up into her again, pulling a needy moan from her lips as she stared straight into Leon’s eyes. The intensity of his gaze made her pussy clench hard around Chris.

Leon dropped his duffle bag to the floor, unable to look away. Amy bit her lower lip, holding his stare as she began moving her hips again — slower, more deliberately. She was so close to the edge, and the thought of stopping now felt impossible. Especially with Leon watching.

A storm of conflicting emotions raged inside her. This is wrong. I shouldn’t let another man see me like this. But the other part of her — the part that had been awakened over the past weeks — craved it. She wanted his eyes on her. All of her.

With a shaky breath, Amy lowered her hands from her chest, fully exposing her bouncing breasts to Leon’s hungry gaze.

With the lights on, Amy was completely exposed to Leon’s hungry gaze. Her firm C-cup breasts, topped with perky pink nipples, bounced rhythmically as she rolled her hips. Her toned tummy flexed with every movement, and her creamy thighs — smooth and free of any imperfection — straddled Chris. Even her pretty feet and toes looked delicate as they curled in pleasure.

Leon stood frozen in the doorway, unable to tear his eyes away. He had fantasized about seeing Amy like this more times than he cared to admit. Now it was happening right in front of him, and the reality was even better than his imagination. He wished desperately that she was riding him instead.

Amy bit her lip seductively, giving up any pretense of holding back. She reached one hand behind Chris’s neck for leverage and began riding him harder, grinding down with raw need.

“Fuck me, Chris,” she moaned loudly. “Baby, I need to cum!”

Her eyes stayed locked on Leon as she rode. She watched, mesmerized, as his big hand moved down to rub the massive bulge straining against his jeans. The outline was unmistakable — thick and long, pressing aggressively against the fabric. Her gaze flicked back and forth between his intense eyes and that enormous bulge, her own arousal spiking higher.

All she saw in his expression was pure, raw lust.

“Oh fuck, baby… he’s …he’s…urm….he’s watching us,” Amy gasped, her voice trembling with excitement. “This is getting me so fucking hot. I want you to make me cum, Chris. Show Leon how I cum for you!”

Chris could barely process what was happening. The words coming out of Amy’s mouth — combined with the fact that they were fucking right in front of his roommate — pushed him into territory he’d never imagined. They had talked dirty before, but this… this was something else entirely.

Leon stood in the doorway, clearly at his limit. He reached down and unbuckled his belt, then slowly unbuttoned his jeans. Amy’s eyes were glued to his hands, her hips still moving on Chris almost on autopilot.

She couldn’t believe this was happening. She had wondered — and yes, sometimes fantasized — about what Leon was packing. Now she was finally going to see it.

Leon pushed his jeans down his thick thighs and stepped out of them, standing there in just a tight black t-shirt and boxer briefs. The massive bulge stretching the fabric was impossible to ignore. Amy licked her lips without thinking as Leon hooked his thumbs into the waistband.

Her breathing grew shallower as he began to pull them down. The thick, heavy root of his cock came into view — veiny and darker than the rest of him. Then he stopped.

Amy looked up at him with wide, desperate eyes. Leon met her gaze with a teasing smile, clearly enjoying her hunger. He didn’t pull his boxers down any further.

Amy’s heart hammered. She realized what he wanted.

“Please…” she begged, her voice breathy and needy.

Chris, thinking she was begging him, latched onto her breast with his mouth, sucking hard on her nipple as he thrust up into her.

“Show it to me, Leon,” Amy moaned, her eyes never leaving the enormous bulge in his underwear.

Amy’s shameless words hit Chris like a lightning bolt. He released her nipple and looked up, following her gaze just in time to see Leon slowly pulling his boxer briefs down.

Both Chris and Amy gasped as Leon’s enormous cock sprang free.

It was massive — at least eight inches long and incredibly thick, easily as wide as a coke can at the base. The heavy, veiny shaft hung heavy between his powerful thighs, the large purple head already glistening. It looked almost menacing as Leon wrapped his big hand around it and began stroking slowly, his eyes locked on Amy.

The three of them were swept into a new, dizzying level of lust.

Amy planted her feet on the couch and started riding Chris with renewed intensity, her hips slamming down with loud, wet slapping sounds. Her full tits bounced heavily in front of Leon as he stroked his giant cock just a few feet away.

She bit her lip hard, staring straight at Leon’s massive erection. She couldn’t believe how big he was. The sight sent her body into a feverish state of arousal she’d never experienced before.

Leon grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it off in one smooth motion, revealing his massive, muscular 270-pound frame. Every muscle in his chest and abs stood out in sharp definition. His huge cock looked perfectly proportioned on his giant body — thick, heavy, and throbbing.

Amy licked her lips unconsciously as she watched him stroke it. He was so close now she could see every bulging vein and ridge. The fat purple head bobbed enticingly with each stroke.

“Oh God, baby!” Amy cried out, slamming her hips down harder onto Chris. “So big… so fucking big!”

Leon took another step closer, his massive frame towering over them. The sight of Amy licking her lips as his enormous cock bobbed just inches from her face pushed Chris into uncharted territory. He had never seen his girlfriend this lost in lust, and the raw intensity of it thrilled him to his core.

Amy was riding him wildly now, slamming her hips down with desperate abandon. Her eyes were locked on Leon’s thick cock as it moved even closer. A shiny drop of pre-cum beaded at the tip and slowly ran down the fat head. The masculine, musky scent of him filled her senses, making her head spin.

She was right on the edge of orgasm, trembling with need. Every rational voice in her head screamed that she shouldn’t be doing this… but her body had taken over.

“Chris?” she moaned, her voice shaky and desperate.

“Mmm, huh?” he replied, barely able to form words as he thrust up into her.

“I shouldn’t be doing this…” Amy cried, even as she continued grinding down on his cock with frantic need.

“You’re so fucking hot, baby,” Chris groaned, his own arousal spiking higher than ever. “Just let yourself go. Cum for me.”

Amy took his words as permission.

Her delicate hand reached up and wrapped around Leon’s thick, throbbing cock for the first time. It was incredibly heavy and hot in her palm — much thicker than Chris’s. She stroked slowly from the base to the swollen head, then held it steady, aiming the leaking tip toward her open mouth.

Leon let out a deep, guttural moan as the beautiful blonde touched him. His massive cock twitched powerfully in her hand.

Amy’s fingers couldn’t even wrap all the way around Leon’s incredibly thick cock. The sheer size of him made her pulse race. She parted her lips, leaned forward, and licked the glistening drop of pre-cum from the swollen head. Both she and Leon moaned at the contact. Emboldened, she opened wider and sucked the fat head into her warm, hungry mouth.

Chris heard their shared moan and turned his head. The sight of his beautiful girlfriend sucking on Leon’s massive cock hit him like a freight train. It was far more intense than any fantasy he’d ever had. A primal surge of lust tore through him. He gripped Amy’s hips tightly and started slamming up into her soaked, sloshing pussy with everything he had, making her moan loudly around Leon’s thick shaft.

Amy coated Leon’s cock with wet, eager kisses from the leaking tip all the way down to the heavy base, never breaking eye contact with him. She explored every bulging vein, especially the thick one running along the top that pulsed strongly under her fingers. She had never seen — let alone touched — a cock this big in her life, and she wanted to savor every inch of it.

The apartment was filled with the raw, filthy sounds of sex: wet slapping, desperate moans, and the obscene slurping of Amy’s mouth on Leon’s cock.

Her cries grew louder and more frantic as her orgasm rushed toward her. She had never imagined actually living out a threesome like this, but right now it felt incredible. She stroked and sucked Leon with wild abandon while Chris drove into her harder than ever.

“Oh God, keep fucking me, Chris!” Amy gasped, pulling off Leon’s cock just long enough to cry out. “I’m gonna cum!”

Amy took Leon’s thick cock back into her mouth, stretching her jaw as wide as she could. She could only manage about half of his massive length, but she sucked him eagerly, bobbing her head while Chris slammed up into her from below. The wet, filthy slapping sounds of their bodies filled the room.

The week without sex, combined with the overwhelming sight of his girlfriend lost in lust — sucking another man’s huge cock right in front of him — was too much for Chris. He groaned deeply and came hard, pulsing inside her as his orgasm crashed over him.

He eventually slowed, then stopped, slumping back against the couch, spent.

Amy kept gyrating her hips desperately, chasing her own release. “Did you cum?” she cried, her voice thick with frustration.

“Yeah, babe…” Chris shuddered, still catching his breath. “I’m so sorry.”

“I was so close!” Amy groaned, clearly disappointed.

She stopped stroking Leon and lifted herself off Chris, looking down at his softening cock with a mix of lust and irritation. The condom was full, but she was still aching and empty.

“I was just so worked up,” Chris explained, a little embarrassed but still visibly aroused by the whole situation. “This whole thing… seeing you like that… it was too much.”

Chris glanced over at Leon’s menacingly huge cock, still glistening from Amy’s mouth. It throbbed heavily in the air, offering an obvious solution to her desperate need.

He wrestled with himself for a long moment. Part of him screamed that this was insane — that he should stop this right now. But seeing the raw, desperate hunger on Amy’s face made the decision for him. He loved her. He wanted to please her. Swallowing his jealousy and insecurities, Chris forced the words out.

“Maybe… Leon could just…” he hesitated, his voice barely above a whisper, “help you finish… until you can…”

Amy froze, staring at him in disbelief. Her heart hammered wildly. “Are you… suggesting that Leon and I should…?”

Chris swallowed hard, his own cock twitching again despite having just cum. “I know you need it right now. And it’s just this once.”

Amy turned her head slowly toward Leon. He was watching her with dark, intense hunger, his massive cock still rock-hard and pointing straight at her. It looked so much bigger than Chris’s — thicker, longer, almost intimidating. Could she even take him?

She looked back at Chris, torn between love, shock, and an overwhelming sexual hunger she’d never felt before. Her conservative upbringing screamed at her that this was wrong — actual cheating. But her body was on fire, her pussy aching to be filled.

“Are you sure?” she asked, her voice trembling with uncertainty and need.

Chris hesitated, staring deep into Amy’s eyes. He understood that this single nod would cross a line they could never uncross. A shiver ran through him — equal parts dread and electric anticipation. His mind raced with a thousand conflicting thoughts, but the raw need written across Amy’s face made the decision for him.

He gave her a small, shaky nod.

Amy didn’t speak. She simply rolled onto her back on the couch, slowly spreading her legs wide as she looked up at Leon with heavy-lidded, lust-drunk eyes. She rested her head on Chris’s thigh, seeking some anchor to him as she offered herself to his roommate.

Leon moved between her open thighs, his massive frame towering over her petite body. He dragged the thick, leaking head of his cock up and down her soaked slit, teasing her swollen clit and coating himself in her juices. Amy trembled with anticipation.

After several torturous seconds, Leon lined up his fat cockhead with her tight entrance. Amy looked up at Chris, her eyes glazed with overwhelming desire. She bit her lip hard as Leon began pushing forward.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck!” Amy moaned loudly as her pussy stretched around his enormous girth. The pressure was intense — far more than she was used to. She dug her nails into Chris’s thigh, holding on as her body struggled to accommodate Leon’s thickness.

“Oh fuck….he’s so…he’s so fucking big,” she gasped, her voice breaking into a whimper as another inch sank into her. Her entire body shook with the overwhelming sensation of being stretched wider than she’d ever been before.

This moment felt completely surreal to Chris. The woman he had fallen so deeply in love with was being penetrated by another man — a massive football player who had just been on national television a few hours earlier, helping send his team to the playoffs.

Amy’s thighs quivered as her body slowly opened up to Leon’s enormous girth. Her toes curled tightly, and breathless, whimpering moans spilled from her lips. Leon had to be patient. For several long minutes he worked his thick cock in and out in shallow strokes, letting her tight pussy gradually stretch and coat him with her abundant juices.

The sounds Amy made were a intoxicating mix of pain and growing pleasure as her body submitted to him. Then, finally, Leon pushed forward one last time until his pelvis pressed firmly against hers. He was buried to the hilt inside her.

Amy looked down between their bodies in wide-eyed awe, realizing she had taken every thick inch of him. She looked up at Leon with a sexy, almost triumphant grin, as if she had just conquered a personal challenge.

Without hesitation, she reached up, pulled Leon down to her, and kissed him passionately. Their tongues met in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss right above Chris.

The sight hit Chris like a punch to the gut. Jealousy twisted sharply in his stomach, but it was instantly overwhelmed by a powerful, electric arousal. He had never imagined watching the woman he loved kiss another man like this. Seeing her so lost in lust, her body stretched and filled by Leon while she moaned into his mouth, made Chris’s cock rock-hard again almost instantly. The contrast between the sweet, loving girlfriend he knew and this wanton, sexual creature was absolutely earth-shattering.

The size difference was breathtaking. Leon’s massive six-five, two-hundred-seventy-pound frame completely dwarfed Amy’s petite five-two body. He looked like a powerful beast mounting a delicate doll, and the sight made Chris’s stomach twist with a potent mix of jealousy and overwhelming arousal.

Leon slowly pulled his glistening cock back a few inches, then pushed forward again, drawing a deep, throaty moan from Amy. He was officially fucking her. Her heels hooked behind his hips, pulling him deeper as her toes curled tightly in ecstasy.

Gradually, Leon’s thrusts grew longer and more powerful. Each stroke withdrew until just the thick head remained inside her, then plunged back in, stretching her pink labia obscenely around his girth. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room as her pussy clung tightly to every veiny inch.

The moans coming from Amy were entirely new to Chris — loud, unrestrained, almost animalistic. He had never heard her sound like this before. Her whole body quivered and shook with every deep thrust. Her full breasts bounced and undulated wildly, her pink nipples stiff and erect like he’d never seen them.

Amy bit her lower lip hard, her eyes rolling back in her head before fluttering open again. When they did, she looked straight at Chris with pure, glazed bliss written across her face.

“So good… mmmmmm, so gooooood!” she moaned, her voice shaking with every powerful thrust from Leon.

“You look so fucking hot right now, Amy,” Chris breathed, his own cock rock-hard again despite having cum earlier.

“Baby… he’s gonna make me cum,” Amy cried out, her voice breaking. “His cock feels so good inside me. Don’t be mad at me… his cock is soooo fucking good! Uh—keep fu—uh—uh—fucking me!”

Leon reached down, grabbed the thin strap of her thong that was still pushed to the side, and ripped it off her body with a sharp tug. Amy let out a surprised, delighted coo at the sudden show of aggression.

Chris reached over and pinched both of her sensitive nipples, twisting them just the way she loved. The added stimulation made Amy moan even louder, her body arching as pleasure overwhelmed her from every direction.

Leon’s enormous cock was stretching her in ways she had never experienced, hitting deep spots inside her that Chris simply couldn’t reach. Amy’s body surrendered completely to the giant football player as her long-awaited orgasm surged toward the surface like a tidal wave.

“Uhhh… uhhh… uhhhh… yeeeeeeees! I’m cuuuuuumiiing!” Amy screamed at the top of her lungs as her orgasm finally exploded through her.

Her entire body convulsed violently beneath Leon. Chris watched in stunned awe as clear fluids began gushing out around Leon’s thick cock with every powerful thrust, soaking the couch and Leon’s heavy balls. She was squirting — something she had never done with him.

Wave after wave of pleasure tore through her, pushing her to heights of ecstasy she had never known existed. In the midst of it, she reached up desperately, pulling Leon down into a deep, messy kiss. Their tongues tangled hungrily as her pussy continued to spasm and flutter around his massive shaft.

Leon held himself buried deep inside her quivering body, letting her ride out the powerful orgasm. When her tremors finally began to subside, Amy’s mind slowly returned to the present. She looked up at Leon with hazy, satisfied eyes, then turned her head to look at Chris.

Leon began to slowly pull out of her.

“No!” Amy cried out suddenly, her voice desperate. “Don’t pull out!”

“But I…” Leon started, surprised.

Amy turned her pleading gaze to Chris, her eyes wide and glassy with lust. “Chris… please. Don’t make him stop. This feels so fucking good.”

Chris’s heart hammered in his chest. “You… you want to keep going?”

Amy bit her lip hard, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and overwhelming need. After a moment, she nodded.

Amy’s desperate request hit Chris like a shockwave. Part of him wanted to pull her off Leon immediately, drag her to their bed, and reclaim her. But a much stronger, darker part of him needed to see this — to watch Amy experience pleasure on a level he couldn’t give her. The conflicting emotions tore at him, but in the end, his overwhelming desire to please her won out.

“Ask him,” Chris said, his voice hoarse.

Amy blinked, confused and still panting. “Ask what?”

“Tell him what you want him to do to you,” Chris told her, his eyes dark with lust. “I want to hear you say it out loud.”

Amy hesitated, her heart pounding. The words felt so filthy, so final. Would saying them hurt Chris? Should she stop this right now? But then she felt Leon’s massive cock twitch deep inside her, his powerful muscles flexing. The ache between her legs made the decision for her.

She looked up at Leon with heavy, lust-filled eyes and spoke in the sexiest, neediest voice she could manage:

“Leon… will you keep fucking me?”

A slow, predatory grin spread across Leon’s face. “Absolutely, gorgeous.”

He gripped her waist with his huge hands and began thrusting into her again — harder this time, no longer holding back. Amy’s toes curled tightly and she let out a sharp, yelping moan as their bodies slammed together.

Leon was climbing fast toward his own release. He had wanted this for weeks — every time Amy had teased him in her skimpy outfits. Now he was finally buried balls-deep in his roommate’s stunning girlfriend, and he wasn’t going to waste it.

“Tell Chris how good this feels, Amy,” Leon grunted, his deep voice commanding as he drove into her with powerful strokes.

“So good, baby,” Amy moaned loudly, her voice breaking with every thrust. “He’s fucking me so good… Jesus, oh fuck his cock…..fuck…..it’s so deep! Uh—uh—uh! Don’t you dare stop fucking me!”

She came again hard as Leon began jackhammering her pussy with raw power. Her body shook violently beneath his massive frame. This orgasm was different — shorter but relentless, rolling through her in endless waves as her pussy clenched and fluttered around his thick cock.

“Yes, Leon! Yes!” she cried, pulling him down into another passionate kiss. Their tongues tangled messily as sweat-slick skin slapped together loudly.

Leon was sweating heavily now, the wet, obscene sounds of their fucking loud enough to probably be heard in the neighboring apartments. Chris watched in stunned awe as his petite girlfriend took the brutal pounding Leon was giving her. He had always been so gentle and loving with Amy, but this was something entirely different — raw, animalistic fucking.

Leon grabbed Amy’s breasts in his huge hands, pinching and twisting her sensitive pink nipples as he drove into her with everything he had. The couch scraped loudly across the floor with each powerful thrust, moving several feet from its original position.

“Take it, Leon,” Amy moaned desperately. “Take my pussy! That’s it, fuck me, fuck me hard. Fuck the living shit out of my little cunt! Use me however you want!”

Her filthy words sent a chill down Chris’s spine. His own cock was painfully hard again, throbbing untouched as he watched. He loved it. The sight of his sweet, loyal girlfriend completely lost in lust, begging another man to use her, was the most surreal and arousing thing he had ever experienced.

“I’m gonna cum soon, Amy!” Leon grunted, his pace becoming erratic and brutal.

“Yes, Leon! Cum!” Amy cried, her own orgasm building again. “I’m so close too!”

Leon kept slamming into her until the couch finally slammed up against the wall. He was hammering her with all his strength now, chasing his release.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Don’t stop fucking meeeee!” Amy screamed.

Leon started to pull out at the last second, but Amy instantly hooked her heels tightly behind his powerful hips, locking him in place. Chris’s heart raced with a dizzying mix of anxiety and overwhelming lust. He knew exactly what could happen if Leon came inside her fertile pussy… but the thought only made him throb harder.

“I’m gonna cum,” Leon warned, voice strained. “I should—”

“Cum in me!” Amy begged shamelessly, her voice breaking with need. “Cum in me! Fill my tight pussy!”

“Oh fuuuuuuck!” Leon groaned deeply as his massive body tensed. Every muscle flexed as he buried himself as deep as possible inside Amy, flooding her with pulse after pulse of thick, hot cum.

He gripped her hips tightly, pulling her down onto him as if trying to plant his seed as far inside her as he could. Amy’s body reacted on pure instinct — her fertile womb welcoming the powerful warrior’s load. In that moment, she wanted it. She craved every drop.

The feeling of Leon’s cock throbbing and pumping inside her pushed Amy over the edge into the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced. Her body convulsed violently beneath him as she squirted hard, her juices gushing around his thick shaft and soaking their bodies and the leather couch below.

“Uuuuhhh… yeeeeees!” Amy cried out in complete, shattered ecstasy.

Leon finally collapsed on top of her, both of them drenched in sweat and breathing heavily. After a long moment, he tenderly brushed Amy’s blonde hair aside and kissed her forehead with surprising gentleness.

Chris sat there stunned, his own cock having erupted hands-free across his chest, stomach, and thigh while watching the scene. He felt completely drained — emotionally and physically — by what had just unfolded.

Leon eventually lifted himself and slowly withdrew his thick, cum-coated cock from Amy’s stretched pussy. A heavy gush of their mixed juices immediately leaked out of her swollen, red labia, dripping onto the couch.

“Here, let me clean you up,” Leon said softly, grabbing his shirt and gently wiping between her legs. “I’ll leave you two to talk.”





Tears Of Regret?

As soon as Leon left the room, regret and shame crashed over Amy like a cold wave. She turned to look at Chris, her eyes wide with sudden panic.

How could I let it go this far? How did I beg him to cum inside me? Was it the alcohol? The teasing? Or did I actually want this?

“Chris, I…” Amy began, her voice trembling.

“Shhhh, no regrets, babe,” Chris interrupted gently, pulling her closer before she could spiral. “We both wanted this. All three of us did. Yeah, the alcohol and lust probably pushed us over the edge, but I still love you. I don’t want you to regret this or feel bad about yourself.”

Amy’s eyes welled up instantly. The flood of emotions from the entire day — the thrill, the guilt, the overwhelming pleasure — finally broke through. Tears spilled down her cheeks as she clung to him.

“I love you, Chris,” she sobbed softly. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Amy,” he whispered, kissing her deeply, tenderly, pouring every ounce of reassurance into it.

When they finally broke the kiss, Amy’s hand brushed against something wet on his chest. She looked down and saw streaks of his cum dripping down his torso and stomach.

“You came?” she asked, surprised. “You really enjoyed watching me that much?”

Chris let out a long, shaky breath. “You have no idea, Amy. I’ve never seen anything more intense, exhilarating, anxiety-inducing, and just… fucking hot in my entire life. I came without even touching myself. You were incredible.”

Amy blushed deeply, a small, shy smile breaking through her tears. “It felt amazing, Chris. I never thought I’d do something like that. You kept encouraging me, and every time I saw that hungry look in your eyes… it set me on fire. Plus, his dick was…”

“I can’t believe you squirted,” Chris said, still sounding awed. “Have you ever done that before?”

“Never,” Amy admitted, shaking her head. “I didn’t even know I could until tonight.”

“Speaking of firsts,” Chris said softly, his voice carrying a hint of concern, “you let him cum inside you. Are you worried about that?”

Amy’s face fell instantly, shame washing over her. “I… I’m so sorry, Chris,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I wasn’t thinking straight. I was just so lost in the moment and—”

“Hey, it’s okay,” Chris interrupted gently, pulling her closer with a small, reassuring smile. “He came a lot. I was just concerned about the obvious risks. But… honestly? It added something to what we did tonight. Like the dirty icing on top of an already insane cake.”

Amy searched his face, still uncertain. “When did you cum?” she asked, a naughty little smile slowly returning. “Which part pushed you over the edge?”

Chris let out a shaky breath. “When you begged him to cum in you… and then when I saw him actually doing it. Filling you up.”

Just saying it out loud made his cock twitch and begin to harden again. Amy noticed immediately. Her smile widened as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his growing shaft, stroking him slowly.

“Someone’s awake again,” she giggled softly, her voice turning teasing. “You like knowing I’m full of your roommate’s cum?”

Chris’s cock throbbed hard in her hand at her filthy words. He had always loved when she talked dirty, but this was on another level. Knowing she was actually leaking another man’s load made him ache with renewed lust.

He pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss that lasted several long minutes, their tongues sliding together hungrily. In the background, they heard the shower turn off and the bathroom door open as Leon stepped out.

“I could use a shower right now,” Amy said softly, her voice still a little shaky.

As she stood up, a thick line of Leon’s cum slowly dripped from her swollen, red labia and ran down her inner thigh. She didn’t try to hide it as she walked naked toward the bathroom. Chris watched the erotic sight for a moment before grabbing his own shirt to wipe up the mess on the couch. He then went to the kitchen for a couple of towels to finish cleaning.

A few minutes later, Leon emerged from his room and joined Chris in the living area. He looked visibly nervous as he offered Chris a cold beer, which he accepted gratefully.

“Look, bro… I’m really sorry I got carried away tonight,” Leon said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I was still pretty drunk, and things just… escalated. I wasn’t thinking straight, and—”

“Leon, I’m not upset,” Chris interrupted calmly, taking a sip of his beer. “It’s okay. Honestly? I encouraged it. Ever since you brought Chloe home that night, Amy and I have been using it as… bedroom talk. I guess we both secretly wanted something like tonight to happen.”

Leon studied him carefully. “Are you sure we’re cool, man? You’ve been a solid friend, and you two are a great couple. I’d never want to fuck that up.”

“That’s why I’m glad it was with you,” Chris said sincerely. “You’re a really good guy, Leon.”

“Amy’s a special woman,” Leon replied, nodding respectfully. “You’re a lucky man. Thank you for trusting me tonight.”

“You’re welcome,” Chris said with a small, still-dazed laugh. “What a crazy fucking night. By the way, killer game earlier. That stop at the end had, fuck man that must have boosted your draft stock.”

“It sure didn’t hurt,” Leon grinned, leaning back. “I was in the zone today. What a rush.”

“Who do you want to play for when you get drafted?” Chris asked.

“Man, I’d love to go to the Steelers,” Leon said, his eyes lighting up. “They’ve always built such solid defenses.”

Amy emerged from the shower a few minutes later and joined them on the couch. She was wearing a short black lace slip with high cuts on both thighs that showed a lot of smooth skin. The delicate fabric clung to her curves, and it was obvious she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Welcome back, beautiful,” Chris said warmly as she settled between the two men.

“Thanks, love,” Amy replied with a soft smile, leaning over to kiss his cheek.

“How are you feeling, Amy?” Leon asked gently, genuine concern in his deep voice.

“It’s been… urm….well it’s been an interesting night, to say the least,” Amy said with a soft, slightly embarrassed laugh. “I think me and Chris have something to talk about for a long time. Anyway, what have you two been talking about while I’ve been gone?”

“You know, just football and stuff,” Chris answered with a grin.

“What stuff?” Amy pressed, raising an eyebrow.

“You, mostly,” Leon admitted honestly. “I just wanted to make sure you two were okay. I care about both of you. I’d hate to mess up what you have. It’s something special.”

“Aww, that’s so sweet, Leon,” Amy said softly. She leaned over and wrapped her arms around him in a warm hug, pressing a gentle kiss to his cheek.

The feeling of her soft lips on his skin and the fresh, clean scent of her body sent a rush of blood straight to Leon’s cock. His shorts tented obviously as he hardened again.

Amy noticed immediately. She pulled back slightly, covering her mouth in mock shock. “Did I do that?”

Leon glanced at Chris, who gave him a small, encouraging nod. Leon smiled and let his eyes roam slowly down Amy’s scantily clad body.

“You’ve been a very naughty girl tonight, Amy,” he said, his deep voice low and teasing. “I bet you’re not even wearing any panties right now, are you?”

Amy’s cheeks flushed bright red. It was obvious she wasn’t.

“Come here,” Leon commanded gently but firmly.

Amy hesitated for only a second before leaning in. Leon pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. Chris watched intently as their tongues met, sliding sensually against each other. His own cock stirred back to life at the sight.

When they finally broke apart, Leon’s voice was rough with lust. “A naughty girl like you deserves to be spanked.”

He pulled her smoothly over his lap, positioning her so her bare, upturned ass was presented perfectly to both men. The short black slip rode up completely, exposing her smooth, round cheeks.

“Fuck… that’s beautiful,” Leon groaned, running his big hand over her soft skin.

Smack!

Leon brought his large, powerful hand down firmly on Amy’s right cheek with a sharp Smack! The sound echoed through the room. Amy yelped in surprise, a mix of pain and unexpected pleasure shooting through her body. Leon immediately followed it by gently rubbing the now-reddened cheek with his big palm, soothing the sting.

“No come on, arch your back for me,” Leon told her, his deep voice calm but commanding. “And spread your legs a little.”

Amy didn’t understand why she obeyed so quickly, but something in his tone made her feel utterly under his spell. She arched her back deeply and parted her thighs, presenting herself completely to both men. She had never felt more exposed or vulnerable in her life — her pink, glistening pussy and tight little asshole fully on display.

Smack!

Leon’s hand came down on her left cheek. Amy gasped sharply as the sting bloomed into warm pleasure. He rubbed it tenderly with his big hand, spreading the heat. She could feel herself getting wetter, her pussy visibly glistening as Leon played with her in front of Chris.

Chris watched, mesmerized, as moisture began to coat Amy’s pretty pink folds. Her hips gave tiny, involuntary undulations, pushing her ass back toward Leon’s hand. She was slipping into heat right before his eyes.

“You are such a naughty little slut,” Leon said with a wicked grin, raising his hand again.

Smack! Smack!

Leon brought his large hand down again, spanking both of Amy’s cheeks in quick succession. She cried out sharply, the sting blooming into warm pleasure. He immediately kneaded her reddened flesh with both hands, spreading her open and exposing her glistening pink pussy and tight little asshole to their hungry eyes.

Smack! Smack!

This time he spanked her harder. Amy let out a loud, needy cry that melted into a moan as Leon rubbed her sore cheeks soothingly. Her hips began to move on their own, pushing her ass back into his hands, silently begging for more.

She looked back over her shoulder at Leon, biting her lower lip, her eyes dark with raw desire. She was loving every second of this.

Leon glanced at Chris, then back at Amy’s perfect, heart-shaped ass and her dripping sex. Slowly, he slid his thick fingers between her swollen labia, pressing two of them into her soaked pussy.

“Mmmmmm,” Amy purred, her voice low and needy.

Leon worked her slowly at first, his fingers glistening with her juices. He could smell her arousal, sweet and intoxicating. He watched in awe as her round ass jiggled hypnotically with every thrust of his hand. She was perfect.

Even her tight pink anal opening looked incredibly inviting as she arched her back and spread herself wider for him.

His hand soon became a blur, stroking her G-spot with firm, relentless pressure. Chris watched, mesmerized, as Amy was worked into a frenzy. He stood up and walked around the couch so he could look into her eyes as she climbed toward another climax.

Amy’s eyes were closed, her lips parted sexily as she moaned in pure pleasure. She didn’t even notice Chris until his lips suddenly met hers. Her tongue eagerly met his in a deep, lust-driven kiss.

“Fuck babe, you look so sexy right now,” Chris gasped against her mouth when they finally broke for air.

“Uhhhh… guuuuuhhh,” Amy moaned desperately, her voice trembling as another orgasm built rapidly inside her.

“Is he gonna make my naughty girlfriend cum?” Chris asked, his voice thick with arousal. “God, I love seeing that look on your face… knowing he’s making you feel so good.”

“He’s making me feel so fucking good, baby,” Amy gasped breathlessly. “Are you sure you’re okay with this? Uhhh… mmmmm… this feels so wrong…”

“I love it, Amy,” Chris reassured her, leaning in to kiss her deeply. “Just let go. Cum on his fingers for me.”

The wet, filthy sloshing sounds of Leon’s thick fingers ramming into her G-spot while his thumb rubbed her clit filled the room. Amy’s hips bucked wildly as she chased the pleasure.

“Oh God… oh guuuuuhhh… I’m cumming! Uuuuuhhhh!” Amy cried out as the orgasm slammed into her.

Chris clamped his mouth over hers, swallowing her screams as their tongues tangled wildly. He could feel the intensity of her release through the way her body shook against him. It was one of the most erotic things he had ever witnessed.

When the peak finally subsided, Amy panted heavily against Chris’s lips, her body limp and glowing. She had never cum this hard or this many times in her life. Being touched and kissed by two men at once felt utterly sublime.

Chris looked down at his girlfriend in her post-orgasmic bliss. She had never looked more beautiful — flushed, sweaty, and completely satisfied. Her black slip was bunched uselessly around her upper back, and her perfect heart-shaped ass was still raised toward Leon’s lap.

He reached for the garment and slowly tugged it upward, pulling it past her heavy breasts. Amy stirred, lifting her arms to help him remove it completely. She shook her head, letting her blonde hair fall messily around her shoulders as she was left fully nude between the two men.

“Are you sure, Chris?” Amy asked softly, searching his eyes with a mix of lingering uncertainty and desire.

“I don’t want this night to end yet, Amy,” Chris whispered, his voice full of lust and affection. “Do you?”

Amy shook her head slowly. She wanted more. When she glanced back at Leon, she knew she was going to get it.

Leon’s piercing blue eyes burned with raw, ravenous hunger as he looked at her. The intensity of his stare sent a shiver racing down Amy’s spine. Part of her felt a flicker of fear at how completely he wanted her. The other part — the part that had been awakened tonight — tingled with dark, electric anticipation.

“Baby… are you really sure you want this?” Amy asked one last time, her voice soft and trembling as she looked at Chris.

“I’ve never wanted anything more than I want this right now,” Chris reassured her, his voice thick with lust and love. “Let yourself go, Amy. Do whatever you crave. I want to see that side of you. All of it.”

His words wrapped around her like a warm embrace, dissolving the last of her hesitation. Amy sat up, pulled Chris into a deep, passionate kiss, and let her body take control. Her mind and her desires finally became one.

“I love you, Chris,” she whispered against his lips when they finally parted.

With that, Amy turned toward Leon. The look in her eyes told him everything he needed to know — she was ready to be taken.

Leon didn’t hesitate. He pushed her gently but firmly face-down onto Chris’s lap, then pulled her hips up high, presenting her perfect heart-shaped ass to him. He wanted to taste her.

Amy turned her head to look up at Chris, her cheek resting on his thigh, as Leon dropped down behind her. The moment his hot tongue dragged slowly through her soaked folds, Amy let out a long, sexy moan. Chris stared down at her flushed face, mesmerized.

She glanced down and saw Chris’s cock straining hard against his boxer briefs. Without thinking, she reached for the waistband and tugged. Chris lifted his hips to help her pull them off. His erection sprang free, and Amy wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly as Leon continued licking and sucking her clit from behind.

With a needy whimper, Amy shifted slightly and took Chris’s swollen cock into her warm, eager mouth.

The size difference was striking. When Amy took Chris into her mouth, she could slide down until her lips nearly touched his balls on every stroke. With Leon, she had struggled to handle even half of his massive girth.

“Mmmmmm!” Amy suddenly moaned around Chris’s cock, her eyes flying open in surprise. “What are you… uhhh… ohhhh?”

“What’s wrong?” Chris asked, his voice thick with arousal.

“He’s… mmmmm… he’s licking my ass,” Amy gasped, her words muffled and broken.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Chris groaned, looking over to see Leon’s face buried between her cheeks. “Arch your back for him, baby. Tell me how it feels.”

“It’s… mmmmm… so good,” Amy whimpered, barely able to form words. “Uhhhh… I never thought… guuuuuhhh!”

She had always refused when Chris wanted to touch her there, thinking it was dirty and wrong. But Leon’s hot, insistent tongue circling and probing her tight pink hole felt incredibly dirty… and incredibly good. The taboo pleasure shocked her.

Amy grabbed Chris’s cock again and dove back down on him with renewed hunger, sucking him sloppily as she pushed her ass back against Leon’s face. She arched her back deeply and spread her legs wider, completely surrendering her most intimate areas to him.

Leon squeezed and kneaded her firm, round cheeks, spreading them open as his tongue worked her asshole with greedy enthusiasm. His thick thumb found her swollen clit and rubbed it in firm circles, driving her relentlessly toward another orgasm.

Amy’s head bobbed faster on Chris’s cock, trying to give him the same overwhelming pleasure she was feeling. Her moans vibrated around his shaft as the dual sensations pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

Right as Amy teetered on the edge of another orgasm, Leon suddenly stopped, pulling his mouth and fingers away from her dripping sex. She let out a frustrated whimper, her hips gyrating desperately in the air, silently begging him to continue. But Leon had other plans. He wanted to feel her come apart around his cock again.

He knelt behind her and lined up the fat, swollen head of his enormous dick against her slick opening. Amy stopped sucking Chris for a moment and looked back over her shoulder at the massive man behind her. Then she turned her gaze up to Chris, apprehension and raw need written across her flushed face.

“Chris… are you sure you want this?” she asked, her voice trembling.

“You know I do, Amy,” Chris replied, his own arousal unmistakable. “What do you want?”

“This,” Amy breathed, pushing her hips back against Leon’s thick cockhead. “And this,” she added, diving back down to take Chris’s cock into her mouth again.

Leon rubbed his massive crown up and down between her swollen labia, coating himself in her juices and teasing her clit with every slow pass. Amy squirmed and tried to push back onto him, desperate to feel him stretch her open once more. Her pussy was leaking profusely, coating every inch of his thick shaft as her body prepared for what was coming.

She was on the edge, every nerve ending screaming for release, but Leon kept denying her, sliding his cock along her slit over and over again. The teasing was driving her insane.

Amy finally pulled off Chris’s cock, panting, and looked up at him with pure, wanton desperation in her eyes.

Chris recognized the look immediately — the raw, animalistic hunger he had never seen in her before today. It drove him wild.

“Tell him, Amy,” Chris urged, his voice thick with lust.

“Please…” Amy begged, her voice breaking as Leon continued to tease her soaked entrance. “Please fuck me, Leon.”

She gyrated her hips back desperately, trying to impale herself on him, but Leon pulled away at the same moment, keeping just the thick head teasing her entrance.

“Please fuck me again, Leon,” Amy cried, her voice breaking with raw need. “Fuck me with your big cock!”

Leon finally centered his massive cockhead against her dripping opening and slowly pushed forward. The fat crown stretched her open, sliding along her G-spot as he sank deeper. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming.

“Oh God, yeeeeeeees!” Amy screamed as her body convulsed hard around the invasion. Another powerful orgasm ripped through her almost instantly, her thighs shaking violently as Leon continued pushing into her.

“Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” she wailed, her face falling onto Chris’s thigh as wave after wave crashed over her.

Chris watched in stunned awe. Amy had never cum from penetration alone like this — not with him. She always needed direct clit stimulation. Was it the way Leon had edged her? The sheer taboo of the threesome? Or was it simply the size of Leon’s cock stretching her in ways he never could?

Those questions would have to wait. Right now, Leon was steadily working his thick length deeper into his girlfriend, and she was taking every inch with shameless pleasure. She stayed there with her head resting on Chris’s thigh, moaning and trembling as she was thoroughly stretched and filled.

Finally, Leon’s pelvis pressed firmly against her round ass — he was buried to the hilt inside her. Few women could take him completely, but Amy had done it.

“I feel so fucking full, baby,” Amy moaned, her voice muffled against Chris’s skin. “Jesus, He’s so big…”

She reached for Chris’s cock, wrapping her hand around it and guiding it back into her mouth. As Leon began to move — slow, deep strokes at first — Amy moaned around Chris’s shaft. She was being spit-roasted for the very first time, and the overwhelming fullness pushed her into a state of pure, blissful surrender.

After a few minutes, her body adjusted to Leon’s size. He began fucking her with long, firm strokes, gradually picking up speed. Amy did her best to keep sucking Chris, her moans vibrating around his cock as pleasure consumed her completely.

Chris watched in stunned fascination as Leon pummeled his petite girlfriend from behind. He still couldn’t believe her small, delicate body could take such a massive cock so deep. Amy’s eyes were closed, her face a picture of pure bliss as she pushed back to meet every powerful thrust.

Chris was grateful he had already cum twice tonight. Otherwise, the sight alone might have made him explode. Seeing Amy completely let herself go like this — lost in raw, animalistic pleasure — was the most intoxicating thing he had ever witnessed.

Leon reached down and grabbed Amy’s swinging breasts, squeezing them firmly as he continued slamming into her. He pulled her upper body up, turning her face toward him, and claimed her mouth in a hot, open-mouthed kiss.

“Whose pussy is this, Amy?” Leon growled against her lips, his voice deep and commanding as he kept pistoning into her.

The filthy words sent lightning bolts of pleasure straight from her nipples to her stretched, filled pussy. Amy broke the kiss just enough to look into Chris’s lust-filled eyes, her own glazed with overwhelming ecstasy.

“Oh fuck… it’s yours!” she screamed, her voice breaking. “It’s your pussy, Leon! Don’t stop fucking me!”

Her desperate admission seemed to drive Leon wild. His thrusts became even harder and deeper. Amy pushed back to meet him, pressing her heaving tits into his big hands while staring straight at Chris. She could see the raw lust burning in his eyes, and it only made her hotter.

She had never felt anything like this — being watched by the man she loved while another man claimed her body so completely. The sensation of every thick vein and ridge of Leon’s massive cock dragging along her inner walls was pushing her toward new peaks of pleasure she hadn’t known existed.

“Don’t stop fucking me with your big dick!” Amy cried out, her voice hoarse and needy as her next orgasm rapidly approached.

Chris watched in awestruck silence as Amy thrust her hips back eagerly to meet Leon’s powerful strokes. The woman whose body he had only recently come to know so intimately was being ravaged right in front of him by his massive roommate. Every hard thrust made her petite frame jolt forward.

Sharp twinges of jealousy stabbed at him, but they were quickly drowned out by an overwhelming wave of lust — and something deeper: a strange, unexpected sense of pride. Pride that the woman he loved could be so free, so unashamed in her desires. Pride that she was desired so intensely by another man.

His voyeuristic fantasy was unfolding live before his eyes. Amy’s five-two body was being driven into a sexual fever by the huge football player. Her tousled blonde hair shook wildly with every brutal thrust as the room filled with the raw, animalistic sounds of flesh slapping flesh and her unrestrained moans.

“Cum on this cock,” Leon growled, his voice deep and commanding. “Show Chris how much you love fucking me. Cum for us, baby.”

“Yes… yes… yeeeeees!” Amy screamed, her eyes rolling back as her body convulsed violently. “I’m cuuuuuumiiiiiing!”

Her pussy gushed around Leon’s thick shaft as he continued to pound her from behind. His heavy balls slapped loudly against her clit with every deep thrust. Amy collapsed forward into Chris’s lap, her body shaking uncontrollably as she rode out the powerful orgasm.

Chris pulled her up gently and kissed her deeply, tasting her pleasure as Leon slowed his thrusts, letting her recover. He ran his hands soothingly over her sweat-slicked skin, caressing her trembling body. When he looked into her sparkling blue eyes, she gave him a dreamy, content smile — looking more satisfied than he had ever seen her.

But when Chris glanced up at Leon, the big man’s hungry stare told him the night was far from over.

“I love watching you cum, baby,” Chris whispered, brushing her hair back from her flushed face.

Amy smiled shyly at Chris, her cheeks still flushed, and leaned in to kiss him again — soft and tender this time. Even as she did, she could feel Leon still slowly moving inside her stretched pussy, a constant, full reminder of what was happening. She never could have imagined any of this. The playful teasing she and Chris had shared in bed was one thing… but actually having sex with Leon while Chris encouraged her and even participated? It was far beyond anything she had ever fantasized about.

“I love you,” she whispered against Chris’s lips, kissing him gently once more.

Leon’s firm hand on her shoulder startled her. He pulled her back toward him as he slowly withdrew from her dripping pussy. She suddenly felt achingly empty. Leon stood in front of her, his massive cock still rock-hard and glistening with her juices. It bobbed heavily just inches from her face. The musky, intimate scent of her own arousal on him filled her senses.

Amy licked her lips, leaving them slightly parted as she looked up at the towering man. An impish, wicked little smile crossed her face. She leaned forward and dragged her tongue slowly across the swollen head of his cock, tasting herself on him. The flavor brought back vivid memories of her night with Leah. Her mouth watered at the filthy thrill of it.

“Do you like watching me lick your big cock, Leon?” Amy asked, her voice low and teasing as she looked up at him with sparkling eyes.

“You have no idea how fucking good that looks,” Leon groaned, his deep voice rough with lust.

Amy’s smile widened, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Maybe I’ll let you take a picture…”

Leon stared down at Chris’s beautiful blonde girlfriend, completely captivated. Amy smiled up at him seductively, her delicate hand still wrapped around his thick cock.

“Have you ever masturbated thinking about me doing this?” she asked, her voice low and teasing as she slowly dragged her tongue from the base of his shaft all the way to the swollen head, never breaking eye contact.

Chris had never seen Amy look so seductive. Her filthy words hit him like a shockwave, going straight to his throbbing cock. It almost felt like she was licking him.

Leon hesitated for a second as her tongue swirled around the sensitive skin just below his crown.

“Maybe,” he finally admitted, his voice rough. “I can hear you through the walls when you fuck Chris. I like listening to you cum… but making you cum is even better.”

“I like when you make me cum too, Leon,” Amy purred, stroking him slowly while continuing to lick and kiss along his shaft. “Are you gonna make me cum again tonight?”

“You know I can,” Leon said confidently, a predatory smile spreading across his face. “All you have to do is ask nicely.”

Amy’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “What about you, Leon?” she asked, pressing his heavy cock against her soft cheek. “Are you gonna fill my pretty pussy again with all that hot cum?” She pushed her breasts together with one arm, aiming his cock at her cleavage. “Or do you want to cum on my tits?” Then she brought the head back to her lips. “Or maybe… you want to cum in my mouth?”

She took him back into her warm, wet mouth, sucking him deeply while looking straight into his eyes.

Leon groaned. “Maybe I should fuck that pretty virgin ass of yours instead.”

“Mmmm… don’t threaten me with a good time,” Amy teased back, pulling off his cock with a wet pop and grinning up at him.

She glanced over at Chris and saw him stroking his hard cock, his face filled with pure appreciation and lust. Her heart swelled with love and warmth. She knew every filthy word she said was turning him on even more — and she meant every single one of them. She blew him a soft, loving kiss, then turned her hungry gaze back up to Leon.

Amy engulfed Leon’s massive cock with renewed hunger, sucking him with everything she had. She pushed forward until he hit the back of her throat, ignoring her gag reflex as she tried to take as much of him as possible. Her lips stretched obscenely around his thick shaft. She stroked and twisted the remaining inches with one hand while her other gently fondled his heavy balls.

She was completely lost in it — moaning around his girth, saliva dripping down her chin as she worshipped him. The sheer size of him made her feel small and filthy in the best possible way.

After several intense minutes of her eager, sloppy blowjob, Leon let out a deep growl. He reached down, grabbed her by the waist, and lifted her effortlessly off the ground as if she weighed nothing. Amy gasped in surprise, instinctively wrapping her legs around his powerful body as he held her up.

She straddled him in mid-air, her arms around his thick neck. Leon reached down with one hand, lined up his enormous cock with her dripping pussy, and slowly lowered her onto him.

Amy purred deeply as Leon slid back into her soaked pussy. He gripped her hips firmly and began thrusting up into her as she rode him with equal hunger, their bodies slamming together in a perfect, frantic rhythm. She wrapped her arms around his thick neck and kissed him deeply, mashing her soft breasts and hard nipples against his powerful chest.

“Yes, Leon… fuck me!” Amy cried out, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Fuck me all night long!”

Chris watched in mesmerized awe as Amy’s plump, round ass rose and fell on Leon’s thick shaft. It felt like he was watching his own personal porno, with his sweet girlfriend as the star. Her ass cheeks rippled hypnotically with every thrust, parting and closing around Leon’s glistening cock.

Her juices coated his thick shaft and dripped down onto his thighs. She was in full heat, throwing her head back in ecstasy as she rode him harder.

Leon looked down at the beautiful blonde impaled on his cock. She had the perfect mix of softness and firmness — every feminine curve highlighted as she bounced on him. Her full breasts jiggled enticingly with each movement. He leaned in and latched his mouth onto one swollen pink nipple, sucking hard and making her moan even louder.

“Oh fuck, Leon… your cock feels so good inside me!” Amy cried. “I’m gonna cum again… keep fucking me!”

Leon suddenly shifted, laying her back over Chris’s lap while continuing to pile-drive his massive cock into her. Chris leaned down and captured her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss.

“I love watching you fuck, Amy,” Chris whispered hotly against her lips, all inhibitions gone. “You look so fucking sexy taking that big dick. Cum for me, baby. Cum all over his cock. I want to kiss you while you cream on him.”

“He feels so good inside me,” Amy cried out, gripping Chris’s hand tightly. “His big cock is so fucking good… he really knows how to fuck me. Can I do this again, baby? Please? It feels sooo fucking goooood!”

Her eyes rolled back as another powerful orgasm crashed through her. Her whole body writhed and trembled between the two men. Chris kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans as Leon continued driving into her with relentless force.

Leon didn’t slow down. His face was set with raw determination as he pounded into her, chasing his own release. Amy’s orgasm seemed to roll on and on, never fully ending, her pussy fluttering and clenching around his thick shaft as she looked up at him in dazed ecstasy.

“Uh… uh… uh… so good!” she gasped with every thrust.

Leon grabbed the tops of her thighs, pushing her legs back until her heels hooked over his broad shoulders. The new angle let him drive even deeper. Smack. Smack. Smack. The loud, rhythmic slapping of their bodies filled the room as he fucked her with everything he had.

“Cum in me, Leon!” Amy begged shamelessly, her voice hoarse. “Fill me with your seed!”

Leon kept hammering into Chris’s girlfriend as she held tightly to his hand. She stared into Chris’s eyes, her face a picture of pure, unleashed pleasure as her body was pushed to heights she had never known existed.

Chris watched in awe as the woman he loved transformed before his eyes. The sweet, somewhat conservative girl he had fallen for was gone — replaced by this wild, insatiable version of herself. And he loved every second of it. Her body glistened with sweat from the intense, unbridled fucking.

“Do you let Chris cum in your mouth, Amy?” Leon grunted, still driving into her.

Amy looked back at him and shook her head, too overwhelmed to speak.

“Well,” Leon said firmly, his voice thick with lust as he continued thrusting, “I’m going to be your first.”

Amy felt a flicker of disgust at the thought, but as she looked down between their bodies and watched Leon’s huge cock slamming into her pretty pink pussy, she licked her lips with raw anticipation.

The idea of his thick, spurting cum no longer repulsed her — it excited her in a way she had never imagined. She wanted to please him. She wanted to taste him. After cumming harder and more times than she ever had in her life, she craved his load more than anything in that moment.

Leon kissed her wildly, his big hands mauling her bouncing tits as he drove into her. She could feel him swelling even thicker inside her, his cock throbbing with impending release.

“Get on your knees,” Leon commanded hoarsely, suddenly pulling out of her with a wet pop.

Amy slid off the couch without hesitation and dropped to her knees in front of him, looking up at the towering man with lust-filled eyes. Leon stepped forward and brought his glistening cock to her lips. Amy eagerly pulled him into her mouth, sucking him hungrily, tasting herself all over his thick shaft.

Her hand became a blur as she stroked the part she couldn’t fit in her mouth, bobbing her head with sloppy enthusiasm. She reached between his legs and gently caressed his heavy, swinging balls with her delicate fingers. Everything was slick and slippery with her own juices, and the filthy taste only made her suck him harder.

She had lost count of how many times she had cum tonight. Now she wanted to repay the pleasure. Looking up into Leon’s eyes with pure submission, she begged for his cum. Deep down she wasn’t sure she could handle it all, but she was determined to try.

“Cum for me, Leon,” Amy gasped, pulling off just long enough to speak before diving back down. “Cum in my mouth… Let me swallow your cum.”

Seeing Chris’s beautiful girlfriend on her knees, eagerly begging for his cum, was too much for Leon. His orgasm surged up like a tidal wave. He groaned deeply as the first powerful jet of thick semen exploded into her mouth.

Amy felt his cock swell suddenly. The first heavy spurt splattered against the back of her throat. She nearly gagged at the strong, salty taste — it was exactly as unpleasant as she had always imagined. But something deeper drove her. A desperate, almost primal need to please him, to prove she could take it. She forced herself to swallow, gulping down as much as she could just as the second massive blast filled her mouth even more.

She focused hard, swallowing again and again, but Leon wasn’t done. A third, fourth, and fifth powerful spurt flooded her mouth. The thick, bitter taste overwhelmed her, but she refused to pull away. More cum leaked from the corners of her lips, running down her chin and splattering onto her heaving breasts and belly.

Chris watched in stunned arousal and jealousy. Amy had always refused to swallow for him, calling it disgusting. Yet here she was, desperately gulping down load after load from his roommate’s huge cock. The sight made his own cock throb painfully.

Leon was only halfway through. Jet after jet of hot, thick cum continued pumping into Amy’s mouth. She kept the tip between her lips, swallowing frantically, but some still escaped, dripping messily down her chin and onto her tits. Her eyes watered, but she never stopped — determined to take every drop and please the man who had just given her so much pleasure.

When Leon finally finished, his body flexing with the last powerful pulses, Amy continued licking and sucking him clean, her tongue dutifully cleaning every inch of his glistening shaft.

She pulled back slightly, looking up at him with a vulnerable yet satisfied smile, strands of cum still clinging to her lips and chin.

“Did I do okay, Leon?” she asked softly.

Leon was still catching his breath, staring down at her in awe. “I have no words for how good that was, Amy. You’re an incredible woman. I’ve never had a girl take me like that…”

Chris was still speechless as Amy leaned down and engulfed his sensitive cock one more time, sucking him deep into her warm mouth. He shuddered at the sensation, his body still buzzing from everything that had just happened.

Amy pulled off with a wet pop and looked up at Leon with a soft, genuine smile. “I’ve never done anything like this before tonight, Leon. Thank you for making it so special.”

“Wow… you’re welcome,” Leon replied, still catching his breath. He gave them both a respectful nod and walked away toward his room.

Amy licked her lips slowly, then turned her gaze to Chris. She scooped up a thick strand of cum from her chin with her finger and deliberately sucked it between her lips.

“Mmmmmm,” she purred, looking at him with a sexy, almost surprised grin. “I guess I was wrong about swallowing cum. I think I like the taste.”

The sight made Chris’s cock twitch hard. Without a word, he stood up, scooped Amy into his arms, and laid her ravished, nude body out on the couch. Her pussy was red and swollen from the thorough pounding she had taken, and streaks of Leon’s cum still glistened on her breasts and flat stomach.

Chris had never been more turned on by her than he was in that moment. A primal, possessive need to reclaim his girlfriend surged through him. He positioned himself between her spread legs and shoved his cock into her in one deep thrust. To his surprise, she was still incredibly tight despite everything.

“Okay with it?” Chris grinned down at her, already starting to move. “I fucking loved it.”

He began fucking her harder than he ever had before. Now that he knew she could take it, he gave her everything — deep, powerful strokes that made her moan loudly.

“You liked watching me get fucked?” Amy gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders.

“God, yes,” Chris grunted, thrusting harder. “You were incredible.”

“Did it live up to your fantasies?” she asked breathlessly, pulling him down into a deep, messy kiss.

“Even better,” Chris groaned against her lips, losing himself in her as he claimed her once more.

“I liked having you there watching me,” Amy moaned as Chris drove his familiar cock deep into her. “Taking his big, fat cock… He fucked me so good, baby. I never thought I’d do anything like this. I’m so glad we did. It felt so fucking good.”

Her filthy confession spurred Chris on. He gripped her hips tightly and slammed into her harder than ever, claiming her with possessive thrusts.

“But not as good as you,” Amy gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “The man I love… Cum in me, Chris. Reclaim me as yours. Fuck me good, baby. Fill me with your hot cum.”

Amy reached between their bodies, sliding her hand down her cum-soaked belly to her sensitive clit. She used Leon’s thick seed as slick lube, rubbing herself frantically as another orgasm built inside her.

The sight of his girlfriend’s body covered in another man’s cum — combined with her desperate, loving words — was too much for Chris. He was past the point of no return. With a deep, guttural groan, he buried himself as far as he could and exploded, flooding her unprotected womb with powerful jets of his hot cum. The primal urge to inseminate and reclaim his lover pushed him into the most intense orgasm of his life.

Amy felt every pulse as Chris’s cum splashed against her inner walls. Knowing he was filling her right after Leon had done the same sent her spiraling into an immediate, earth-shattering orgasm. Her pussy clenched and milked him greedily for every last drop.

“Yes, Chris… yes!” Amy cried out, her voice raw with emotion. “I’m cumming! Fill me, baby! I love you!”

Chris collapsed on top of her, both of them drenched in sweat and trembling in post-orgasmic bliss. They held each other tightly, hearts pounding against one another as they slowly came back down to earth. Several long, quiet minutes passed as they recovered, wrapped in each other’s arms.

“I love you, Amy,” Chris whispered, his voice full of emotion as he held her close.

“I love you too,” she replied softly, nuzzling into his neck. “So much.”

They stayed like that for a few more minutes, wrapped in each other’s arms on the couch that had been pushed halfway across the room. Eventually, they rose together, legs still a little shaky, and made their way to the shower.

Under the warm spray, Chris gently soaped Amy’s body, his hands moving with tender care over her flushed skin. He traced every curve — her breasts, her hips, the soft swell of her belly — washing away the evidence of the night. Amy did the same for him, her touch loving and intimate as she ran her soapy hands over his chest and shoulders.

Every drop of water helped rinse away the physical traces of their wild evening, but nothing could wash away the memories. Those would stay with them forever — vivid, intense, and strangely bonding.

They stood under the water for a long time, simply holding each other in peaceful silence, letting the warmth soothe their bodies and minds.


What Now? 


The next morning, soft golden sunlight filtered gently through the half-drawn curtains, casting a warm, lazy glow across the bedroom. Chris stirred slowly from a deep, satisfied sleep, a low, contented groan rumbling in his chest as awareness returned. Something felt incredibly good — warm, wet, and perfect.

He blinked sleepily and looked down. Amy was nestled comfortably between his spread thighs, her tousled blonde hair spilling over his stomach like a golden halo. She looked up at him with those bright blue eyes, sparkling with mischief and the lingering heat from the night before. Her lips were already brushing against his morning-hard cock, planting soft, teasing kisses along the shaft.

“Good morning, baby,” she purred, her voice still husky from sleep and the screams of the previous night. Without waiting for a reply, she dragged her soft, warm tongue slowly up the entire length of his erection — from the base all the way to the swollen, sensitive head. She did it again, slower this time, flattening her tongue and savoring every inch, tracing the prominent vein that ran along the underside with deliberate care.

Chris’s breath hitched sharply. His hand moved instinctively to her hair, fingers threading gently through the silky strands. “Fuck… Amy…”

She smiled wickedly against his cock, her eyes never leaving his. She swirled her tongue around the head in lazy circles, tasting the bead of pre-cum that had already formed there. Then she took just the tip into her mouth, sucking gently while her tongue continued its playful dance. She bobbed her head a little, taking him deeper with each downward stroke, her lips stretching around his girth.

Chris’s hips twitched involuntarily. The sensation was exquisite — warm, wet suction combined with the teasing flicks of her tongue. Amy worked him with loving precision, gradually taking more of him until she was bobbing steadily, her hand stroking the base in perfect rhythm. Wet, slurping sounds filled the quiet room as she sucked him with increasing enthusiasm.

She pulled off for a moment, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. “You taste so good in the morning,” she whispered, her voice full of affection and lust. Then she dove back down, taking him deeper than before, relaxing her throat as she tried to swallow as much of him as she could.

Chris groaned loudly, his fingers tightening in her hair. He was already getting close — the combination of her eager mouth, the memories of last night, and the sheer eroticism of the moment had him teetering on the edge far faster than usual. “Baby… I’m getting close…”

Amy moaned around his cock in response, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through him. She bobbed faster, sucking harder, her hand twisting around the base as she worked him toward release. Chris’s breathing grew ragged, his hips starting to buck up into her mouth. He could feel the pressure building, the familiar tightening in his balls.

Just as he reached the point of no return, right when he was about to explode down her throat, Amy suddenly pulled her mouth off with a wet pop. His cock twitched desperately in the cool air, the head purple and swollen, a thick bead of pre-cum oozing from the slit.

“Amy… please…” Chris gasped, his hips jerking upward, searching for her mouth again. He was right there, throbbing on the edge, every muscle tense with the need to cum.

She sat back on her heels, looking up at him with a naughty, satisfied smile. Her lips were shiny with saliva, and she licked them slowly, deliberately. She gave his throbbing cock one last teasing lick from base to tip, then pulled away completely, leaving him hanging on the brink, denied at the very last second.

Before he could beg or protest, Amy wrapped her soft hand around his aching shaft. She stroked him with firm, practiced strokes, twisting her wrist just the way he liked. Her thumb rubbed over the sensitive head on every upstroke, spreading his pre-cum. Chris’s hips bucked into her hand as the pleasure built back to the edge almost instantly.

“That’s it, baby,” she cooed, her eyes locked on his. “Cum for me.”

With a deep, guttural groan, Chris exploded. Thick ropes of cum shot from his cock, splattering across his stomach and chest in powerful jets. Amy kept stroking him through every pulse, milking him completely until he was spent and trembling.

Before he could even catch his breath, Amy climbed up his body with predatory grace. She swung a leg over his face and lowered her still-swollen, cum-filled pussy directly onto his mouth.

Chris moaned loudly into her as the intoxicating taste of her — mixed with the thick remnants of Leon’s load — flooded his senses. Amy ground down on his face, already wet and eager, her hips rolling as she used his tongue for her own pleasure.

After a long, tender shower together, Amy and Chris sat on the couch wrapped in blankets, sipping coffee. The apartment was quiet — Leon had already left for an early practice. The events of the previous night hung thick in the air between them, a mix of lingering arousal, affection, and uncertainty.

Amy curled her legs under her and looked at Chris. “We need to talk about last night.”

Chris nodded, setting his mug down. “Yeah… I think we do.”

She took a deep breath. “I don’t want to do that again. Not with Leon, not with anyone. Last night was… intense. Really intense. But it was a one-time thing. I love you, Chris. I don’t want anything to come between us.”

Chris reached over and took her hand. “I love you too. And I agree. It was incredible to watch, and I’m glad we did it, but I don’t want to make this a regular thing either. Last night felt like something we both needed to explore… but you’re mine. I don’t want to share you like that again.”

They sat in silence for a moment, processing everything. Then Chris continued, “We should set some rules. Clear boundaries. If we ever even think about doing something like this again, we talk about it first. No surprises. And if either of us feels uncomfortable, we stop immediately. No pressure.”

Amy nodded, visibly relieved. “Yes. And I want us to be completely honest with each other afterward. No secrets. Even if it’s hard to say. I don’t want this to create distance between us.”

“Deal,” Chris said, squeezing her hand. “And no more with Leon. He’s our roommate and friend. We keep things normal with him.”

They both felt lighter after the conversation. The night had been thrilling, but defining it as a one-time experience helped them process it without regret.

Later that day, when Leon returned, they sat him down. Leon was surprisingly understanding and respectful.

“Look, man,” Chris said, “last night was… wild. But it was a one-time thing. We’re good, but we don’t want to go there again.”

Leon nodded immediately. “I completely understand. I had a great time, but I never wanted to mess up what you two have. You’re both important to me. If you want things to go back to normal, they will. No weirdness from me.”

Amy smiled gratefully. “Thank you, Leon. You were amazing… but yeah, we’re keeping things as friends from now on.”

Leon gave them both a warm, genuine smile. “Deal. You two are great together. I’m happy for you.”

From that point forward, their friendship with Leon remained strong and comfortable. He continued bringing women home, and Amy and Chris occasionally overheard his escapades, but the dynamic between the three of them stayed respectful and platonic.

Their sex life, however, exploded after that night.

The threesome seemed to unlock something deep inside both of them. Their communication became more open and honest than ever. Amy no longer held back. She embraced dirty talk with enthusiasm, often whispering filthy details about her night with Leon while Chris fucked her.

“Remember how deep he was inside me?” she’d moan as Chris thrust into her. “How full I felt? God, I loved it… but I love your cock more.”

She even started inventing scenarios during their play — describing what it would be like to fuck two men while Chris watched, or how she might tease Leon again just to drive Chris crazy. The words alone were enough to send him over the edge.

The holidays came and went. Leon was away for the college football playoffs, leaving the apartment to just the two of them. Amy and Chris were buried in schoolwork, but they made sure to carve out time for each other every night. Their lovemaking was frequent, passionate, and often intense, fueled by the memories of that one wild evening.

Amy continued to flaunt herself around the apartment in sexy outfits — tiny thongs, sheer tops, Chris’s button-up shirts with nothing underneath. She loved the way Chris’s eyes would darken with desire whenever she did. Even though Leon was rarely home, she kept the teasing habit alive, knowing it drove Chris wild.

Leon, for his part, remained a perfect gentleman whenever he was around. He appreciated the view when Amy walked through the living room in something revealing, but he never crossed any lines or made things awkward. The mutual respect they had established after that night kept their living situation comfortable and drama-free.

But deep down Amy knew there was an itch, deep inside her. But she convinced herself it didn’t need scratching. It was just there, buried deep. Never to surface again.
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A Wife Shared: A husband watches his wife's dark side emerge

If you had ever met my wife, Chloe, you would find this story hard to believe. In fact, you'd find it impossible to believe. Sweet, innocent Chloe Taylor. The pretty blonde wife, in her early 40s, with two kids, who didn't even swear! Chloe who, despite having a great little body, never even wore a bikini because it was too revealing.

You could never imagine that Chloe Taylor was the same Chloe Taylor who was on her knees on our hotel room balcony with her lips wrapped around Jayden's big black cock. Even as I watched from a few feet away, I had trouble believing it, and I'm her husband!

I still can't believe it's happened. I can't believe my innocent wife is now a black cock slut.

This is our journey from a life shared to a Wife Shared.

The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.

Taken In Donner Lake: A White Couple's Vacation Takes A Dark Twist

I thought I was the jealous type. Turns out I had no idea what jealousy even was.

It started as a neighbour's barbecue. Good wine, easy conversation, a tall, powerfully built Black man with the kind of presence that fills a room without trying. Amy looked incredible that night. I noticed. He noticed. And when she smiled at him the way she was smiling at him, I told myself I wasn't bothered.

I was bothered.

Over the next two days I watched it happen by degrees. The way she dressed for him. The way she laughed for him. The way she let his large dark hands move over her body while I sat ten feet away with a bad knee and a wine glass and absolutely no way to stop it. He was bigger than me in every sense that mattered — older, wealthier, more powerful, and hung like nothing I had a reference point for. And Amy, my controlled, composed, always-on-her-terms Amy, came completely undone for him.

I thought I'd intervene. Thought I'd say something. Thought when the moment came I'd be the man I assumed I was.

Instead, as he touched her, I got hard.

As I watched her do things for him she'd never done for me I got harder. Watching her do things to him she'd told me she didn't do was like a match to petrol. And when it was over and she turned those dark eyes on me — knowing exactly what she'd done, knowing exactly what it had done to me — I understood that something had shifted that wasn't shifting back.

Amy found something that weekend she hadn't known she was looking for. So did I. And neither of us would ever be quite the same again.

I thought I knew who I was.

I had absolutely no idea.
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