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      The sun beat down on my skin as I sat with my butt in the sand, listening to the waves drift into the shore. I took a deep breath and looked down at my chest, wondering how I looked to him.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Connor sitting beside me. My heart skipped a beat when he moved his hands off of his swim trunks and I caught a glimpse of his lap. I wondered what was inside of those swim shorts, as I had wondered for years.

      “What are you thinking about?” Connor asked me. He had a smirk on his lips as he eyed me and squinted against the weakening sunlight. His blue eyes beamed at me, bouncing the light off of them until they looked almost golden. His brow was lowered and thick with blondish-brown.

      “Nothing,” I said, lying. I bit my tongue so I didn’t say anything more. I looked down at his muscular legs, with their sunny, blonde little hairs, dancing in the breeze. I wanted more than anything else to run my fingers along them, like a child running her fingers through blades of fresh, summer grass.

      Connor pressed, and I continued to look away.

      Connor and I had already been down that road, before. He knew I wanted him. He had always known.

      “Come on,” he urged. “Stop holding back.”

      I lost my composure and smiled, “You know what I’m thinking about.”

      Connor rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Not that, again. Jesus, Leslie,” he said.

      “I know,” I said. “But you’re the one who pushed. You just had to know what was on my mind,” I said, trying to hide the damage to my ego. “That’s your fault, Mister.”

      I brushed a hand through my strawberry-blonde hair as it danced in the cool, ocean breeze. I turned my blue eyes down and looked at the sand, picking it up in my hand and letting it slip out of my palm like an hourglass. The seconds were passing me by, just like the years.

      I thought about the fact that Connor and I were now twenty-six. We’d recently reconnected after being away from one another at different colleges on opposite sides of the country. But, now, we were back in the same city and working on the same busy, downtown street. We even lived on the same street, in separate apartment buildings.

      I had hoped in those years that my longing for Connor would fade, but it never quite did. He was the ‘boy next door,’ and, just like the cliché of the ‘girl next door,’ he was out of reach; always just beyond my reach.

      He was the star quarterback in our town. He was “Mr. Popularity,” and prom king—all of it. And in our small farm town, that means a bit more than usual. Connor owned that small town and, eventually, he had his name on the water tower on the edge of the county, thanks to leading the high school to a state title. They even changed the painting on the tower when Connor led his team in college to a championship.

      I honestly thought Connor would go pro. I thought, all those girls who drooled over him in high school? They are nothing compared to all the girls who are going to be wet in their panties each time he steps off the pro field.

      I expected I would see Connor with a trophy wife, a big house and a few miniature versions of himself by the time we were both twenty-six.

      But life is strange and unpredictable. And just like Connor and me, his pro football career wasn’t meant to be. It was cut short only in his second season, thanks to a bad injury, from what I’d heard.

      He ended up working in marketing. I found out and, with the courage of a little bit of wine, decided to text him to let him know ‘if you ever feel lonely in the big city, let me know. I’m here, too.’

      That was all it took. Connor and I reconnected. And I could tell that he was more smitten with me than before. And why not? I’d developed into a decent-enough woman, I guess. I worked for a fashion magazine and kept up a proper exercise regimen that was a hand-me-down from some of the fashion models that stopped by from time to time. I’d grown up. I was no longer the bumbling sixteen year-old girl who tripped over herself trying to talk to the Connor Tremaine.

      I had gone to college, graduated with honors, travelled the world, and even had been engaged. I’d had a few boyfriends in that time, too. But none—and I mean none—did anything for me the way my dreams of Connor had.

      And by the time Connor walked back into my life, I was busy enough—and happy—working at the magazine. I had the best friends I’d ever had in my life, and I was happy.

      But then Connor showed up, and I felt as if I was right back in high school, an anxious, clumsy mess who was too nervous to say the wrong thing around him. I knew I’d been around the world (in more ways than one) but I knew that Connor had, too. I didn’t know how many girls he’d been with. But I knew that it must’ve been more than anybody without knowledge of algebra could figure out—no simple, elementary-grade mathematics, here.

      During our first meeting, again, in which I invited him to some quiet but swanky little restaurant on the ground floor of the skyscraper I worked in, he downplayed all of that.

      “I’m not seeing anybody. I’m not playing on—or off—the field, Les,” he said, when I playfully pushed him to divulge his secrets.

      I was thrilled that he’d even met me. And I was even more thrilled when he eyed me that very first moment, in which I finally felt as if he was looking at me the same way he would look at any other attractive girl on the street.

      But, it didn’t last. It didn’t take long, and a few lunch dates, for me to realize that nothing was going to happen between Connor and I, still.

      “You’re beautiful. You don’t even know just how beautiful you are, but… I still think of us as sort of best friends. You’re like a sister to me. You always have been, and always will be, Les,” Connor said to me. I could see the strain in his eyes, as if he’d wanted to overcome this barrier just as much as me. But, Connor was stubborn.

      Almost as stubborn as me. But, unfortunately for him, I was always the more stubborn one.

      I didn’t have any grand plans to win Connor’s affections; not until Melanie entered the picture, anyway.

      Melanie was my best girlfriend at the magazine. We did everything together. We were the sorts of best friends that had sleepovers with one another, despite being working girls downtown in our twenties.  We told each other all of our secrets. She knew the penis size of probably every guy I’d ever slept with. Some of them lived on as inside jokes, even.

      “Who’s got the big one?” A barista had once called out. Melanie leaned over and whispered to me, “Definitely not Isaac,” before we both turned to embarrassed giggles.

      The thing that stuck out the most about Melanie, however, was just how humble she was. She was a former swimming champion from her state. She came from good genetics and a bit of money. And she was breathtakingly beautiful. She could pull off movie starlet grace or silly, playful girl; it didn’t matter. She had long, flowing dark-reddish brown hair that dropped just past her shoulders like chocolate dripping off a spoon. Her skin was milky—white and pale, but with beautiful freckles and marks that only served to point the flawlessness of it out. Her eyes were an unshakeable emerald that, if you looked long enough into them, you’d think you had seen an Irish hillside in each iris. She was absolutely stunning, and it was no surprise, given that she had been a fashion model for our magazine for a few years.

      But, Melanie wanted something more ‘intellectual,’ so she joined the editing team, instead.

      We would come into the office each Monday, at least when we weren’t working remote, and I would ask her the same question as always, “Did you go home with that guy from the party?” We would go to Friday night get-togethers or parties, and it never failed, she would attract men like moths to a flame. But Melanie would always laugh and it was enough for me to know that it was ridiculous to even ask.

      She wasn’t cheap, and she wasn’t the kind of girl to give herself to anybody.

      “I’ve got Mr. Thick, and he’s more than enough until I meet a man and not a boy,” she would tell me, joking about how she had affectingly named her toy—a purple wand with a slight downward curve in it. She’d talked me into getting the very same toy and, well; needless to say, I didn’t feel much like I needed a boyfriend after that, either.

      But then Connor came to town. And, as luck would have it, Melanie dropped by my apartment while Connor was over one afternoon.

      She knocked on the door and I thought nothing of answering it. I don’t know why I expected Connor to be the same as any other guy to Melanie. One look at his deep, blue gaze or his golden-blonde hair and

      When she came into the apartment, Connor looked at her and she looked at Connor. It was as close to picture-perfect ‘fireworks’ as you could get. And I seethed at it. I turned a hint pink in my cheeks as I bit my lip and watched the two introduce themselves.

      “I’m Connor,” he said, reached forward and shaking Melanie’s hand. It didn’t help that Connor was all dressed-down in a button-down shirt and black slacks and nice dress shoes for some marketing conference meeting that morning. He’d wanted to look good for their “multi-billion dollar client,” but the only person he wowed was the one person I wanted him to never have met.

      Melanie flashed her cattish grin and said, “Nice to meet you. I didn’t think there were any men in this city.”

      Connor laughed and shrugged. “Well, keep looking. I’m not as mature as I look.”

      Melanie, without skipping a beat, looked Connor up and down and said, “Well, I haven’t seen all of you, have I?” Her brow jumped in the corner and Connor shot me this  ‘Who does this girl think she is and what is her number?’ look on his face.

      “Um, this is my friend Melanie,” I said, flustered. I even dropped a spoon that I was handling in the kitchen. I brushed a hand through my hair and Melanie eyed me.

      “Are you okay?” she asked me.

      “Don’t mind her,” Connor said. “She’s got a complex.”

      “Oh? Are you her boyfriend?” Melanie said.

      Connor eyed me and, with a pause, broke into laughter. It stung a bit, and certainly ruined those three seconds of paradise.

      He shook his head and said, “Leslie and I, we go way back. We used to live next door. We grew up together,” he said.

      “Les, you never told me about him,” Melanie said, side-glancing me. “I thought you told me all your secrets.”

      “There are no secrets with Connor, Mel. Nothing has ever happened between the two of us—trust me,” I said, with a hint of annoyance lacing my tone.

      I clutched the corner of the kitchen counter and propped myself in that spot for a moment as Melanie and Connor continued their smooth little flirtations. I mocked them in my mind—I couldn’t help myself. Finally, Connor had to get to his meeting. I felt like I could see Melanie’s clit throbbing from all the way across the room—swollen like an alien’s brain in some old-school sci-fi movie. I knew when my best friend was turned on, and this was one of those rare times.

      The moment Connor closed the door, I looked at Melanie and said, “No.”

      “I wasn’t going to say anything,” Melanie said, looking positively offended by this.

      “Sure,” I said, rolling my eyes.

      “I was only going to ask,” Melanie started, before I interrupted with an “Ah! Stop it!”

      “If he was married,” she continued, steamrolling over my objections.

      “No,” I said. “You didn’t see a ring,” I said. “I know you looked.”

      “So, no girlfriend? Is he… oh, God. He’s gay, isn’t he? I should have known—he’s perfect,” Melanie laughed, brushing her hair to the side. I wished that I had lied, but, being honest to a flaw, I shook my head. “No. He played professional football for a couple of years, though. I’m sure he picked up more than yardage, too.”

      “What are you implying?” Melanie asked. “Herpes? Everybody has that, now,” she said.

      “You don’t… do you?” I asked her. Melanie shook her head. “Ok, so not everybody,” she smiled.

      Melanie slowly returned to normal for the next few minutes, but quickly ricocheted back to horny schoolgirl with a sudden, “So, you’ve never had sex with him? Have you ever seen his dick?” She said, whispering the word ‘dick.’

      “I bet it’s thick. Maybe not super long, but definitely thick,” Melanie said. “I’m kind of like a dick whisperer,” she said, prideful.

      I rolled my eyes, as was typical around Melanie.

      “Stop. Stop making me think about his… thing,” I said.

      “God, Les, grow up. It’s a penis. I know you’ve had a few of those inside of you,” she said. “Relax.”

      “Well, I don’t like to talk about Connor, all right? I had a big crush on him back when we lived next door and he never gave me the time of day. And it’s fine. We’re friends, again, and that’s good, too. We’re like best friends and there is no need to ruin that with sex.”

      “So, you wouldn’t have sex with him, given the chance? I know I would,” Melanie said. “I would do it right now. I could use a bit of stretching before my visit to cycle class,” she grinned.

      “God, don’t you ever stop?” I said to her. We bickered back and forth for a bit before Melanie left. I was only thrilled that she hadn’t secured Connor’s number. I was still able to facilitate any communication between the two of them. And, if I wanted—and I did—I  could make sure they never met again. It was a big city, after all.

      But, during a visit to the beach with Connor, it came back up. I knew it would. Only, I didn’t want to talk about Melanie. I wanted to talk about Connor and me. It was bad enough that he wouldn’t even date me now that I was much older and it had been years since we’d lived next-door. Sure, we still talked to the same friends and knew each others’ parents on a first name basis. But, still. It wasn’t fair. Why should Melanie get to go ahead of me? I was ready to ‘shoot my shot’ and do whatever I had to do to get Connor to sleep with me instead of Melanie.

      But, he was fixated on her. I could tell.

      That afternoon on the beach, I knew he was thinking about her. But, it didn’t matter. Connor and I were an hour away from the city. We’d decided to stay in a small duplex that we rented for the weekend. I thought, maybe—hopefully—something could happen between us. I didn’t understand why Connor, of all the straight men in the world who would have taken the risk of ruining a great friendship with sex—could be so damn, stubbornly principled!

      I hated it.

      And I thought that was all I would have to worry about that weekend. But, I could not have been more wrong.

      Because, thanks to my stupid self, guess who decided to book the duplex right next door to us for the weekend?

      “Hey, strangers.”

      I heard her voice calling from behind us, just atop the little sand dune. With the sound of the breeze and water rushing in the distance, I thought perhaps I’d imagined Melanie’s voice. I turned and looked over my shoulder, prepared to feel that I was losing my mind.

      But I looked back and I saw Melanie, wearing a tiny, two-piece biking with a sheer, see-through shirt covering her upper half. The wind had it dancing as it stuck to her tall, slender frame like a second skin.

      “Wow,” Connor said, with his jaw dropping.

      “Melanie,” I said with a fake smile. “What are you doing here?” I hoped she knew I was shooting daggers right into her fake boobs with my eyes. But, she didn’t care. ‘All’s fair in love, war and weekend hook-ups,’ apparently.

      “I was in the neighborhood,” Melanie said. I had never seen my girlfriend do so much work to be around a guy. I knew this was a problem—a big problem.

      “Can I join you?” she asked, feigning innocence in her voice.

      “Come over here,” Connor said. “There’s a spot right here.”

      Melanie took a seat next to Connor on his opposite side from me. I leaned forward and glared at Melanie. But, she smiled back at me and gave a silly little wave.

      Melanie and Connor chatted for a moment, and Connor said to her, “Want to go check out the water for a moment?”

      Melanie was stubborn but Connor grabbed her arm and as she laughed, she let herself be pulled along. They looked as though they had been together for ages, rather than flirting with sexual tensions for only the second time.

      I watched as Melanie wandered towards the water. I was always jealous of her beauty and her body, but none more than when she wore bathing suits. That was when I saw her perfect, cellulite-free butt and thighs and I caught just how taut and slim her waist was. As if this wasn’t bad enough, she had her boobs done a year, before. So, she not only had the benefit of being slender, but she had a nice, plump pair for all the guys at the beach to ogle. Meanwhile, I was there with my fine, natural breasts. But they weren’t going to catch any glances next to hers.

      She and Connor played about in the water for a moment. He splashed her and she gave her girlish, dainty laugh. I knew she was putting on the ‘works’ for him, and it kind of made me sick.

      By the time they came back up towards me, I was quietly steaming as the sky turned purple and orange. My skin was so hot that I didn’t even care the summer evening had turned the breeze cooler on my nearly-naked body.

      “Should we head back?” Connor asked us. Melanie smiled and nodded.

      “Maybe the three of us can get some cocktails in a bit,” she said to him.

      “Sounds good. Now we’re talking,” Connor grinned.

      As Connor trudged through the sand ahead of us, Melanie and I walked a few yards behind him.

      “What the hell are you doing here?” I finally asked her, as she attempted to make small talk.

      She looked at me with an innocent smile. “What? Can’t a girl come to the beach?”

      “God, Mel, you’re so thirsty. You’re probably wetter than the ocean,” I said with a sneer. This didn’t faze her, though.

      “Oh, little miss editor-in-chief wannabe,” she dismissed.

      “Whatever,” I rolled my eyes.

      “You know, I don’t know why you’re being so bitchy to me when I’m going to help him big time,” she said. Before I could say anything else, she rushed ahead of me and touched Connor on his shoulder.

      My brow lowered and I stewed in my own angst as we made our way back to our side-by-side condos.

      I stepped inside, and Connor eventually followed me. I went to my bedroom and Connor went to his. Shortly after, Melanie texted me, telling me to ‘be ready’ in an hour. ‘Get ready like your life depends on it.’ An hour didn’t feel like enough time for that, but I went with it. Melanie ran a tight schedule, after all.

      I assumed she meant for me to ‘get ready’ for cocktails at some sleepy beachside dive bar. But, I was not prepared in the least for what she had planned.

      By the time I stepped out of my shower, I swore I heard something coming from just outside. It sounded like banging against the wall.

      I wrapped a towel around my body, covering my chest and waist, and walked over to my door with my hair still a bit wet.

      I opened the door to find Melanie and Connor making out against the wall of the hallway. They were completely tangled, with Connor shirtless, and Melanie’s bikini top yanked down. Her nipples were stiff as could be, and she pulled away from Connor’s kiss and eyed me, with her lips pink and flush from the pressure of Connor’s passionate kisses.

      “Hey,” she huffed.

      “Um, sorry, Les,” Connor said. “I hope we didn’t disturb you,” he said. His eyes grew wide as he saw Melanie’s top was down and her boobs hanging completely out for me to see.

      “Relax,” Melanie said. “It’s nothing she hasn’t seen, before.” She eyed me. “Not like this, though,” she added with a grin.

      I shook my head. “So, taking a shower was all just some ruse to keep my busy, huh?” I said to her.

      “No,” Melanie said. “It was just to make sure you were ready,” she continued.

      She grabbed Connor’s hand and yanked him into my bedroom.

      Inside, she shut the door until the three of us were in my bedroom, with the overhead fan spinning lazily. The large, sliding glass window was completely open, and though my lights were on, it was a weak lamp on either side of my bed that illuminated the space. Still, I wondered what Melanie was up to, and I was going to need to shut the blinds, considering there was a boardwalk just outside of the patio, behind a few lazy palm trees that would not have protected us from even the most passive ‘peeping tom’ who might’ve wanted to catch me in a towel, and Melanie in a bikini.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “Yeah,” Connor said.

      “I’m getting very sick of this ‘tension’ between the two of you. So, you’re each going to kiss.”

      “What?” Connor said, cocking his brow.

      My heart fluttered at Melanie’s assertive and surprising suggestion. I bit my lip and eyed Connor.

      “He doesn’t want to kiss me,” I said to her, with a hint of annoyance directed at Connor, lacing my tone.

      “It’s not that, Les. It’s just… you know,” Connor said. “I don’t want to risk our friendship.”

      “Well, don’t worry,” Melanie said. “You can both kiss and stay friends. Because you and I are going to be an item, aren’t we?”

      “Um, yeah?” Connor said, with a careful smile on his lips. Melanie nodded. “Only if you do as I say, though.”

      “Like what?” Connor asked.

      Melanie rolled her eyes. “Like, kissing Leslie. If you have any hopes for the two of us, you’re going to do it, now. And don’t just half-ass it, either. I want to see the two of you making out. Come on. Imagine I’m the director for a movie and I want fireworks,” she smiled.

      “Melanie, come on,” I said. “There is nothing hotter than a guy being forced to kiss you,” I said, sarcastic.

      “Leslie, I think you’re hot, okay? I just… don’t think of you in that way. Sure, I’ve thought of you lots back in college while I was… um, never mind,” Connor said, turning a hint of pink.

      “Oh, a dirty boy,” Melanie teased.

      I couldn’t believe Connor’s confession. Melanie then pressed him, “Which part of her body did you think about?”

      “Come on,” Connor said.

      Melanie snapped her fingers. Connor quickly blurted, “Her butt. I… I thought about her butt a lot.”

      “Well, maybe you’ll get to see it, then?” Melanie smiled. “Come on, Les. Why don’t you show Connor what he’s missing.”

      “Melanie, stop. This is ridiculous,” I said, embarrassed and nervous. But I already knew Melanie wasn’t going to let it go. And she wasn’t going to believe that I was hesitating one moment. Because, secretly, I would have done anything for Connor. I would have dropped down on my knees and given him head at the snap of a finger. I loved him and I wanted nothing more than to hear him moan for me.

      So, I laughed and shook my head, but I dropped my towel—only after turning away from Connor so he could see my tight little butt.

      “Fuck,” Connor muttered with a sharp inhale.

      “Mmhm,” Melanie nodded. She walked over and beckoned Connor to sit on the edge of my bed. Connor obeyed her and she sat beside him. “You’re turn,” she said.

      “W—what?” Connor asked.

      “Lose those shorts, babe,” Melanie said. “Come on. Leslie wants to know what kind of penis you have. She’s been waiting for a long time to see it.”

      Connor seemed hesitant, too, but he bit his lip and looked at me. I smiled at him and nodded. Connor laughed and shook his head. “Les, this is fucked up. We’re… we’re not supposed to be like this. We’re friends. We aren’t… lovers.”

      “Come on—quit stalling,” Melanie said, tugging on Connor’s shorts. She tugged hard enough that they fell down and at once, the base of Connor’s impossibly thick, half-hard penis was revealed.

      I swallowed hard and felt my mouth grow watery as Connor finished and tugged his shorts down. His penis swelled thicker and harder, and his beautiful, pink penis-head bloomed wider like a mushroom cap. I knew he was turned on.

      “Wow,” Melanie said. “You’ve got a fat rooster,” she winked. Melanie reached down and slid her fingers around Connor’s thick dick. He sighed long and loud.

      I felt a touch frustrated that she got to touch his penis before I did. She reached down and cupped his large balls, too. His penis looked almost like it could accommodate two hands on its length. It was much bigger than I expected from the ‘boy next door,’ that was for sure.

      I thought of all the girls who had the pleasure of sliding down on Connor’s big penis all those years. I thought of the lucky girls who had been stretched open and gifted that sweet, full feeling deep in their bodies from his thick, warm penis. I even thought about the girls who had been lucky enough to make him moan as he filled them with his seed.

      I wanted that. I wanted all of it. And I felt myself grow wet between my thighs; so much that I felt it sliding down the inside of my thigh. I felt a touch embarrassed as I felt it.

      Melanie stroked Connor’s penis a few times and he moaned soft and heavy.

      “Now,” Melanie said. “The two of you kiss. Go on.”

      I brought myself down and lowered my lips to Connor. I felt my lips touch his just as I felt his palms against my nipples. I shuddered with want as something electric was switched on in my brain. I felt like everything I had ever wanted—or needed—was finally fulfilled.

      I reached down to finally touch his penis. I knew only seconds later I was going to get down on my knees and slide my mouth over it.

      But the moment I reached for it, I felt Melanie’s hand spanking mine away.

      “No,” Melanie said. “Friends don’t do that. Friend’s don’t have sex or do things with their penises or vaginas,” she smiled.

      “That’s for lovers,” she said.

      She then undid her bikini top and her big, fake boobs fell out. Connor turned his attention from my body to Melanie’s. His eyes worked their way down as she slipped out of her bikini bottom, next and she revealed her smooth, waxed mound.

      I looked down at my trimmed bush. I was not the ‘pornstar-ready’ girl that Melanie had decided to role-play as that night. I felt jealous and frustrated as she seemed to act as though she was in charge of Connor and that he would only allow me to access him when she wanted.

      “Damn,” Connor said, eyeing her.

      Melanie then straddled atop Connor’s lap. She began to make out with him, gyrating her hips. She was not sitting on his cock, but instead it was pointed up between her mound and his abs. She reached down and stroked the head with the tips of all her fingers, as if one of those metal-wire, scalp-massaging devices.

      Connor moaned and, seemingly forgetting all about me, ran his hands up and down Melanie’s body. I watched as his fingers slid down and reached into Melanie’s butt crack, toggling her asshole. She did a quick giggle and pulled off Connor’s mouth. “You are a dirty boy. I love it.”

      I cleared my throat and Melanie looked back at me. “Oh, right,” she said. “Connor, I want you to show Leslie the difference between friends and lovers. Come over here and show me how much you want to eat me.”

      Melanie reclined back and spread her legs. I saw her pussy blossom open—the tight, puffy outer lips spreading and revealing the tucked, tanned-pink inner lips. She was glistening wet and Connor wasted no time leaning down and sliding his tongue along her slit.

      “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. Melanie eyed me as she did this. She winked and smiled.

      “What are you doing?” I said, disgusted with my so-called best friend.

      She continued to moan wildly as Connor happily and hungrily ate her pussy. His mouth slurped and slobbered against her clit and her folds, even working down and teasing her asshole.

      Melanie ran her hand through Connor’s hair, before motioning to me. “Why don’t you accommodate Connor while he eats me.”

      Connor was bent over. His thick, hard penis was hanging between his thighs. I figured that Melanie meant for me to get down and suck him while he was hunched over. But Melanie was quick to clarify, “Run your fingers through his hair. Be a good friend.”

      I reluctantly did this. I got an up-close view of Connor, my crush, eating my best friend’s pussy. Melanie clearly enjoyed herself, too. She writhed and giggled, smugly indulging in every second.

      “God, Les, he eats pussy like he has one!” Melanie moaned.

      I didn’t care for this remark, but it didn’t matter what I thought. I might as well have been invisible. I watched as Melanie wrapped her legs around Connor’s sides. Eventually, she pulled out from under him and asked Connor to switch places. Connor came and reclined back against the headboard, splaying his legs.

      I watched, with utter envy and sharp disgust as Melanie smiled at me and leaned down, sliding her lips over the head of Connor’s penis.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. His eyes were weak and he tried not to look at me.

      But finally, Connor said, “Leslie. Come on,” with a smile.

      I walked over and sat beside him. I was happy to kiss Connor, though I was still upset that I wasn’t the one who got to give him a blowjob.

      And from the way Connor moaned into my kisses, I could tell Melanie was making his brain do cartwheels. Each time he moaned, I hated it. It was a reminder that he didn’t care about me. He was too busy thinking with his dick to even notice his best friend of several years making out with him.

      Connor pulled away from my kiss and moaned, “I’m going to cum.”

      Melanie pulled her mouth off Connor’s penis and climbed atop him.

      “Be a good boy and don’t cum early, okay?” She said. “I don’t like one-pump chumps,” she giggled.

      I had to watch as Melanie lowered her tight mound down, making Connor’s penis disappear inside her warmth like a cruel magic trick. Her eyes rolled back and her lip quivered. Her brow knit and she gave a small little moan as she huffed and turned her eyes to me.

      “It’s so thick,” she muttered. “It’s almost too long, too. Wow.”

      Melanie started riding Connor, and he grabbed her boobs, massaging them as she did. I licked my lips and watched. I even, pathetically, reached down and slipped a finger against my clit. It was hot watching my crush naked, making a girl as hot as Melanie moan. I saw up-close, just how powerful he was—how skilled—and how perfect his penis must’ve felt.

      But I wanted that. It made me so angry. So livid.

      I glared at Melanie. I wanted more than anything to tackle her; to actually run and tackle her like a football linebacker! I resisted the urge, of course. I didn’t want to break Connor’s penis in the process, after all.

      “Um, when do I get involved?” I said, annoyed.

      Melanie ignored me, moaning. Connor didn’t seem to notice or care about me, either. He was too busy getting his penis all the way inside Melanie’s tight body. She wagged her hips from side to side and eyed me as she did a seductive, slow dance atop my crush’s penis. I doubted that Melanie ever cared this much in bed—not from the way she ever talked about most men. This was because Connor was my crush. She was not only pushing a knife in me—she was turning it, too. I knew that after that weekend, she and I were finished. I had never been more humiliated and angry in my life.

      But at the same time, I kept rubbing my clit. I kept touching myself as I watched Connor’s penis appear and then slide back into her. I watched, almost hoping that his size hurt Melanie. It was a dark, twisted desire playing out in my mind as I touched myself.

      “I want you behind me. I climax from doggystyle,” Melanie whispered. “And I’m close.”

      She and Connor re-adjusted until he was squatting behind her. As he plunged into her and sighed loudly, Melanie eyed me and said, “You’re his friend. Time for you to help.”

      “I thought I wasn’t allowed,” I mocked.

      “Go lick his ass. Guys love that. Eat his asshole while he fucks me. That’s what you’re going to do,” Melanie said.

      “What?” I said, insulted.

      “Do it!” Melanie screamed. “You’re only good enough to lick his ass, got it? Do you want to be a part of this or do you want me to lock you out?” She said, before laughing wildly and returning to her moans.

      “Come on, Les,” Connor said, with a lustful desperation in his tone. “Come on.”

      I came around and found Connor’s butt. His asshole was smooth and hairless. It was actually very nice. But, still, licking guy’s buttholes was not my biggest desire. But, for Connor, I knew I would do it. I maneuvered forwards and kind of tilted my head to the side, and slid my tongue up and against his hole. I listened as he started to moan wildly from this. I reached down and rubbed myself while I licked his asshole. I was so upset about not getting to ride him, but if I was going to be able to make him moan in any way, it was enough for me to get super turned on by it.

      And Connor moaned endlessly as I licked his butt.

      “Fuck… I can’t last much longer,” Connor said after a few more minutes. He grabbed and spanked Melanie’s ass. She begged form him to be rougher.

      As he spanked her and pushed into her faster and deeper, she cried over and over and gasped. I couldn’t believe she climaxed from being fucked that way. I certainly didn’t. But, Melanie was luckier than me in every other way—why not this one, too? I could not climax from penetration, and Melanie was climaxing from doggystyle, one of men’s most favorite positions? And meanwhile, I was in the back, not only missing everything, but apparently—according to Melanie—only good enough to eat Connor’s asshole.

      It just wasn’t fair. And I was so upset that Connor wasn’t even bothering to overrule Melanie and take me, too. I wanted him to pull out of her and throw me down on the bed and have his way with me. But he didn’t. It only solidified that I was, indeed, only good enough to be his friend, on the sidelines, doing little things like eating him while he had sex with other women. I felt to useless—so worthless as a woman—watching him take Melanie and pound her like he had to have her; like he needed her more than air.

      And yet me, I was forgettable enough that he only used me for my mouth on his ass.

      But Connor kept moaning, and I kept rubbing my clit—grinding my hand against myself. And soon enough, I knew I was going to orgasm like the foolish, cuckolded girl I had become; orgasming from my best friend getting to have sex with the love of my life.

      “Mm… so close, babe. Don’t cum yet. I’m almost… oh…. Oh, fuck!” Melanie whimpered. “Don’t stop. Hard. I want it hard. I’m… I’m cumming.”

      “I’m going to cum. Do we need condoms?” Connor asked.

      “Don’t stop. I want you to fill me,” Melanie said. “I want you to fill me with every drop. I get your sperm—nobody else.”

      Connor needed no further permission. I suddenly felt his asshole pucker over and over, and he tore through the silence of the room with his loud groans. I pulled back and watched his sack pulled up and his penis throb wildly as he plunged all the way into Melanie. His body was sweaty and he huffed long and hard. I watched as Melanie’s tight seal around his penis oozed with white. I was furious at having to watch—from behind—as Connor came inside Melanie, and not me.

      That’s MY sperm! I thought to myself, wanting to lash out at Melanie.

      But instead, muttered the words, “That’s my sperm,” in some sad, nervous blurting. And I slipped into my own climax, joining Connor and Melanie. It was as if the sheer audacity of Melanie to steal everything I ever cared about was enough to make me climax. I didn’t know what had happened—what I had become. I had never felt as worthless as a woman as in that moment. And yet, it left me trembling and left my vagina throbbing as I moaned through my tight grimace.

      Connor pulled out of Melanie and I watched the drizzle of his sperm slide out of her. Melanie looked back over her shoulder and said to me, “Go on, Leslie. Dinner time. You wanted his sperm, so you can have it. Clean me up.”

      “You bitch,” I said to her.

      “Go on, Leslie. Don’t be like that,” Connor said. “You can clean me off, too?”

      “No,” Melanie said. “Only I get to do that. Come over here. Leslie, clean me, now or you’re going to find yourself without a job on Monday.”

      I was never as angry in my life. I brought my mouth to Melanie’s swollen, wet lips. I tasted the salty semen from Connor and licked it up on my tongue. I slurped it up and, as much as I hated it, I was happy to get Connor’s sperm—to get it inside of me one way or another.

      I even slid my fingertips over some of it and slipped it back, dunking it inside my vagina. Maybe, with any luck, I could get Connor’s baby, first. Maybe I could at least do that.

      I hated licking Melanie’s vagina. It made me sick to have to lick another girl’s vagina. But Melanie could have gotten me fired. And I almost climaxed a second time as I was forced into such a demeaning situation. I looked up and saw Connor getting his penis head polished off by Melanie. She smacked her lips and said, “Are you done, yet?” to me, with an annoyed tone.

      “Yes,” I said, tucking more of Connor’s sperm inside me.

      Melanie flipped over and she grabbed Connor’s hand. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get a shower.”

      As Connor and Melanie started out of the room, I balled my fists. My face turned pink and hot as I eyed Connor and said, “Hey! What about us? Aren’t you going to do anything with me? Or are you just going to use me to do things like lick your butt?”

      Connor eyed me, and then back to Melanie. Melanie moved her eyes about, as though I was embarrassing myself and she was amused by it. Connor turned back to me and said, “Come on, Leslie. You know I don’t think of you like that—we’re friends. And thanks to Melanie, we’ll always be friends… right?”

      I was speechless. I was defeated. I had never felt more rejected in my entire life. I was on the verge of tears, and yet, my vagina throbbed and I had an intense urge to touch myself all over, again.

      So, instead of angrily attacking Melanie or yelling at Connor, I gave a quiet, obedient nod of my chin and cracked a fake smile.

      Connor left the room and Melanie, hanging back for a moment smiled and said, “You’ll always be friends,” mocking me.

      I wanted to punch the wall and destroy everything in the room. But I didn’t. Instead, I reached for my bag and grabbed my vibrator, ready to spy on Connor and Melanie when they had sex, again. I hated myself for it, but my body knew what it wanted. And maybe Melanie was right. Maybe Connor and I could always be friends, but I would get to have intimate moments with him, or at least watch him have them with Melanie.

      I was sick to my stomach, but I brought the vibrator to my mound and flipped it on, far too aroused to deny myself. As I moved it over my clit, I closed my eyes and thought about what had just happened. I thought about eating Connor’s butt, and sliding his sperm inside me. I thought about getting pregnant from it. And I thought about how Melanie had made me forever Connor’s cuckold.

      I had to hand it to her.
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      I tightened the apron around my waist and picked up two plates of food.  I hated waitressing, but I was good at it and I was using it to pay my way through college.  I wiped the scowl from my face and put on a smile before approaching the married couple whose order I was carrying.

      The couple was odd.  I distinctly noticed that the wife refused to look at me or speak to me.  So, I only spoke to the man.

      “Here you go,” I said, smiling wider and hoping for a good tip.  Cash tips were a bonus because I could get away without reporting them to the IRS.  “One tuna melt and one BLT.”

      The man touched my hand as I set down the plates and looked into my eyes.  The gesture was surprising.  Not because he was unattractive, but because no one had ever touched me at work before.  He wasn’t being distasteful, but I still felt uncomfortable in his firm grasp.  “Thank you,” he said.

      Despite the awkward interaction, a nugget of desire wormed its way inside me.  Now that I had his eyes fully on me, I realized just how piercing blue his gaze was and how handsome his face and body were.  He was tall and his clothes clung to his broad shoulders and narrow waist.  His face had angular features that looked like they could cut me until I bled.

      I nodded, fixing my smile to my face, and said, “You’re welcome.”  The man let go of my wrist and I turned to the wife.  “Let me know if you guys need anything else.”

      Her cheeks were pink, but she didn’t look up and didn’t say anything.  I walked away, shaking my head, wondering what on earth her problem was.  It was usually a rule of mine to pay more attention to the women at tables than the men.  Maybe it was counterproductive to receiving tips – after all, lots of waitresses were flirts – but I felt more comfortable with women and I wanted to make them feel comfortable in return.

      But the lady at this table refused to acknowledge my existence, so I couldn’t lean into my comfort zone.  I returned to the kitchen where another server was waiting on an order to be filled.  I tugged his shirt and pointed to the table.  “Have you ever seen that couple before?”

      The server – his name was Antonio – looked closely at them and shook his head.  “Nope.  Maybe someone else has.”

      “The lady is weird.  She won’t look up at me.”  I studied her from a distance, noting the amber color of her hair, streaked with golds.  Despite her head slumping between her shoulders, her figure was divine in the way that stirred jealousy inside me.  I narrowed my gaze, watching them closely.  She lifted her head for him, but seemed shy.  Who was shy with their own husband?

      The husband drank the last few sips of water and pushed his glass to the edge of the table.  “Shit.  Guess that’s my cue.”

      “Go get ‘em , tiger,” said Antonio.

      I returned to the table, picked up his glass of water, and left as quickly as I could.  I refilled the glass and brought it back, already turning around when the husband’s voice sounded out.  “Miss?  I think we’re ready for the check.”

      I turned over my shoulder to see two half eaten sandwiches and frowned.  “Did you want a to go box?”

      “Sure thing,” he said, his smile sparkling.

      I brought them back their check and some to go containers, eager to see them leave.  It took them another fifteen minutes to pay, sign the checks, and finally stand up.  Once they were gone, I rushed over to the bill to see the damage.  Please say they tipped, I thought.

      The receipt had been flipped over so the tip wasn’t visible, but I didn’t need to see the front of it to know it said 0, because on the back was a handwritten note by the mysterious wife.

      How dare you flirt with my husband.  I was going to leave you a good tip, but after that slutty behavior, you’re getting nothing.

      I crumpled the receipt in my hand and groaned.  I’d made every attempt to speak to her and not her husband, but she wouldn’t look at me.  What the hell was I supposed to do?  I skulked back over to Antonio to show him the note.

      “Can you believe this?”

      Antonio arched a brow.  “Did you flirt with him?”

      “No!  I never flirt.”

      He shrugged.  “Maybe you smiled too much.  Men can read into that, maybe women do too.”

      “Women should know better,” I argued.

      “I didn’t say she was sane,” he said.  “Just that she read into it.”

      I tried not to think about the strange couple for the rest of the day.  By the end of the following week, I’d already started to forget about them.  That is, until the couple walked into the restaurant as if they hadn’t ruined my week.

      This time, I planned on seeking revenge against his wife.  If she thought I was flirting with her husband before, she was about to see just how flirty I could be.
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        * * *

      

      I stole their table from Antonio just so I could exact my revenge.  After learning that they hadn’t tipped last time, he was happy to give it to me, but confused about why I wanted it.  “I want to teach her a lesson,” I admitted, unbuttoning the top two buttons of my polo shirt.

      Antonio arched a brow and adjusted a few strands of my hair to look more appealing.  “Are you sure you want to do this?  She doesn’t stand a chance next to you.”

      I appreciated the compliment, but it wasn’t the truth.  The woman was gorgeous even if I did hate her.  I approached their table and handed them their menus.  The man looked up at me, his gaze sweeping over my body before meeting my face.  The woman, never looked up, and I wondered if she’d even be able to recognize me since she never looked at me.

      I leaned both palms on their table, pushing my tits in her husband’s face.  “What can I get you two to drink today?”

      Her husband swallowed and licked his lips.  No wonder she was worried, he seemed eager to fuck the first thing that moved.  I couldn’t help but wonder if it had been a while since they fucked each other.  Maybe that was the crux of the lady’s problem.

      “Just a water,” said the husband.

      “Water for me too,” mumbled the wife.

      I squeezed her husband’s shoulder and smiled wide.  “I’ll get that right out to you.”

      Back in the kitchen, Antonio had been watching me.  “You’ve got balls, girl.  I just hope this doesn’t backfire on you.”

      “I’m being careful,” I admitted before bringing two full glasses of water to the table.  For the first time, the wife looked up at me, her gaze scanning my body like her husband’s had, sending a strange shiver down my spine.  I momentarily forgot that I was supposed to be seducing her husband.

      When I remembered, I jutted one hip out to the side and pulled out my order pad.  “What can I get you two to eat?”

      Her husband looked at me and winked before ordering the tuna melt again.  I winked right back at him, despite suddenly feeling a wave of guilt come over me.  The wife ordered her BLT, this time fixing her gaze directly on me.  So much so that I could feel her gaze – not his – on my ass as I walked away.

      I was starting to feel like I was entering new territory, and I couldn’t make out the surroundings.  I made it back to the kitchen and placed their orders.  My body was flushed with heat – and not just from the burning hot ovens.  I excused myself to the bathroom to calm myself down.

      This is a mistake, I told myself.  This isn’t you.  Who cares that she’s a lousy and mean tipper.  Grow up and wait other tables.

      I had just resolved to end my antics when the bathroom door swung open and the wife appeared.  She didn’t look surprised to see me, and when she turned around to lock the door, I realized she’d planned on running into me here.

      I was just about to apologize when she spoke first.  “I’m sorry we didn’t tip you before, and for leaving that nasty note.”

      I politely accepted, realizing she might just be apologizing in order to get me to back off.

      The woman went to the mirror and studied her appearance.  “The truth is that I recently caught my husband cheating on me with my best friend.”

      I instinctively took a step toward her.  “I’m so sorry.  What a scumbag.”

      She shook her head.  “No, no.  It’s okay.  I’m just struggling because…because…”. I didn’t know why this woman was confiding in me of all people right now, but after shamelessly flirting with her husband, I felt like I owed her the space to open up in.

      “It’s no wonder you’re worried about him flirting,” I offered.  I even reached out to touch her shoulder, feeling the warmth of her body envelope mine.

      She placed her hand atop mine and said, “It’s not that.”  She exhaled long and deep, a laugh of embarrassment escaping her.  She turned to meet my gaze and I saw a million emotions swimming inside her eyes.  “It’s just that I enjoyed watching them.”

      My body turned to stone but was covered in chills.  The good kind, and I didn’t know why.  “You did?”

      She nodded.  “But it didn’t end well when my friend knew I’d been spying on them.”  The woman laughed.  “Imagine that.  She was upset with me.”

      “What happened?”

      “She thought it was weird and she hasn’t talked to me since.”

      I turned toward her, consumed with the desire to give her a hug, but I kept my distance.  “If you enjoyed it, then why were you so afraid of your husband flirting?”

      Her eyes were pools of worry.  “I was afraid that I’d encourage it,” she said.  “I was afraid because I enjoyed it.  I shouldn’t enjoy it, I know that.  And as my friend made it very clear, I’m just some weird pervert I guess.”

      This time, I did wrap her in a hug.  “No,” I said.  “Not at all.”  Even though I’d never met a woman who would enjoy watching their spouse cheat, I felt a tingle of excitement at the idea of being watched by this gorgeous creature while her husband fucked me.  “There’s nothing wrong with you,” I added.

      She pulled away and wiped a tear from her eye, smiling.  “Thank you,” she said.  Her face was so close to mine, her warm breath rolled over my cheek.  “I wish my friend could’ve been as understanding as you seem to be.”

      I was not one to cross boundaries usually, but I couldn’t help myself.  I found myself leaning forward and placing a soft kiss on her forehead.  I could feel her pulse quicken in my embrace and when I pulled back, she leaned in, pressing her lips to mine fully.  I didn’t back away.  I couldn’t.  Even though I’d never kissed a woman before, her body felt too good against mine.

      She pulled back with a sudden look of fear, but my arms were still around her albeit more loosely than before.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I don’t know what came over me.  You’re just so beautiful and…”

      She didn’t say it, but I knew she felt safe after confiding in me.  Her friend had rejected her, and I’d embraced her.  Now I was trapped in her spell, kissing a customer in the restaurant bathroom.  A customer of the same sex when I wasn’t a lesbian.

      “It’s alright,” I said with a smile, my arms loosening enough to brush her shoulders.  “I wanted to kiss you too.”

      Her eyes swept over my face, trying to detect whether or not I was lying or just humoring her.  “Really?” she asked.

      I decided to answer with a kiss.  I pressed my lips to her, hot and heavy and felt my heart rattle in my chest.  Her hands found my waist and my hands cupped her face as she moved me back toward the bathroom counters.  I didn’t know what we were doing, but I hoisted myself up anyway and the woman’s hands slid up under my work skirt until her fingers brushed against my panties.  She tugged them down slowly, as if she was waiting for me to tell her to stop.  I didn’t.

      She removed them from my legs and tucked them in her jeans for safe keeping.  I spread my legs around her body, feeling my wetness slip out of me.  Her forehead pressed to mine, our breaths ragged and mingling together.

      “There’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”

      I had an idea what it was.  I nodded.  “Go ahead,” I said, feeling a tremble in my bones.  She lowered her head beneath my skirt and pressed her tongue to my slit.  My skirt bunched up around my hips and I gripped her hair in my fingers.

      I hissed as she sucked and licked until I felt like I could climax from her mouth alone.  If this was her first time going down on a woman, she was good at it.

      I leaned back until my shoulders were pressed against the mirror behind me.  She looked so good between my legs and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to fuck her husband in front of her.  This whole relationship of ours was so twisted.  I still didn’t know their names, but suddenly I wanted to be in their beds.

      My legs quivered and when she slipped two fingers inside me, pumping away while she sucked on my clit, I came.  My moan trembled like my body, coming out in little waves.

      The woman lifted her head and wiped her lips before leaning into me again to kiss me.  “Thank you,” she said, handing me my panties back.  I got down off the counter and pulled them back on and adjusted my skirt.  “My name is Blair, by the way.”

      “Nice to meet you, Blair,” I said with a smile I couldn’t hide.  “My name is Ally.”

      “What a nice name,” she said, her cheeks red with embarrassment.  “I won’t keep you waiting any longer.  You probably have so many tables to attend to.”

      “No,” I said.  “I made sure to only take yours.”

      Blair unlocked the door and slipped back into the restaurant.  I turned to the mirror, adjusted my appearance, and washed my hands.  When I returned to the kitchen, Antonio was standing there smirking at me.

      “You look like you just had sex,” he said.  “And I noticed the wife of your strange table has been missing as long as you have.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lied.  I picked up the plates with their cold orders and asked the cooks to reheat them while I wrote a small note down on my server pad.  When the food was ready, I brought it to the table and gave her husband the note in an obvious enough way that Blair could see.

      And then I disappeared through the back door of the restaurant and waited for him.
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      Her husband pushed through the back doors not five minutes later.  He ran a hand through his hair and came toward me with a wolfish grin.  I led him down the nearest alley – one I knew his wife would be able to find easily – and leaned up against the wall.

      “So, we’re really doing this, huh?” he growled.

      “If you’re interested.”

      “I don’t even know your name,” he argued despite his body already being pressed to mine.

      “Ally,” I said.

      “Hello, Ally.  I’m Craig.”

      “Nice to meet you, Craig.”

      Craig leaned forward and kissed me.  The heat of him pushed my body hard into the brick wall behind me. His lips burned into mine.

      I’d never done this with someone’s husband before, but I couldn’t pull away either.  My heart was racing, and I was trapped under an attractive man while I waited for his wife to come spy on us.  My emotions ran from one extreme to the other.  My body craved to be touched.

      His breath grew heavy as he slipped his tongue between my lips.  The taste of his saliva was like the ocean.  I felt like I could drown in him.

      He moved a hand to my waist, and another to my neck.  He shook like a beast devouring his first meal.  I was terrified of getting caught but I wanted to give this to his desperate wife.  He held me tightly and slipped his leg between my thighs.

      In my peripheral, I saw a dark shadow.  I focused my eyes to see Blair dipping behind a dumpster while she watched us.  I couldn’t believe I was having filthy alley-way sex with this stranger just to please is wife.  But I couldn’t deny how aroused it made me to satisfy her in this way.  To be filthy for her.

      We kissed violently, and his thumb found the hem of my shirt and slipped under.  I placed a hand on his chest in approval.  My legs shook.  Next, I felt the palm of his hand against my hip.  Rough callouses grazed my smooth skin.  He ignited a flame in me.  So did she, while she watched us.  I let my hands travel over his chest and up to his neck, wrapping my fingers around.

      He gripped my waist and neck tighter.  He moved his lips to my cheek, kissing his way to my ear.  Then he placed his thumb in my mouth as he travelled to my neck.  I couldn’t help but moan underneath him.  I wrapped my lips around his thumb and bit it gently.  He bit the skin at my neck, sending shockwaves down my spine.

      I couldn’t care less how I hated Blair a few hours prior.  I couldn’t even think outside this moment.  All I knew was that I wanted him in whatever way he’d have me.  I wanted his body against me, and I wanted Blair to watch every second of it.

      I ran my fingers down his back.  His hand traveled higher under my shirt.  My hips swayed from his touch.  He kissed and bit my skin.  He sucked on my earlobe.  His saliva covered the length of my neck.

      His fingers reached my breast.  He brushed them gently against my bra, teasing my nipple.  I sighed into his hand, which was now covering my mouth gently.  He lifted my shirt above my chest and lowered his head.  I could only breathe through my nostrils as he kissed my cleavage.

      Craig pulled my breasts out from the cups of my bra.  He licked in spirals, slowly making his way to my nipples.  I could taste metal, my pussy throbbing.  He wrapped his lips over my nipple and flicked his tongue across it.  My knees buckled.  I could no longer stay standing.

      He wrapped his arm around my back to keep me from falling.  I ran my fingers through his hair while he alternated breasts.

      He brought his mouth back to mine, plunging his tongue in.  I reciprocated everything. I gave myself to him fully, maybe foolishly.  After all, he was a married man.  Even if his wife wanted this to happen, it still felt wrong.  But that wrongness made it so much more delicious.

      I bit his lower lip as he slowly lowered his palms over my breasts.  I sighed into his mouth.

      My reaction seemed to be all he could handle.  He pushed my skirt up over my hips.  I shimmied my panties down my legs, stepping out of them awkwardly. He didn’t put the panties in his pocket like his wife had.  He let them fall to the ground instead.

      I could feel the heat of Blair’s gaze on us as Craig’s hands traveled down my sides and over my hips.  He pulled away from my lips to get a view of me.

      “My god,” he huffed.  I swear I heard him growl as he dove back into my neck, wrapping one arm around my lower back, and letting another hand slip between my legs.  I moaned into his ear while he grunted against me.  I kept waiting for Blair to stop us and say she’d had enough, but she never did.  She just continued watching as I stole her husband from her.

      When his fingers reached my wet pussy, I moaned loud enough for Blair to hear.  His fingers sent an electric current through my body.  I writhed against him.  I moaned and sighed at his touch.  He teased me, sliding his fingers up and down the length of my pussy.  I could feel a fire building and spreading through my entire body.

      Then he slipped a finger inside.  I swear I thought I might come right there.  I bit my lower lip to try and contain myself.  His fingers lay against the slit of my pussy.  He brushed his knuckles against my clit now that it was throbbing and exposed.  My entire body ached and burned for him.  But it mostly burned for her.  It ached to fulfill her deepest desires.

      He moved his mouth back to my nipples, gently brushing over my clit again, and again.  My hips shifted against him, eager to find satisfaction.  After a few more teasing touches, he dipped a finger in.  My mouth parted and I released a slow sigh.

      He pulled his mouth from my breast and directed my face to his.  He leaned his forehead against mine.  He moved his fingers in and out while intently watching my expression change.  A devilish smile spread across his lips.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered.  His intensity overpowered me.  I closed my eyes and relaxed against his touch.  I wondered what his wife thought of that little compliment.  I wondered when the last time was that he’d called her beautiful.

      I stared into Craig’s eyes, moving my hands to his jeans.  I slowly, teasingly, unbuttoned and unzipped them.  I dropped them to the floor, along with his briefs, and saw his cock spring toward me.  I wrapped my fingers around his huge cock.  His moan was electrifying.  Slowly, I kneeled while keeping my gaze on the dark figure watching us.

      I felt so dirty.  So naughty.  I’d never had public sex or been eaten out by a girl before today.  To top it off, I was now fucking the girl’s husband while she watched.

      Once my knees touched the ground, I looked up at Craig.  His expression was soft as he surrendered to me.  I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and parted my lips.  I licked the underside of his dick and felt it twitch against my tongue.

      I’m so fucking turned on right now, I thought.  I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked gently.  Craig leaned his hands against the wall behind me, moaning softly.  I took as much in as I could, swirling my tongue around every inch of skin.  It felt smooth in my mouth.

      I sucked and licked.  I moved my hand up and down the base.  I brought my other hand to his balls.  They were also smooth and soft.  His cock pulsed in my mouth. I ran a hand up his stomach and back down to his pelvis.  He seemed like he might explode any second.

      He brought a hand to the back of my head and ran his fingers through my hair.  He guided me a little, but remained gentle.  Eventually, he grabbed my hair tightly and pulled me off him.

      I looked up at him, confused.  Was he finally starting to regret cheating on his wife?

      “Stand up,” he said, and I did.  “Turn around,” he instructed.  I turned my back to him, my breasts pushed up against the damp brick wall.  Craig groaned.  He slid his fingers slowly down my spine.  Chills ran through me.

      He took a step back and I was completely on display for him. Then he reached his hands to my hips, pulling my lower half away from the wall.  He grabbed my wrists and placed them above my head.  I leaned against the wall and waited.

      First, he ran a hand between my legs.  His fingers rubbed my wetness over my clit.  I saw a hot white behind my eyes with each tender touch.  He parted my lips with his fingers, then rested the head of his cock at my entrance.

      Craig pushed in, gentle as ever, and my pussy stretched around him.

      “Fuck,” I groaned.  I didn’t know which brought me more pleasure, the size of his cock or the fact that he was a married man.

      Craig pushed in deeper as he grew braver.  He pumped faster.  He reached a hand around my waist and between my legs.  His fingers circled my clit while he maneuvered his cock.

      His rhythm quickened and I couldn’t keep my eyes open.  The pleasure was too great.  My breasts shifted against the cold wall.  Knowing his wife was watching him fill and stretch me stimulated something new in me, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came.

      “You’re going to make me come,” I whispered.  He moaned in response, and started fucking me harder.  “Fuck,” I hissed.

      He pushed faster and harder.  My body shook and I felt an explosion between my legs. I couldn’t contain my moans.

      Craig let out a primal groan as his warmth exploded in me.  His pace slowed, and he leaned his body against me, panting.  He held me tightly in his arms as we caught our heavy breaths.  He kissed me on the cheek and then pulled out.

      “I knew you were a slut when I saw you,” he said, giving my ass a smack.  Then he buckled himself up and headed back inside.  His wife stayed ducked in a corner of the alley where he couldn’t see her.  When he was gone, she came over to me and picked up my discarded panties.

      “I’m sorry he ruined these,” she said, handing them to me.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said, pushing away from the wall.  “You can keep them if you want.”

      She practically drooled at the idea.  I pushed my breasts back into my bra and pulled my shirt down.  When I touched my skirt, though, she stopped me.  She looked like she had another request to make.

      “Can I taste him in you?”

      I ran my hands through her hair.  Things were more tender between us than between me and her husband.  I liked it that way.  I liked our soft, easy relationship contrasted with the hard fucking her husband gave.

      I nodded and spread my legs.  Blair dropped to her knees, still clutching my dirty panties in her hand.  She lifted the skin above my clit up and dragged her tongue along my pussy, sending another shiver through me.  Her tongue probed and explored every inch of me until she’d lapped up every drop of her husband’s cum.  It felt good to have her down on her knees in front of me.  It felt good to have her watch me fuck her husband.

      When she was done, she wiped her mouth and then kissed me.  I could taste her husband’s cum and my arousal on her tongue.  I held Blair close, never wanting to let her go.

      “Please say we can do this again,” she said, echoing my exact thoughts.

      I tugged down my skirt and cupped her face.  “Anytime your husband is willing.”

      She rolled her eyes and smiled.  “He’ll always be willing.  Especially for you.  You’re gorgeous.”

      “So are you,” I said, kissing her lips softly.

      Blair went in through the back doors and tried to make it appear like she was coming from the restroom.  I’d given Blair my work schedule so that she could arrange more impromptu fucking sessions with her husband.  When I got back to the kitchen, Antonio was there, shaking his head.

      “I take it back,” he said.  “You didn’t look like you had sex before.”

      “I didn’t?”

      “Nope.  Now you look like you just had sex.”

      I tried to tidy my hair and then I washed my hands before resuming my waitressing duties.  “I don’t kiss and tell, Antonio.”

      Because if I told you, you wouldn’t fucking believe me.
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      The Hawaiian resort sprawled along the beach, with ground floor villas and a few buildings that were several stories high.  Palm trees and hibiscus flowers lined each wall, and there was a large waterfall inside the hotel lobby.  My husband, Brock, wrapped his thick arm around my waist and tugged me close to him.  “Ten years, baby,” he whispered in my ear.  “Ten fucking years.  Can you believe it?”

      My cheeks flushed with heat and I smiled.  Brock and I were celebrating our ten year wedding anniversary, revisiting the resort we’d spent our honeymoon in.  But this time, I knew things would be different.  The passion hadn’t been quite what it was in our twenties.  I hoped this vacation would change that, but I couldn’t be certain that it would.  Maybe all we needed was some alone time together.  Then again, maybe we were drifting apart and growing tired of one another.

      Our lives back home were dull.  We both worked full time, had two kids, and we only saw each other for a few hours each day.  Despite barely seeing each other, we knew everything about one another and it took away some of the magic we had when we were younger and still filled with wild dreams about our futures.

      Brock kissed me on the cheek and led me to the reception desk to check in.  We’d reserved one of the ground floor villas with a small, private yard and an outdoor in-ground hot tub.  The yard was surrounded by short hedges and beyond those, you could see and hear the ocean.  It was the exact same style villa that we stayed in on our honeymoon.

      We took our keys and rolled our luggage to our new room for the week.  Brock dropped his suitcase at the door and threw himself on the bed.  He leaned up on his elbows and patted beside him.  “Come here, baby.  Let me ravish you.”

      I wasn’t really in the mood.  Not yet.  I’d hoped to be wined and dined first, eased into it.  It had been a long time since I felt like I could just tear off my clothes and be ready to go.  I was a mother now and I was tired.  But more than that, I missed romance.  I missed lust.  And while my husband was as hot as could be – well built, tan and with a dazzling smile – I just couldn’t turn myself on like a light switch anymore.

      “I have a headache,” I lied.  Brock frowned.  I knew he probably didn’t believe me, but he’d never been one to pressure me either.

      “That’s alright, babe.  We’ll save the fun for tonight.  I want to check out the beach anyway.”

      Brock and I changed into our swimwear and headed to the beach where all the other hotel guests were lounging around.  One girl in particular stood out, probably because she had the best figure I’d ever seen.  She was heading into the ocean, the waves lapping at her ankles, then her calves, and finally her thighs.  She turned back with a laugh and I wondered who she was laughing at.  I followed her gaze to a group of friends about her age – ten or so years younger than me and Brock – and I smiled.

      I missed those days of youth with every fiber of my being.

      The girl waved her arms over her head, her tan body stretched out and her long dark hair flowing behind her.  Two other girls came running in after her, but neither of them could compare to the first girl’s looks.  She was stunning, so much so that it was hard to peel my eyes away from her.

      I turned to Brock to see if he was looking.  I wouldn’t have blamed him if he was.  Unfortunately, his sunglasses were on so I had no idea what he was looking at, though he was staring in their direction.

      One of the girls called after the first girl, saying, “Alexis! Wait up!”  I settled into my lounge chair and exhaled slowly.  Alexis, I thought.

      I looked down at my own body, feeling insecure about the cesarean scar that was still on my stomach.  I placed a hand over it to hide it, when a shiver ran through me.  It was a shiver I remember from long ago, back when arousal was easier for me.  I dragged my finger along the scar which ran along my bikini line, and I felt the shiver intensify.  I glanced back up in Alexis’ direction and watched her bounce around in the waves, her dazzling face alight with youth and her breasts floating in the water.  I continued dragging my finger back and forth over my scar mindlessly as I felt the shiver intensify and settle between my legs.  Heat burned between my thighs and my nipples puckered in my bikini top.  I suddenly felt the urge to lower my fingers further and touch my pussy which had now soaked my bikini bottoms.

      “I’m going to go for a swim,” I said, hoping to wash away proof of my arousal in the ocean.

      “I’ll join you,” said Brock.

      The two of us slipped into the water which was still on the cooler side, sending chills across my skin.  Brock snuck up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, and my whole body came alive against his.  I let out a squeal, my eyes landing on Alexis who was nearby, and her eyes landed back on me.  She watched us and I felt even more aroused than I’d felt on the beach.

      I turned to face my husband, wrapping my arms around his neck, and gave him a hot and heavy kiss on the lips.  He pressed his full body against mine, claiming me with his tongue.  I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and began gliding my pussy against the length of him, desperate for a release.  As we kissed and moaned, I kept sneaking glances in Alexis’ direction, her eyes still fixed on us.

      Brock did the unthinkable and pulled his cock free from his boxers and slid my bikini bottoms to the side.  We were deep enough in the water that no one could see what he was up to, but still I knew Alexis was watching.

      Good, I thought.  Let her watch.

      Brock slipped the length of his hard cock inside me and I moaned against his mouth.  He pulled back and thrust himself back in, filling me deep and fast.  He pressed his forehead to mine, and we stared into each other’s eyes when I wasn’t sneaking peeks at a very curious Alexis.  Brock moved his thumb to my clit and circled it while he pumped in and out of me.

      I hadn’t had an orgasm in months, so when it started spreading through me it caught me by surprise.  My body was hot in the cold water and I clutched to Brock for dear life as he continued filling me up.  He let out a low groan and I felt his cum shoot deep inside me.  He held his cock in place while we came down and then he pulled it free.

      We readjusted our clothes and I looked back at the place where Alexis had last been, but she was gone.
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        * * *

      

      After dinner that night, we decided to take a dip in the inground hot tub in our private yard.  I slipped in first and Brock brought me a flute of champagne to match his.  He slipped in beside me and wrapped his arm around me.  “I guess your headache went away earlier,” he said.

      I swallowed a gulp of champagne and nodded.  “I guess so.”

      Brock buried his nose against my neck and peppered my skin with kisses.  “You drove me wild earlier,” he said.  “I think this vacation might be really good for us.”  He slipped a hand between my legs and I shifted.  I tried to grind against his hand to find a spot that would give me the same shiver as earlier, but I couldn’t find it.  I closed my eyes and thought about Alexis in the water, bobbing up and down as she watched me fuck my husband.  My thighs spread and I felt the familiar shiver from earlier.

      “Guys, wait up!” I heard Alexis call, and I realized my vision was so real that I could hear her voice clearly.  The wind rustled the leaves of the surrounding hedges and then there was a splash that made my eyes open wide while Brock removed his hand.

      “What the fuck?” he asked.

      I couldn’t believe it.  I was staring straight at Alexis as she slipped into our hot tub.  She looked up, her eyes hooded, and then smiled.  “Oh shit.”  She looked around her and started to laugh.  “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.  I’m sorry.  This is the wrong villa.”

      “You think?” Brock asked, but I took his hand in mine.  I didn’t want to scare her off, even though her presence made me uneasy.

      Alexis starting pulling herself out of our hot tub and I watched her perfect figure as it bent over and stood up.  I noticed Brock was staring at her harder than I was.  “I’m so sorry,” she said, tiptoeing back toward the hedges.  “I’m like…so sorry.”

      With that, she disappeared probably back to the villa she’d meant to go to.  But her presence was enough for me to swing my legs over my husband’s lap and grind against his hard cock.  He untied my bikini top and let it fall into the water.  He sucked in one nipple then the other and used teeth to tug and twist at them.  My back arched, my pussy desperate to feel him again.  I reached down and pulled it free from his trunks while pushing my bikini bottoms to the side like earlier.

      I rode his cock while he sucked and kneaded my breasts, but all I could think about was Alexis and how she’d just seen us here while Brock’s hand had been between my thighs.  I thought about the way Brock stared at her as she climbed out of our hot tub and that was enough to send warm chills through my body that led to a violent explosion.  I rode my husband until I came for the second time that day and he filled me with his cum again.

      That night, Brock slept soundly, pleased with how romantic our vacation had been so far.  Despite his happiness, I was a nervous wreck.  I didn’t want all of this to disappear when we went back home.  Because I knew there was only one reason I’d been able to come twice in one day, and it wasn’t because of my husband.

      It was because of Alexis.
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        * * *

      

      The next day at breakfast, we took a seat on the patio near the stone railing.  We were shielded by an umbrella as I ate a piece of toast and my husband devoured his bacon.  In my peripheral, I saw a figure coming toward us but it wasn’t until I turned that I realized who it was.  Alexis.

      “Heeey you guuuys!” she said in an awkward tone.  She came to the table and took a seat like she’d been invited.  “I just want to say I’m so sorry for what happened last night.”  She paused, looking from me to my husband.  “It was your hot tub I slipped into, wasn’t it?”

      Brock chuckled.  “It was ours.”

      Alexis wiped a hand over her forehead dramatically.  “Okay, that’s what I thought.  I mean, I was drunk, but I wasn’t that drunk.  I could’ve sworn I’d seen my friends go in that direction.  Anyway, I hope I didn’t ruin your night or anything.”  Alexis’s gaze was fixed on me as she said this and my cheeks felt warm.

      “No,” I said, trying to stifle my nerves.  “Not at all.”

      Alexis wore a smirk while her gaze shifted back to Brock.  “I saw you guys at the beach yesterday, too.”

      “Did you?” he asked.  He looked at her like he was as amused by her.  He smiled like he was about to laugh at everything she said.

      “Yeah,” Alexis said, running a hand through her dark hair.  “You guys were totally fucking.”

      My mouth hung open and Brock chuckled.  “That obvious, hm?”

      “Oh please,” she teased.  “You guys were moaning and groaning like you were virgins.  I’m guessing it was your first time together?”

      I hung my head in embarrassment, but Brock just lifted his chin proudly.  “Actually, we’re celebrating our ten year wedding anniversary.”

      “Oh, no shit,” Alexis said.  “Right on.  So you guys are rekindling the romance, so to speak?”

      I looked at Brock through the top of my eyes, keeping my head down.  “We’re trying to,” I said.

      Brock shot me a look.  “There’s nothing that needs to be rekindled,” he argued.  “We’re just enjoying our time away from the kids.”

      Alexis nodded, rocking back and forth in her chair.  She was more comfortable in herself than I’d ever been.  “I feel you,” she said.  “But you guys should be careful.”

      “Oh yeah? Why is that?” I asked, suddenly feeling defensive.

      “You never know what pervs you’re going to turn on with all that public moaning.”  Her gaze held mine and she smiled.  “Well, I should get back to my friends.”  She turned over her shoulder and waved to the group of college kids at a nearby table.  Then she stood and pushed her chair back in.  Before leaving, she extended her hand across the table and said, “I’m Alexis, by the way.”

      “Brock,” said my husband, taking her hand in his.

      I took it next.  “Jessica.”  Her hand was soft as silk as it slid against my palm.  She was warm and sent a jolt of electricity through me that made me want to keep her near us forever.  But I knew I had to let her go.  This was already getting out of hand.  “Nice to meet you.”

      Alexis skipped off to her friends and resumed eating my toast.  My panties were already wet again and my cheeks were flushed.  Brock stared at me as a long silence stretched between us.  “Alexis is an interesting character,” he finally said.  “Attractive too.”

      I lifted my gaze, unsure of what he was trying to do.  “You’re not supposed to tell your wife when you find another girl attractive,” I said despite having no problem with this particular instance.

      Brock chuckled.  “I think it’s safe when my wife finds the same girl attractive.”

      “What?  I do not.  I mean, sure, she’s young and cute.  I wish I looked like her, but that’s it.”

      Brock leaned across the table on his elbows.  “That is not it,” he said.  “I didn’t remember her from the beach until she said something, but now I do.  You kept looking at her the whole time I was balls deep inside you.  And in the hot tub?  You didn’t get your groove back until after she’d dipped in the water.”

      My husband was too astute for his own good.  His observations could only hurt our marriage, not help it.  I took another bite of my toast.  “I don’t know what you want me to say.”

      “She’s clearly into you,” he said.  “Or us.  I can’t tell.  But you heard what she said.  You never know who you’re turning on with all that moaning.”

      “She said what pervs we were turning on.  I doubt she was talking about herself.”  Still, the thought of her being aroused by us having sex made my body flush with heat.

      “I don’t know,” he said.  “If she wasn’t talking about herself, then why does she keep looking over at you while she’s with her group of friends.”

      I swallowed my bite of toast and looked over at her.  It scratched my throat on the way down. She was staring right at me and even lifted her hand for a little wave.  I waved back at her as I shrank into my seat.

      “Maybe you should invite her up to our room sometime,” Brock said.  “We could have a threesome.”

      The idea of bringing a hot girl into my bed and sharing my husband with her should’ve revolted me, but it didn’t.  My body felt more alive than it had felt in years.  “Don’t be ridiculous,” I said.  “She’s so young.”

      “She’s not that young,” he said.  “She’s old enough to drink alcohol.”

      I ended the discussion with Brock because it was ridiculous.  We couldn’t invite a strange, college-aged girl up to have a threesome with us.  We weren’t college-aged anymore and we were far too old for something like that.  Still, my mind wandered to the thought of being with Alexis and sharing Brock with her.  It excited me, and made me wish I was brave enough to approach her.
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        * * *

      

      We didn’t see Alexis anymore until that night.  My husband and I had gone down to the bar for drinks and she was dancing with her friends on the dance floor.  She noticed us instantly and waved.

      “Now’s your chance,” Brock teased.  “Go get your girl.”

      My heart raced but I dismissed him.  “I’m not discussing this anymore.”

      Brock rolled his eyes and pushed himself up from the bar.  “Alright then,” he said.  “Time for me to work my magic.”  I reached for his wrist to stop him, but I was too slow.  He’d already made it to the middle of the room where Alexis was.

      I watched as he leaned down and whispered into her ear.  Her eyes widened, but then she smiled.  My chest fluttered with the feeling of hope and also a hint of nausea.  The nausea was my body preparing to be let down.  Why was my husband doing this to me?  I groaned and took a sip of my water – I always hydrated before drinking alcohol – and when I looked back at them, they were dancing.

      Alexis had her back to my husband, grinding her ass against his crotch while his hands rested on her hips.  He looked at me and smiled, but I felt paralyzed by the sight.  In my entire marriage, I’d never seen Brock dance with another woman like that.  He leaned down and kissed her neck as she grinded on him.  She angled her face up to his and their lips met.  She turned in his arms and he slipped a thigh between her legs while they danced and kissed like he was some single guy trying to get laid.

      What the fuck was happening here?

      Before I could get too worked up about the situation, Alexis took Brock’s hand and led him back toward the bar.  Brock took a seat and Alexis came so close to me, I could feel the heat of her body sweep across my skin.  She brushed my hair away from my ear and pressed her lips to my lobe.  “Your husband says you want a three-way,” she whispered.  My whole body turned to molten lava.  Alexis pulled back and studied my face for the truth, to see if it was something I really wanted.  But was it what I wanted?  And if so, could I admit it out loud?

      I shrugged, trying to seem casual.  “I might’ve said something like that once upon a time.”

      Brock heard me and laughed.  “Don’t let her dismiss you like that, Alexis.  My wife’s pussy gets soaked whenever you’re around.”

      I felt humiliated, but Alexis only smiled at me.  Her cheeks had pinked at the comment, but otherwise, her gaze was hot and heavy.  She turned to Brock and said, “Give us a head start.  Come after us in twenty.”

      Brock’s eyes were wide, but he didn’t budge.  Alexis took my hand and pulled me from the stool.  “You got your room key?” she asked.  I nodded.  “Good.”
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        * * *

      

      “I don’t normally do this kind of thing,” I said as I led her to the room.  I pushed the door open and we stepped inside, her hand still in mine.

      Alexis faced me and cupped my cheek.  “What kind of thing?” I started to answer, but she was already leaning forward, pressing her soft lips to mine.  As we kissed, she slowly backed me up to the nearest walls, our breasts brushing against each other’s as the heat of our bodies enveloped us completely.

      Her lips parted and her tongue slipped between my lips, until my tongue met hers and they swirled and danced wildly.  She placed one hand on my waist, inching it up over my dress until she was cupping my breast.  I moaned through our kiss and she laughed before slowly kissing her way down my neck to my collarbone.  She cupped both of my breasts, rubbing her thumbs along my nipples through the fabric.

      I didn’t know what to do with my hands.  I’d never been with a girl before.  I put one on her head, my fingers sliding through her soft hair.  I placed another one on the soft curve of her hip.  Her hands found the zipper to my dress and she tugged down, letting it fall around my ankles and revealing my white lingerie.  It was the same lingerie I’d worn on my honeymoon for my husband.  It was strangely comforting to be wearing it now for her.

      Alexis stood up and drank me in while she unzipped her own dress.  She let it pool at her feet, revealing her own luscious lingerie in hot pink.  The color suited her better than any color I could’ve imagined.

      She unclasped her bra and rolled her panties down her long legs.  My mouth watered at the sight of her naked body.  Her breasts were perky and the perfect shape with two little pink bullets for nipples.  Her pussy was completely shaved and looked puffy with arousal.  I was so close to her body, I could still feel the heat of her as she came toward me.

      Her hands slipped behind my back and unclasped my bra, her breath on my cheek as she leaned forward.  She dropped it to the floor then took my breasts in her hands, taking turns sucking on each nipple.  Her mouth was hot and wet, but her sucking was softer than my husband’s and sent a tingle down between my legs.

      Alexis’s fingers slipped my panties down over my hips and she trailed kisses along my stomach as she lowered down to take them off.  Once on the floor, she stayed there looking up at me.

      “You and your husband really turned me on yesterday,” she said as her thumb tugged the skin just above my clit.  She opened her mouth and dragged her tongue along my slit.

      “You turned us on,” I said, leaving out the part about it being all my doing.  “I couldn’t help but notice you as you were getting into the water.”

      I had to stop talking because the sensation of her hot mouth devouring me was so intense.  I ran my fingers through her dark locks and met her gaze as she sucked and licked at my folds and clit.  She slipped two fingers inside me, filling me as she sucked.  She pumped them in and out, seeming eager to make me moan.  She succeeded because the moans came like thunder and I couldn’t stop them.

      Just as I was starting to come, there was a knock on the door.  Alexis pulled away from me and I groaned.  “Damn,” she said.  “He’s early.”

      She moved to the door and looked through the peephole.  “Quick,” she added.  “Go lay on the bed.”

      My pussy ached with the desire to come, especially now that I’d been denied.  I hurried to the bed and lay on my back while I waited for further instruction.  Alexis came toward me, crawling on the bed and placing her hands on my thighs.

      “Come in!” she called before slipping her tongue back between my pussy lips.

      Brock came in and gasped.  “Fuck.  You ladies didn’t waste any time did you?”

      Alexis wiggled her butt in the air as she devoured me again, but this time she was nice and slow as if she didn’t want me to come just yet.

      Brock tore off his clothes as he made his way toward us.  His dick was rock hard.  He walked up behind Alexis and spit in his hand before stroking it along his thick shaft.  My heart raced.  This was really happening.  I wasn’t just sleeping with a girl, I was about to watch my husband fuck her too.

      I had half a mind to call it quits, but the curiosity overwhelmed me and won out against the jealousy.  Jealousy churned in my stomach but my body was on fire, eager to see this through.  Alexis’s eyes rolled back as my husband slid inside of her from behind, and she looked even more beautiful than before.

      “Fuck,” she breathed.  “Your husband’s cock feels so fucking good.”

      She pushed her hips back against him and he gripped her ass while he fucked her hard.  Her tits swayed beneath her, her tongue returning to my pussy.  She slipped three fingers inside me this time, filling me up as she sucked and moaned against my pussy.  I arched my back, rocking my hips against her as I felt my orgasm wash over me like the ocean outside.

      I whimpered and moaned as Alexis’s moans sent me over the edge.  I heard the slapping of my husband’s pelvis against her ass and wanted to see more.  I crawled out from under Alexis and joined my husband’s side to watch his cock disappear inside her perfect pussy.  I was overcome with jealousy, but not just of her…of him too.  I wanted to be inside her, even if it was just my tongue or my fingers.

      So I slipped a finger into my husband’s mouth.  At first he bit gently down and then he wrapped his lips around it, coating it in his saliva.  I pulled it free and trailed Alexis’s ass, watching it pucker deliciously.  She moaned as I gently pushed it inside her, alternating thrusts with my husband’s cock.

      “Ohhh,” she moaned as I fingered her asshole and my husband fucked her tight pussy.  My husband leaned over and kissed me as he groaned.  He picked up speed until finally freezing inside her with one long guttural groan.  I knew then that he was coming.  He was filling up this stranger’s pussy with his cum.

      Brock slowly pulled his cock free from her pussy and I watched his cum slip out of her folds, dripping down her thigh.  I moved behind her and licked it up while I continued to finger her asshole.  Alexis pushed her hips back against me, moaning with ecstasy as I licked my husband’s cum from her pussy and thrust my finger in her ass.

      “I’m coming!” she warned.  I could feel her pussy clench around my tongue and her ass clench around my finger.  Her whole body quaked and quivered until she finally came down in a panting mess on the bed.

      I pulled back and withdrew my finger and she laid back on the bed.  She looked gorgeous like that, naked and sweaty.  “You guys were even better than I imagined,” she said, looking up at me.

      “You imagined us?” I asked and she nodded.

      “Don’t give us all the credit,” said Brock.  “My wife was practically in heat any time you were around.”

      My cheeks flushed and so did Alexis’s.  She smiled up at me.  “Well, I should probably return to my friends before they wonder where I’ve gone off to.”  The three of us started to dress ourselves.  “But um, let me know if you guys want to do this again.  I’ll be here for the next week.”

      I glanced at Brock, his eyes wide with hope, and I nodded.  “Yeah,” I said.  “Definitely.  Let’s do this again.”

      Alexis, fully dressed, leaned into me and kissed me goodbye.  “I’ll look for you guys.  And now I know what room you’re staying in.”

      “For sure,” said Brock.  She leaned up to him and gave him a kiss goodbye too which made my gut twist and my heart flutter at the same time.  With that, Alexis slipped out of our room leaving us alone.

      “Is this crazy?” I asked.  “Doing this on our ten year anniversary?  We should be celebrating how monogamous we are not fucking random strangers.”

      Brock wrapped his arms around me and kissed the top of my head.  “Relax.  I think it was the best anniversary gift ever.  For both of us.”

      I smiled and held him back, my body still thrumming with electricity.  “Yeah.  Yeah I guess it was.”

      “And the good thing, is it’s not over yet.”  My heart raced.  Yeah, that was a very good thing.  Because I was far from done with Alexis.
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      Felix got down on one knee in the middle of the five star restaurant.  All eyes were on us.  Everyone there knew our names – I’d made sure of it.  My career, and Felix’s were on the same path from the very beginning until they intertwined into one of the most lucrative companies in New York City.  And now he was proposing to me.  Finally.

      “Annabelle, my light, my life.  Will you do the honor of taking me as your husband?”

      I feigned surprise, hiding the slight irritation I felt that it hadn’t come sooner.  It had been years, and I’d been keeping up appearances the entire time.  I smiled, shook my head, and pretended to brush a tear away that never fell.  “Yes!” I said excitedly.  “Of course I will!”

      He slipped the large diamond ring on my finger and kissed me while the entire restaurant cheered.  His kisses were like fire, sending flames licking down the length of my body.  I’d wanted this man to be mine since the moment I laid eyes on him, but even with the ring now on my finger I couldn’t help but think about her.

      Kate.

      My best friend.

      My sacrifice for him.

      Kate and I had met Felix at the same time in college.  We’d both had eyes for him, but I’d been more determined.  Kate got everything she wanted in life.  She got every man she wanted in life.  Well, I wasn’t going to let her get Felix, no matter how close our friendship was.  I knew Felix was destined to go places.  To be someone.  And sex with him was hot and magnetic.  I didn’t want to let him go, so I made sure to tweak my looks, manners, and goals so they aligned with his and his rich family.

      I changed my major to his major.  Finance.

      I looked the part of a woman you’d bring home to your snobby rich parents.

      I acted like I was born from money, even when I’d come from nothing close.  Kate had been the one with money.  Because of that, her goals weren’t financial.  She was rebellious.  She was gorgeous, but she didn’t like that sleek appearance.

      I made myself the type of girl Felix would see as a wife.  Kate, at best, could only be seen as a good lay.  But as I changed myself for him, I lost her.  I hadn’t spoken to Kate in years, and I wondered if she’d ever look me up and see that I got engaged to Felix.

      Felix took his seat across from the table and held my hand.  I feigned a smile, my heart rattling in my ribcage.  I knew what we had was only a façade.  I could lose him at any moment.  I’d already felt him slipping from me as if he was starting to sense it was all an act.  The more I clung to him, the harder it became.  I was getting tired.  Sloppy.  Felix was starting to notice.

      I looked down at the ring that meant everything to me.  I just need to make it to the wedding, I thought.  Then he’ll be mine forever.

      But then Felix hired a secretary without consulting me.  The following Monday, who else but Kate walked into our corporate building ready to start her first day.
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        * * *

      

      I came in late that Monday morning after having a fertility appointment.  It was part of Felix’s parents’ wishes that I get checked out before he wed me.  Despite having won them over, they took fertility seriously.  Though I should’ve been offended, I wasn’t.  I was willing to do anything to marry the man of my dreams.

      So of course my heart nearly stopped beating when I approached our floor – the one Felix and I had offices on – to see him hunched over Kate’s succulent body as she set at the secretary desk.  Her straight blond hair draped over her low cut black business dress, and I wondered how many times he’d looked at her cleavage while he’d been setting her up for the day.

      Her piercing blue eyes caught mine and sparkled.  She flashed her pearly whites, but all I saw were wolf’s teeth.  “Annabelle!” she cried.  “It’s been so long!”

      Felix lifted his green eyes to mine, his dirty blond hair slicked back like it was every day of the week.  He stood up, smiled, and said, “I’ll let you two catch up,” before returning to his office.  I couldn’t help but notice the hardon in his slacks as he left.

      I tried to plaster a smile on my face for Kate, but my heart was pounding.  What was she doing here?  Who had hired her?  If it was Felix then I had more to worry about than I thought.  Making it a year to the wedding with Kate around would be difficult.  I thought the days of competing with her were over.

      Kate rushed over to me and wrapped me in a hug, her tight, warm body pressing to me.  She still used that primrose bodywash and vanilla shampoo.  The scent of her brought back memories of when we were closer.  Sleepovers.  Boy talk.  Practicing kissing each other.  In fact, the first time I kissed Felix I’d kissed him the way Kate showed me how to.  I swirled my tongue around his the way she’d swirled her tongue around mine. I’d kissed him slow and teasingly the way she’d done to me.  I remembered how hot and wet her kiss had made me and I knew I wanted that power over someone else.

      “I see you’re our new secretary,” I said, pulling away from her.  My panties were wet and it infuriated me.  Kate was just as beautiful as she’d always been, and I knew my ability to fake it was fading.

      “Oh, I thought you knew,” she said.  Her blue eyes looked round and innocent.  Her breasts were pushed up underneath her dress.  Her waist was still tiny as ever and her butt was round and toned.  She looked like she’d stepped right out of our college days.

      “I knew we found someone,” I said.  “But I usually let Felix handle the hiring.”

      “Big mistake,” she said with a laugh and a wink.  “Men always want to bone their secretaries.”

      My breath hitched.  I’d never been concerned about Felix boning anyone in the office before.  He wasn’t the type.  He was professional.  But now that Kate was here, I felt worried.  She was the only one who could possibly get him to let his guard down.  She could help him make a mistake.  She would be desirable enough for him to risk everything.

      “Felix doesn’t stoop that low,” I said, holding out my hand.

      Kate saw the ring and gasped.  “You didn’t!  You’re engaged!  To Felix?”

      I nodded and smiled proudly.  “It’s a dream come true.”

      Kate studied me with one brow lifted.  “You don’t seem that happy,” she said.

      I scoffed.  “I’m ecstatic.  I’m just not a showy type of person.”

      “Since when?” Kate spat.  “I know you changed over the years, but this?” She circled her finger around my face.  “This is not your happy face.  I know you whether you like it or not.”

      “I have nothing to prove.  I don’t really care whether you believe I’m happy or not.”

      Kate’s eyes narrowed and then she shrugged.  “Whatever, boss.  I just hope he loves you for who you are and not who you pretend to be.”

      “I don’t pretend to be anything.”

      “Okay,” she said, but it was clear she didn’t believe me.

      I excused myself to my office which, fortunately, was made of glass along with my husband’s.  As long as I was in the office, I’d be able to see everything.  If they left together, I’d know.  If they flirted, I’d know.  And since Felix wasn’t one to stir up trouble, I tried to calm myself.  He wouldn’t cheat on me.  He wouldn’t flirt with her with his own fiancée watching.  Would he?

      The day was long and hard.  I was barely able to focus on anything.  But the evening finally came and nothing of note happened between Felix and Kate outside of a little water cooler chit chat.  I was the one that would be going home with him, not her.  And I would be the one fucking him until he forgot her name.
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        * * *

      

      That night, I wasted no time putting the charms on my fiancée, hoping to seduce him.  Work had kept us apart lately and the last thing I wanted was for him to be deprived of sex while watching Kate type away a few feet from him at work.

      I met my husband in the bedroom after dinner and walked up behind him as he loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt.  I ran a hand up his neck, my fingers gliding through his thick, dark hair.  I kissed his shoulder once he removed his shirt and wrapped my arms around his thick, tight waist.  He clasped my hands and peered at me over his shoulder.

      “I hope it’s okay I hired Kate,” he said.

      I tasted something sour.  He wanted to talk about Kate.  Right now.  While I was touching his bare skin.  “Yes,” I lied.  “Of course.  It’s fine.”

      “I know you two haven’t talked since college.  I’m not sure what happened between you two, but she came looking for a job.  She had no idea it was my company when she’d applied.”

      I cleared my throat.  “Our company, you mean.”

      “Of course.  Anyway, I couldn’t turn her down.  I’d always liked Kate and I knew you two used to be close.  But since I don’t know what happened between you, I hope I didn’t make the wrong choice.”

      You happened, I thought.  You happened between us.

      “Nothing happened.  We just grew apart.  It’ll be nice to have her in such close proximity again.”

      “I was hoping you’d say that,” he said, planting a kiss on my lips.  I grabbed his face and spun him around to face me.  But his hands fell limp at his sides, and his tongue barely met mine.  He pulled back, his emerald eyes cold and distant.  “Not tonight, Annabelle.  I’m wiped.”

      I didn’t want to take no for an answer, but I didn’t want to humiliate myself either.  If I looked desperate, I’d be more of a turn off than I apparently already was.  I remembered his hardon from earlier and wondered if he’d already tugged his cock to the thought of perfect little Kate.  Was that why he wasn’t interested in fucking me?

      Felix and I slipped into bed after changing and he turned out the lights, but I couldn’t sleep.  I was obsessed about Kate and what he thought about her.  My stomach kept flipping over and over again with nerves and sweat prickled my skin.

      “Felix?” I whispered, touching his thick, bare bicep.

      “Hm?”  He didn’t even turn to face me.

      “When we first met, who did you think was more attractive?  Me or Kate?”

      He turned then.  He sat up and leaned his head against the wall.  “What kind of question is that?”

      I couldn’t believe I was about to admit this, but I had to know.  “Kate and I both had a crush on you.  I was wondering what you thought of Kate back then?”

      His silence sent a panic through me.  His green eyes shone in the darkness, staring at the wall across from us.  “I thought you were both equally attractive,” he said, covering.  “But when I got to know you, I knew you were the girl for me.”

      But he didn’t get to know the real me, I thought.  If I hadn’t been so good at pretending, would he still have chosen me over her?

      “And now?” I asked, my lip trembling.  “What do you think of Kate now?”

      Felix’s sigh was long and deep.  “Goodnight, Annabelle.”  He slipped back down, rolling onto his side away from me and pulling the covers up over his head.

      Nice going, Annabelle.
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        * * *

      

      The next day at the office, I watched Kate closely.  She only spoke with my fiancée a few times, but when she did, she was her usual bubbly self.  I couldn’t help but notice how much Felix smiled around her.  How close he stood to her.  How many times he almost reached out to touch her.  But before his fingers would land anywhere near her, he’d always flick his gaze in my direction and I would pull mine away from him.

      This was getting ridiculous.  I either needed to trust him or end the engagement.  Jealousy wasn’t serving me at all.

      But it wasn’t only jealousy that made my heart raced as I watched the two of them chat like old friends.  Something else gripped me.  I remembered kissing Kate for the first time.  The chills and the heat.  I remembered using her kiss on Felix.  How good it had felt, like I was kissing him through her.  Maybe I’d only won him over so early because of that kiss alone.  A kiss that was hers and not mine.

      I shifted in my seat and felt a spark between my legs.  My panties were drenched and my cheeks flushed from embarrassment.  I made my way to the restroom to calm myself and clean myself.  But once I was in a stall, alone, I let my fingers explore the arousal caused by Kate.

      I touched my clit, gliding my fingers along the wetness that had built.  My nipples puckered in my blouse, desperate to escape.  I leaned my back against the wall of the stall and slipped a finger inside me.  I pictured Felix touching Kate, brushing her hair away gently while they laughed.  Leaning in for a kiss.  His hands on her waist.

      I circled my clit and slipped a finger back in, working between the two motions while I pictured them shedding their clothes and giving into their primal desires.  Desires I hated.  Desires that made me seethe with jealousy.

      A moan escaped me as my climax built.  Halfway through, the door opened and a pair of heels clicked against the tile.  I withdrew my fingers, my orgasm still shuddering through me half-realized.  A small whimper escaped me as I collected my clothes and flushed the already empty toilet.

      “Annabelle?  Is that you?”

      It was Kate.  But who else would it be?  Felix, Kate, and I were the only ones working on this floor.  I cleared my throat and opened the stall door.  “Yes,” I said.  “How are you doing?”

      She wore a smirk that made me feel uneasy.  “What were you doing in there?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Then why are your cheeks so red?  Why are your pupils dilated?  You were either having sex or using drugs and I don’t see Felix anywhere.”

      “It was none of the above.”

      Kate gasped.  “You were masturbating!”

      I wanted to protest, to lie, to come up with something, but I said nothing.  And that was all the answer Kate needed.

      “I wouldn’t think you’d need to masturbate with a fiancée like Felix.  Unless you two are having trouble…”

      “No trouble,” I said.  “My sex drive is just higher than his.”

      Kate’s eyes widened.  “Really?  I didn’t get that impression at all…”

      “He’s changed since college.”

      Kate’s pink lips stretched into a smirk.  “I wasn’t referring to college.”

      “I don’t care for what you’re insinuating.”

      “Oh, lighten up,” she said.  “So your man is flirty.  There’s nothing wrong with that.  I would never do anything with a taken man.”

      “Good.”

      “Unless that man was stolen out from under me,” she whispered.  My chest tightened.  All the wind was sucked out of me.

      “What did you say?”

      “Why do you think I’m here?” she asked.  “I heard about your little engagement in the news.  So I interviewed.  I knew Felix would give me the job.  If it hadn’t been for you faking it all these years, he would’ve been mine and not yours.  I’m here to claim him, once and for all.”

      “I will fire you so fast,” I said.

      “Go ahead,” she said.  “See what he thinks of you then.”  She disappeared into a stall before I could get to her to throttle her.  I left the bathroom in a rage, my panties still soaked between my legs.

      Once in my office, I wanted to throw everything around and break anything I could, but I maintained my composure.  Felix was in the office next to me and we were only separated by glass walls.  He could see everything, and he was already staring at me intensely.

      I had to come up with a plan.  I couldn’t let Kate take Felix from me.  Not after all these years.  Not when I was so close to marrying him.  But how could I keep his attention this time?  When he was already bored with me and she was some new, shiny thing?

      I leaned back in my chair and tapped my fingers against the desk while I racked my brain for a solution.  But the only one I came up with was far too risky to consider.  It could either work in my favor or blow everything up in my face.

      The only solution I had was to encourage my husband to sleep with her.  That way I was still in control, and he could love me more for giving him something he desired.  Anything else would just push him away and right into her arms.  But if he slept with her, he could fall in love with her, and I could lose everything in the process.

      By that evening, I’d made my decision.
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        * * *

      

      At home, I didn’t wait until after dinner to approach my husband.  Instead, I slipped my arms around him the moment we walked in the door.  I kissed his lips, then his cheek, then his neck.  He wrapped his arms around me, but seemed colder and indifferent.  “I have a surprise for you,” I whispered.

      “Not tonight,” he said, despite the bulge that was in his pants.

      “It’s not what you think,” I said, dropping to my knees.  I unfastened his pants and watched the curiosity pique in his eyes.

      I knew I had to spit out the news before he could pull me back up to my feet.  I slipped my fingers inside his briefs and pulled out his long, thick cock.  I stared lovingly at the veins snaking around it and licked my lips.  “It’s an engagement present of sorts,” I said.

      “Oh?” he asked.  “Are we doing presents?”

      “I am,” I said, circling the tip of his cock with my tongue.  He sighed and started to give into me, despite his emotional detachment.  “Picture a pretty little blond on her knees instead of me.”

      Before he could ask what I meant, I swallowed him whole.  He groaned, placing a hand on the back of my head, pushing in further.  I felt his balls, juggling them in my palm while I swirled my tongue over his skin.

      His eyes were closed, and I was convinced he was thinking about Kate.  I sucked him in deep, trying to drain the lust out of him.  “Fuck,” he breathed, pushing deeper into my throat.  My heart raced, knowing he was thinking of her while I sucked him off. Despite that, I felt proud.  Proud to have my mouth wrapped around his cock, proud that I’d found a way to coax him to give into me despite how much he’d been holding back lately.

      His muscles tensed and his eyes opened.  To my surprise, he stared straight at me as his warm, sticky cum filled my mouth.  I swallowed it down and wiped the remaining trails from my lips with the back of my hand.  “I’m going to let you fuck Kate,” I said, my fiancée still panting.

      “What?  Really?”  He cleared his throat.  “I mean, is that what you want?”

      I stood, wrapping my arms around his neck while he shoved his cock back in his pants.  “That’s what you want,” I told him.  “And I want to show you what kind of wife I’ll be.  What you’ll get with me.”

      He frowned.  “It’s not a competition,” he said.  “I love you.  That’s why I proposed.”  I knew his words were honest, but I couldn’t trust them because I hadn’t been true to him or myself.  The me he loved was carefully manicured.  I need to make sure his sights didn’t drift away from me.

      “I’ve seen the way you look at her,” I told him.  “And Kate and I…fooled around in college.  She was my first kiss.  Truth be told, she’s here to try and steal you from me anyway.  I don’t want to let that happen.  I want to give her a taste of her own medicine.”

      “She didn’t though,” he said.  “She didn’t even know it was our company.”

      I laughed.  “That’s what she told you.  She found out about our engagement and applied for the job.”

      Felix’s expression shifted with the realization.  “I feel like a sucker.  I fell right into her trap.”

      “I don’t blame you,” I said.  “She’s beautiful, but conniving.  I’m going to let you fuck her.  Give her what she wants.  But at the end of the day, you’re coming home to me.  It’ll be my finger your ring is on.”

      Felix took my hand and kissed it, then flashed a devilish smile.  “You are twisted, Annabelle.  Twisted, dark, and incredibly sexy.”

      “Tell me that again after you’ve fucked the secretary.”

      Felix kissed my neck and tore my dress from my body.  “Why don’t I give you a little preview of what I’ll give our little manipulator.”  My dress fell to the floor and he pressed me up to the nearest wall.  He unclasped my bra with one hand and tugged my panties down just under my ass.

      His cock slid into me effortlessly, and my moan was long and deep against the cool plaster.  He thrust in deep, then fisted a handful of my hair, tugging me back against him.  “Remember this,” he said.  “So when you watch me fuck her, you’ll know I’m thinking of you.”

      My pussy ached and my clit sparked.  His thumb moved to it, circling it skillfully.  When I watch them, he said.  It was a thought I hadn’t even considered, but now it had my insides turning to mush.

      I arched back against my fiancée with Kate on my mind and came harder than I’ve ever come before.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, we went into the office together, hand in hand.  In the elevator, Felix kissed me long and hard to remind me that he was mine.  We broke our kiss, collected ourselves, and then moved into our respective offices.  Both of us said hello to Kate on our way in.

      The day was rough and hard, but I tried to keep my head on straight.  Felix flirted openly with Kate, touching her shoulder and her hair while they talked.  She dialed up the charm level to eleven, playfully pushing against him and laughing with bright rosy cheeks.

      It was difficult to get anything done.  This was part of our plan, and yet it felt wrong.  And in all the ways it felt wrong, it sent a zing of electricity up my spine.  Each time they touched, laughed, looked at each other, my body tensed with desire and jealousy.

      He was preparing her.  Giving her the go ahead to seduce him.  I didn’t know whether or not to put a stop to it or touch myself while watching.  I opted for something else.  I shifted in my seat until I felt the sparks fly against my clit.  I bit on my pen to stifle a moan as I watched them flirt, knowing full well that they were going to fuck later tonight.

      I came, silently and humiliatingly in my chair while witnessing them together.

      I couldn’t focus the rest of the day and was thankful when the sun finally set.  I heard Felix ask Kate if she could stay late with him and she agreed eagerly.  I grabbed my things and pretended to head out.  “Have a good evening, Kate.”

      She smirked at me, proud of herself beyond recognition.  “Good night, Annabelle.”

      I got in the elevator and took it one floor down.  Then I slipped into the stairwell and climbed my way back up.  I pushed open the doors which led to a small area on the floor that was mostly obscure from view.  I could stay here and watch them safely by peeking from around the wall.  At first, I just listened, waiting for a sign that peeking was safe.  The sign came from Felix.

      “Kate, could you come in here for a moment?” he called.

      Her heels clicked in the direction of his office and she stepped inside.  I looked around the corner and saw Felix glancing in my direction before refocusing on her.  He stood up, walked around his desk and leaned against it.  Kate stood right in front of him in a knee-length black skirt and pink blouse.  He touched her arms while smiling like he wanted her.  She didn’t push him away.  Instead, she leaned into him.

      “I’ve always preferred you to my fiancée,” he said and my stomach dropped.  I wondered for a moment if he was telling the truth or if he was just saying that for her benefit.

      “I could tell,” she said.  “I’ve wanted you from the moment I first saw you.”

      Kate kissed him first.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his.  His hands gripped her tight waist and slid down to her ass.  He pulled her into him, probably so she could feel his hardon press against her stomach.

      My panties were wet again and my heart was racing.  You’ve come this far, I reminded myself.  You’ve proven you can do whatever it takes to win Felix over.  If sharing him with Kate would secure my future with him, then I was willing to do just that.

      Kate moved quickly.  Her blouse was already on the floor revealing a black lacy bra underneath.  She fumbled with Felix’s pants while he unzipped her skirt.  He tugged it over her round hips until it fell to her ankles like a black pool.  Then his fingers hooked inside her matching black thong.  He dropped to his knees in front of her as he dragged it down her silky legs.  He kissed his way back up, his fingers trailing her taut muscles, until he reached between her legs.

      He turned her sideways so that I could see, and I remembered that he was doing this for me as much as for him.  It put a smile on my face and made me feel a little less depraved when my I slipped my fingers inside my own panties.

      His tongue stretched out and licked her pussy up and down.  She ran her fingers through his dark hair and I thought about how thick it was.  Could she smell his musky leather scent?  Could he pick up on her primrose bodywash and vanilla shampoo?

      She arched her back and moaned, her perky breasts on fully display.  Her nipples were tiny pink bullets hardening the more he devoured her.  He made her come in a matter of minutes.  He stood, gripped her hips and walked her over to one of the glass walls of his office.  He chose the wall between his office and mine so that I could get a side view of them as he fucked her from behind.

      He pressed her body to the glass, her tits squished against the cold wall.  She cooed and moaned as his fingers trailed up her thighs and over her ass.  He parted her ass with his hands and pulled his cock free from his briefs.

      “Wait,” she said.  A flutter of disappointment filled my chest.  What was wrong with me?  Did I really want to see her go through with this?  Wouldn’t it be better if she called it off?  But that wasn’t her plan at all.  “I want to taste you,” she said.  And then she turned to face him and dropped to her knees.

      My body was hot and thrumming with desire.  She was naked, in just her black heels, and on her knees before him.  Felix removed his shirt and kicked his pants and briefs to the side.  His thick muscles were on display as well as his thick cock.

      Kate wrapped her soft fingers around it and began to stroke.  She parted her lips, stretched out her tongue, and I plunged my fingers into my pussy in one thrust.

      Kate devoured him like I had the night before.  He slid his fingers into her hair and gripped it as he let out a growl.  His sounds were concerning because they were knew.  He didn’t sound that way with me.  At least, he hadn’t sounded that way the night before.

      Jealousy knotted with desire in the pit of my stomach as my fingers played.  Did he like her better than me?  Now that he was getting to have her, would he leave me for her?  I wondered if her mouth was warmer or more velvet than mine as his cock slide in and out of it.  Could she take more of him in?  Do things with her tongue that I couldn’t?

      His ass flexed as he thrust in and out of her.  Her body formed the perfect S shape as she took all of him in on her knees.  She was beautiful and she turned me on just as much as he did.  But watching Felix inside her, after all these years, sent a new explosion of electricity through me.

      I unbuttoned my blouse and tugged my breasts out of my bra.  I pinched and rolled my nipples while my other fingers danced against my clit.  Felix let out a low growl and held himself inside Kate’s mouth.  By the way her throat was bobbing, I gathered he had shot his load inside her.

      He pulled free and she wiped her mouth.  Then she stood up, pressing her back to the glass wall.  She turned her head in the direction of the stairwell and lifted her hand, waving it.

      I darted back behind the wall, my fingers still in my panties.  Had she seen me?  How could she have?  I tried to work up the courage to look back over, but my heart was racing too fast.  I took a deep breath and started to turn, but I ran straight into her.

      A naked Kate was standing inches from me with my skirt up around my hips and my tits out.  “If you’re going to watch, then I want you to watch up close,” she said wearing her trademark smirk.  She took my hand and led me toward the office, pushing me into one of the chairs.  I started to stand in protest, but she pushed me back down again.  Then she reached for Felix’s discarded tie and belt and used them to tie my wrists around the arms of the chairs.  “You guys think I’m an idiot, don’t you?”

      Felix’s gaze was on mine, his pupils dilated and his cheeks rough and red.  His gaze was full of primal desire and lust as he watched me, half-naked, get strapped down by a fully naked Kate.  His cock was hard again and he began to stroke it.

      “Felix isn’t the first man I’ve tried to seduce.  I know when it’s real.  There’s much more hesitation.  Felix was too into it from the beginning.  And you, Annabelle, had just left looking suspicious as ever.  Then, of course, I heard the stairwell doors and Felix immediately started hitting on me.  It was too easy.  I knew you were watching us.”

      My body trembled with fear and anticipation.  Kate dropped to her knees in front of me and tugged my panties down my legs.  “If I’m going to have your fiancée,” she said.  “It’s going to be my way.  I’m going to give him the night of his life.  It’ll be so euphoric he’ll never be able to stop thinking about me.  But I’ll throw you a bone.  I’ll get you off first.”

      Kate spread my thighs and moved her head between them.  She looked up at me with her blue eyes, two sinister pools, as her hot breath breezed over my skin.  I felt humiliated and I didn’t dare look at Felix.  I watched Kate closely as her tongue stretched out and met my pussy for the first time.

      A shudder spread through me as she licked up and down.  Her tongue dove in and electricity zipped through me.  She wrapped her mouth around my clit and sucked, coaxing it out to play.  She swept her tongue up, igniting the desire hidden there until I was writhing helplessly in the chair, bucking my hips up toward her.

      “Look at her squirm,” she said to Felix.  “Look at how much she wants this.”

      It was true.  I wanted it.  I wanted her mouth and her body, and I wanted to share her with my fiancée.  I’d spent years trying to outdo her, to win him in a competition against her, and now, here I was delivering him to her on a silver platter, because it was the only way I could still have him.  No one could deny how delicious Kate was.  Not even me.

      Her breath, tongue and fingers teased my pussy.  My back arched and my fingers clasped the arm, desperate to run through her hair.  A slow wave rolled through me followed by another and another.  My head began to spin and for a moment, I glanced at Felix.  His eyes were hooded and he stroked his cock violently while he watched us.

      Yes, I thought.  This.  I want this.  I want all of it.

      My orgasm ripped through me like a violent earthquake.  I was left in tatters as I came down, out of breath.  Kate smirked, stood, then walked to the desk.  She sat on top of it and spread her legs so I could see her pussy clearly.  My mouth watered.  I wanted to taste her, but I was trapped with nowhere to go.

      She spread her pussy lips with her fingers and I could see her wetness trickle out.  Felix stood still, looking at me for answers.

      “I don’t know what to do,” he said, still gripping his cock.  “This wasn’t part of the plan.”

      “Tell him you want him to fuck me,” Kate said.  “After all, you set it up, didn’t you?”

      I hung my head in embarrassment.  “Yes.”

      “Then tell him.”

      I lifted my gaze to Felix and tried to find the words.  “I want you to fuck her,” I said.  My heart felt like it was being torn apart and mended back together again over and over.  I did want this, even though it was painful.  The pain made it that much more pleasurable, as strange as that sounded.

      Felix gripped his cock and walked over to Kate.  She rested one ankle on his shoulder, and from my angle, I could see everything.  He pressed the tip of his cock to her wet slit and dragged it up and down, teasing her with his mushroom head.

      “Ohhh,” she moaned, grabbing his hair in her fingers.  He looked into her eyes, then at her tits, then back at her pussy.

      “Fuck,” he breathed, and I knew then that he was lost to her.  He wanted to claim her with everything inside him and it turned me on like nothing else.  “I’m sorry,” he breathed as he pushed inside Kate with one deep thrust.  But I knew he wasn’t sorry at all.  Not really.

      She leaned back and exposed her tits while he pushed inside her.  He leaned over her chest and sucked a nipple into his mouth, biting it with his teeth.  I wanted to touch myself, but I couldn’t.  My hands were still tied.  So I settled for rocking my hips against the chair like I’d done earlier.

      Felix drove his cock in deeper and deeper, but Kate wasn’t satisfied.  She placed a foot on his chest and pushed him backward.  “I’m going to ride you,” she said, hopping off the desk.  She brought Felix to where she’d just been sitting, and pushed him into her spot.  He sat on the edge of the desk and she climbed onto his lap.  Then she turned to me while she sank her hips over him.  “This is what he’ll never forget.”

      It was then that I realized he hadn’t slipped into her pussy.  He was inside her ass.  My pussy tingled at the sight and my whole body was on fire.  He slipped in so effortlessly despite how tight she looked.  Her moans were deeper and his groans were more feral.

      She bounced on his cock while he played with her pussy.  He slipped two fingers inside her empty pussy and circled his thumb over her clit.  His mouth was on her breasts and his brows were furrowed as if he was trying his best told back.

      When Kate started to come, we were all done for.  Felix groaned next, with her nipple trapped between his teeth.  I saw his balls tighten as he emptied his load inside her.  My climax was next as I rocked against the chair.  The fire burned through my whole body while I watched her claim my fiancée.

      Our bodies shivered in unison, our pants filling the space of the silent office.  Kate climbed off of Felix and strode over to me, untying my wrists.  “I hope you enjoyed the show,” she said as she got dressed.

      I straightened my clothes while Felix grabbed his from the floor.  “What happens next?” I asked as Kate began to leave.  She acted as if this was a simple business meeting.

      She stopped at the door and turned back.  “You already know the answer to that one, Annabelle.”  She kept walking to the elevator and took it down.

      I turned back to Felix.  “That didn’t go as planned,” I said.  He was still shirtless, but had his pants on now.

      “No,” he said.  “It didn’t.”  He reached for my hand and pulled me into him.  He kissed my temple and then tapped it with his finger.  “What are you thinking?”

      “I’m thinking that I hope you still love me.”

      His arms tightened around me.  “Always.”

      “And I’m thinking I want you to keep fucking Kate.”

      Felix growled against my neck and said, “My pleasure.”

      “With one condition.”

      “Anything.”

      “I always get to watch.”

      “Done,” Felix said, tilting my chin up for a kiss.  I devoured his lips, his tongue, his scent.  Partly because I was more in love with him than ever, and partly because I could taste Kate’s pussy on him.

      I wanted more.  I’d always wanted more.  Kate was right.  I already knew the answer, and the answer was more of her.
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      Lizzy dived into the pool, splashing me with cool water.  I watched her hips sink beneath the waves giving me one last glimpse of her firm ass before her body disappeared completely.  I’d always been jealous of Lizzy’s body, but I was careful not to stare at it.  The last thing I needed was my best friend wondering why I was ogling her.

      Maybe there was a little bit of shame involved too.  My body responded strangely when I looked at hers.  I told myself there was just a hint of envy, but if I was honest with myself, there was something else.  I felt warm chills under my skin each time I saw her change in front of me.  I felt wet between my thighs any time I saw her topless.  I didn’t really know what any of it was about.  I should only be feeling that way about my boyfriend, Kyle.  Not girls.  And besides, no other girls did that to me.

      Her dark brown bun popped out of the water and her face was covered in tiny droplets.  She emerged like a siren, running her hands back over her face and pushing her breasts forward.  She turned to me and smiled before splashing water at me.

      “So, what are you birthday plans?” she asked.  “It’s this weekend, right?”

      I shrugged and nodded.  “I don’t know.  You know how I am about parties.  I’m too introverted.  I think I’d like to keep it simple.  Get a cupcake or something.”

      She stuck out her tongue.  “Bleh. Boring.  That’s it?  You’re turning twenty-one, Amanda.  You should want more than that!  Have a drink.  Do something.”

      “I’m not interested in alcohol,” I said.  “I like having control over my actions.”

      She laughed.  “It’s okay to lose control every once in a while.”  Her eyes lingered on me for a moment before spinning away and swimming to the other side of the pool.  I followed her, staring at the tanned arch of her shoulders all the way.  I had the strange urge to kiss her there, between her shoulder and her neck.  Were friends allowed to do that?  Would it be okay to show affection that way?

      I thought about if it were another girl and decided that it wasn’t.  Then I felt weird again.

      “So I’m guessing you’ll just have a fun night with Kyle?  Leave me out to dry?”  She was teasing, but she was searching for something too. Her dark eyes studied me and her full lips pressed tightly together.

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “I guess so.  You should come over too.”

      “And be a third wheel?  What if Kyle wants to fuck you for your birthday?”

      I laughed.  “He won’t.  Not if I tell him not to.”

      “Does he do everything you say?  Is he a good boy?”  She stuck out her tongue again, but I didn’t laugh.

      “No.  He doesn’t do everything I say.  It’s just, I haven’t felt like doing that in a while anyway.  And he’s respected it.”

      “Why?  What’s wrong with him?”

      “What? Nothing.”

      “You’re about to turn twenty one and you don’t want to fuck your boyfriend on your birthday?  There’s gotta be something wrong.  Something he doesn’t do for you.”

      “There’s nothing wrong.  I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”

      “Okay, okay,” she said.  “So I’ll come hang out with you and Kyle and maybe we can coax you into sipping boring wine or something.”  She dived into the water and swam to the other end of the pool.  The conversation was over, but my thoughts were racing like a high speed train.

      Was there something wrong?  Why didn’t I feel like fucking Kyle more often?  I liked him.  I loved him.  But we’d been together a year.  Maybe I was bored.  Was he bored of me?  He didn’t pressure me to have sex like most guys would.  And after all, he was only twenty-two.  He should want to fuck more often.  Was he cheating on me?  Is that why he didn’t pressure me?

      “Hey, Earth to Amanda!” called Lizzy, and I turned to face her.  She threw a beach ball at my head and laughed.  I mirrored her behavior so she wouldn’t ask about my thoughts.  It worked.  “So when do you want me to come over?”

      “For what?”

      She laughed again.  “Your birthday.  Man, you’re distracted today.”

      “Oh, um.  Eight?”

      “Okay,” she said.  “I’ll be there by seven then.” She winked and lifted herself out of the pool.  “I’m tired of swimming.  Do you want to watch a movie or something in your room?”

      “Sure,” I said.  “There’s a new romantic comedy I’ve been meaning to stream.  We can check that out.”

      I followed her out of the water and watched as she released her wet hair from her bun.  It fell down the middle of her back before she gathered it up again and twisted into a new bun.  She fastened it above her head, but my eyes lingered on her lower back.  I was wet again, but fortunately so was my bikini.  Lizzy would never know.

      We slipped into the bedroom and shut the door.  Lizzy immediately began stripping her black bikini off of her tanned body.  The tan lines around her breasts and pussy made her even more attractive.  I looked down at my pale body and hoped I didn’t burn.

      “Aren’t you going to change?” she asked.

      I nodded.  I was going to change, but I was still nervous she’d see that I was wet.  So I turned my back to her and reached behind me.

      “Are you being modest?” she asked with a laugh.  “I’ve seen you naked plenty of times before.”

      “I just felt like turning around,” I said.  “It doesn’t mean anything.”

      I jumped when I felt her hands snake around my waist.  “Shit, didn’t mean to scare you,” she whispered, placing her chin on my shoulder.  She reached up for a tendril of my hair that had been sticking to my cheek.  “I love your red hair.  It’s so fiery.  It’s sexy.  I wish I had red hair.”

      I turned to face her and our lips were only an inch apart.  I shouldn’t want to kiss my best friend, but in that moment my heart was fluttering.  My body was shaking in her arms.  I was so close to the very thing I’d been thinking of all afternoon, but I knew I couldn’t act on it.  Not only was Lizzy my best friend, but I was in a relationship with Kyle.

      “You do?” I asked.  “I always hated my hair.”

      Her eyes glanced up toward my forehead and swept across the hairline.  “I do.  It’s beautiful.  Just like you.”  Her dark eyes landed on mine again and held them.  I could hear drums in my ears from the pounding in my chest and time seemed to stand still.

      “Your swimsuit is still on,” she teased, and it was then that I realized hers wasn’t.  She had her bare tits pressed to my back and her pussy touched the curve of my ass.  She slid a hand up my back until her fingers found the knot of my bikini straps.  She slowly untied it and then I felt her hands sweep up my ribs.  Her fingers slid under the top and brushed against my hard nipples as she lifted the top up over my head.  I was light headed and out of breath.

      Her fingers moved to the bottoms and untied them.  The fabric fell to the floor between my ankles and I felt more naked than ever in front of her.

      “See?” she said.  “Beautiful.”

      I turned to face her.  My throat was tight.  My stomach was in knots.  But the tension released when she leaned forward and kissed me.  It was a quick kiss.  A playful, friendly kiss.  But I felt the sting of her hot lips linger.  I wanted more.

      “Sorry,” she said.  “I couldn’t resist.”

      I lunged toward her and kissed her hard. When she reciprocated, all the knots on my stomach untwisted.  I felt relief.  She wasn’t pushing me away.  Instead, she was slipping her tongue between my lips and massaging my own tongue.  She was delicious, like honey and coconut.  Like salted fruit.  I wanted to taste her everywhere. I wanted to kiss her skin like the sun had.

      She pulled back and her eyes looked darker.  “Lay down,” she said.  “I want to give you your birthday present.”

      I didn’t know what she meant, but I moved to the bed and lay on my back.  She climbed on top of me and kissed me.  Her lips moved to my cheek, my jaw, and then my neck.  Chills covered my skin as she moved lower.  She kissed my breasts in circles leading to my nipples.  Once she reached a nipple, she sucked in and flicked her tongue across it.

      I moaned and gripped the bed sheets.  She placed one hand over my mouth to silence me and then her teeth bit down on my nipple.  Pain mixed with pleasure until I was swimming in delirium.  She removed her hand and pressed a finger to her lips, urging me to be silent.

      She kissed down my stomach and finally reached my shaved mound.  I instinctively rocked my hips against her.  She giggled.  “Eager, aren’t we?”  But then she pulled my thighs up to my stomach and dragged her tongue along my slit.

      I moaned again, but kept my lips pressed tightly together.  I was as quiet as I could stand.  Her tongue was hot against my cool, wet skin.  She flicked it over my clit and my pussy ached for her.

      Her breath rolled over my skin.  She slipped a finger inside me and curved it upward.  I slid my fingers through her wet hair and gripped what I could.  I rocked against her tongue and her finger moved in and out slowly.  She knew exactly how to get me off.  My chills were replaced with a fiery heat and I came.  I came harder than I’d ever come in my whole life.

      She crawled up beside me and wrapped her arms around me.  “Ready for that movie?” she asked, kissing my shoulder.

      I looked at her and her eyes had softened.  “Don’t you want me to return the favor?” I asked.

      She smiled.  “Not right now.  I have something else in mind.  Something I think you’ll like just as much as I will.”

      I was confused, but I didn’t press her on it.  We put on a couple of loose t-shirts and shorts and crawled into bed together.  We watched the movie, but it was different than any other time.  I was floating on a cloud and Lizzy’s arms were wrapped around me.  Every now and then she’d lean in for a kiss and I loved it.

      But I was also riddled with guilt over Kyle.  I had to tell him what I’d done.  I had cheated on him with my best friend.  And now, it looked as if it wouldn’t be a one-time thing.  I would have to decide between losing my best friend and my boyfriend.

      My stomach was in knots all the way up until my birthday.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      “What’s wrong?” asked Kyle.  He’d shown up early to my little birthday party celebration, and he could tell I was feeling off.  I looked up at his tall, dark build.  His blue eyes were wide with concern under his coal black hair.  He was so sexy it hurt, and all I could think about was how I hadn’t told him about Lizzy yet.  I hadn’t confessed to cheating on him.

      “There’s something I have to tell you,” I said.  “I’ve been too nervous and you’ll probably hate me forever and ever.”

      He grabbed my hands as we sat together on the sofa.  He pulled them into his chest.  “Hey.  It’s okay.  I’m here for you.”

      He was so kind and I didn’t feel like I deserved him.  I exhaled and looked away as I said the words.  “I did something….with Lizzy.”

      He sighed.  “You really had me there.  I thought you were about to say you cheated on me.”

      “I did cheat on you,” I told him as the tears welled up in my eyes.  “I let Lizzy…lick me…down there.”  I felt immature as I tried to explain what had happened, but he didn’t look worried.

      “Woah. Really?  That’s hot.”

      “It’s hot? But I cheated on you!”

      “If you’re cheating on me with Lizzy, I don’t care.  Cheat all you want.”

      I stared at him, studying his expression.  I didn’t understand why he wasn’t upset.  “It doesn’t bother you?  You like it?”

      He leaned back and grinned.  “Hell yeah,” he said.  “In fact, if you want to cheat on me with her tonight, I’d happily watch.”

      “Ew, gross,” I told him, shoving his arm.  But my body was tingling from his words.  I didn’t think it was gross at all.  In fact, it was making me wet.  I threw my arms around Kyle’s neck and kissed him hard.  His hands were on my waist, sliding slowly up the front of my sundress to cup my breasts.  I moaned into his mouth and rocked my hips over his lap.  I wanted to fuck him for the first time in a while.

      But the doorbell interrupted us.

      I was out of breath with puffy lips when I turned my head to the door.  I could see that it was Lizzy through the glass window.  My panties were soaking wet as I closed the distance and let her in.

      “Woah, did I interrupt something?” she asked, turning from me to Kyle.  I ran a hand through my hair to smooth it down.

      “No,” I said.  “We were just talking.”

      Lizzy smiled and leaned into me.  I noticed her breasts as they threatened to spill out of her low-cut black shirt.  Her jeans were tight and clinging hard to every curve of her body.  “Did you tell him our little secret yet?”

      I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out.  She saw my cheeks flush and smiled.

      “I’ll take that as a yes.  And he’s still here, so I’m guessing he’s cool with it?”

      “Yes, oddly enough.”

      “It isn’t odd.  Guys eat that shit up.”  She whipped her high ponytail around her shoulders and headed for the living room.  “Hey, Kyle.  You better have something special planned for my bestie tonight.”

      “I brought champagne, but she doesn’t want any.”  They both glanced at me and laughed.

      “I don’t like losing control,” I reminded them.

      “You didn’t mind losing control with me last weekend,” said Lizzy as she placed a present on the coffee table.  I shot her death stare, but she didn’t seem to notice.

      “Oh yeah, your little rendezvous,” said Kyle.  “Amanda told me all about it.”

      “How much did she tell you?” asked Lizzy, throwing herself next to Kyle on the sofa.  I didn’t like seeing them so close.  Especially not when Lizzy started running her hands up and down Kyle’s arm.  “Did she tell you that I licked her pussy until she came?”

      Kyle was staring hard at Lizzy.  He swallowed and his pants looked tight all of a sudden.  “Not in so many words,” he replied.

      Lizzy held on to Kyle’s arm like he was her boyfriend, not mine.  “Hey, bestie.  I want you to come over here. Sit by your boy toy.”

      I slowly walked over and sat by Kyle, but I still felt like a third wheel.

      “I’m going to give you your birthday present now.”  I reached for the gift on the table but she grabbed my wrist to stop me.  “Not that present.  This one.”  She leaned up to Kyle and kissed him on the lips.  He hesitated before he pulled away.  My chest tightened at the realization that he liked it.

      He pulled back and acted upset.  “Lizzy, woah. What’s going on here?”

      She smiled and turned to me.  “Go on,” she said.  “Your turn.  I want to see you kiss your boyfriend.”

      I swallowed and then leaned up to Kyle.  His expression of shock faded as I kissed him.  I pulled away and Lizzy kissed him again.  This time he didn’t stop himself or protest.  Their tongues came out and twirled around.  Lizzy pulled back and pushed Kyle’s face in my direction.

      I kissed him long and hard.  I searched for the taste of Lizzy’s saliva on my boyfriend’s tongue.  While we kissed, I heard a zipper and looked down.  Lizzy had unfastened his jeans and slid her hand into his briefs.

      “He likes it,” she giggled.  “Take a look at how hard we’re making him.”

      Kyle was breathing hard as she stroked his cock inside his briefs.  I pulled down on his briefs until I saw his hard, throbbing cock in her grip.  I was filled with jealousy and euphoria, swirling together at once.  I didn’t know which direction to go.

      This was all wrong.  Every second of it.  And yet, I wanted it to continue.

      Lizzy took my hand and replaced hers with mine on Kyle’s cock.  She wrapped my fingers around him and encouraged me to stroke him up and down.  “Just like that,” she said when I found the right rhythm.  She turned back to Kyle and kissed him while I stroked.  He grew harder and stiffer in my hand and it made my panties even wetter.  My pussy ached to be touched, so I ran a hand under my dress and inside my panties.  I circled my clit while I watched Lizzy make out with my boyfriend.

      She caught me and smiled.  “See, I knew you’d like my little present.”

      Kyle saw me touching myself and moaning.  “Fuck this is hot,” he groaned.  He leaned forward and kissed me.  I stopped stroking him to cup his neck, but then he groaned and pulled back.  I looked down and saw Lizzy with her mouth around his cock, swallowing him in.

      My eyes were wide as I watched her head bob in his lap.  Was this really happening?  Was I really about to share my boyfriend with Lizzy?

      As wrong as I knew it was, it would solve all of my problems.  Maybe there was a way I could keep both of them and make them happy.

      Lizzy pulled off and angled his cock in my direction.  “Go on. Suck him in.”

      I leaned over and wrapped my lips around his head.  I’d fucked him before, but I’d never sucked his cock.  It was thick and salty.  It pushed against the roof of my mouth as it inched back along my tongue.

      I swallowed him down and loved the feeling of his cock hitting the back of my throat.  I gripped his length with both hands while I sucked.  I felt Kyle’s fingers trail up the back of my thigh and slide inside my panties.  He slid his fingers inside my wet pussy while I sucked him.

      Lizzy had her tongue down his throat while I choked down his cock.  She pulled back long enough to remove her shirt and her bra.  Kyle stared at her tits while his fingers were in my pussy.  He brought his free hand to one of her breasts and ran his thumb across her nipple.  She moaned and then unfastened her jeans.  She slid them off and kicked her clothes to the floor.  The only thing left on her body was a lacy, black thong.

      She kneeled on the sofa beside Kyle and he leaned into her chest.  He sucked her nipples while he fingered my pussy.  I felt his cock grow and expand in my mouth.  He groaned and his hot load shot against my throat.  I tried to swallow, but some trickled down along my chin.  I loved the taste of him.  But I loved the filthy sensation in my mouth even more.

      I pulled up and Lizzy straddled his lap.  She took over like it was just the two of them.  But Kyle’s fingers were still working in and out of my pussy.  I rocked my hips above them and tugged down on my dress.  I pulled my breasts out of my bra and Kyle was distracted by them.  I smiled when he leaned forward to suck one into his mouth.

      Lizzy saw my spirit of competition and one upped me.  She took Kyle’s hard cock and moved her panties to the side.  She slipped it inside her pussy slowly, and I gasped.  I should’ve put a stop to the whole thing right there, but I couldn’t.  It was all moving so fast.  And as Kyle’s cock disappeared inside my best friend, I realized I didn’t want to stop any of it.

      He pulled his fingers from my pussy and gripped Lizzy’s hips.  He lifted her up and slammed her down over his lap.  He fucked her hard, making her moan as her tits bounced.  I couldn’t resist.  I reached for her breasts and pinched her nipples while he slammed into her.

      She moaned, “Lay back.”  I did.  I moved to the other end of the sofa and lay on my back with my tits exposed and my dress up around my hips.  She crawled off Kyle’s lap and moved between my legs.  She was on all fours, with her ass poking up at the other end of the couch.  Her fingers moved my panties to the side and she slid a finger inside me.  Then she latched her mouth around my clit and began to suck.

      I let out a moan and gripped her hair to keep her in place.  I wanted to come so badly, and her mouth was soft and warm.  It would take no time at all for me to feel some relief.

      Kyle walked up behind Lizzy and slid his cock in from behind.  He gripped her ass and pounded her hard.  Her tits swayed as she worked my pussy, trying to make me come.

      Kyle spit on Lizzy’s ass and I cocked my brow.  I was delirious, but interested in what he was doing.  As he fucked Lizzy’s pussy, he worked a finger inside her ass.  Then he slid in another.  Her eyes rolled back and she sucked on me hard in response.  Whatever he was doing, she was enjoying it.

      Then Kyle pulled his cock free and pressed the tip to her ass.  He leveraged his body on the arm of the sofa to get a better angle.  He pushed his cock inside her ass and she let out a squeal that vibrated against my pussy.  I couldn’t last another second.  I gripped her head and came against her tongue.

      I caught my breath as Kyle worked his cock in and out of Lizzy’s ass.  I climbed off the sofa and moved toward them.  I loved the sight of his dick disappearing inside of her ass.  I climbed underneath her and pressed my mouth to her pussy.

      As I licked Lizzy’s clit, I slid two fingers inside her pussy.  I could feel Kyle’s dick through the thin wall of flesh.  It was so fucking hot that I couldn’t control myself.  I fucked her with my fingers and sucked hard on her clit until she came.

      Her body shook as she moaned and screamed.  Kyle pounded her harder and faster until he was groaning against her body.  All three of us were covered in sweat as Kyle emptied his load into Lizzy’s ass.  When he pulled free, it dripped down to her pussy and I licked her clean.

      We dressed ourselves and collapsed on the sofa.  “Shit, when do your parents get home?” she asked me.

      “Not for another hour,” I said.

      “Good,” she said.  “That will give us some time to recover.”  She winked and I felt giddy at her playfulness.

      Kyle wrapped his arm around me and pulled me into him.  “That was some birthday present Lizzy gave you,” he said.  “I hope I get the same kind of present on my birthday.”

      Lizzy laughed and snuggled in on the other side of Kyle.  He wrapped his arm around her too.  “I don’t know if I can wait that long,” I told him.  “We may have to celebrate half birthdays and quarter birthdays.”

      “And one tenth birthdays,” teased Lizzy.

      “I’m fine with all of that,” said Kyle, and I couldn’t have been happier.
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      “What about her?” I asked, turning my laptop around for Ethan to see.  I’d lived with Ethan in this two bedroom apartment for a year, but we could no longer afford it on our own.  Our hours had been cut at both of our jobs and we were just barely paying bills.  So we decided to look for a roommate and lease the extra room.

      “Looks pretty good,” he said, swallowing hard as he said it.  I knew why that was.  She was pretty.  Her name was Mia, and she had long, dark hair and almond eyes.  I wouldn’t have normally picked a pretty girl if I could help it, but her profile interested me and she had good references.

      “You think I should contact her? Set up an interview?”

      “Sure, Hannah.  If you like her,” he said.  He shifted awkwardly in his seat.  His dark, wet curls clung to his head.  He still had a few drops of water above his heavy brows.  I had called him over to see the profile just as he’d walked out of the shower.  He was putting the responsibility on me, so that I couldn’t accuse him of being into her when she showed up.

      I chewed on my lip as I thought it over.  Was it a mistake to consider someone so pretty?  She’d be living with us, after all.  But the more I considered passing her by, the more knots I felt in my stomach.  I really wanted to meet her.  Maybe even make a new friend out of her.

      I held my breath as I dialed her number.  Ethan’s eyes held mine as I brought the phone up to my ear.

      “Hello?” her voice asked through the speaker.  It was soft, but confident.

      “Is this Mia?  This is Hannah, calling about the room for rent.”

      “Oh! Yes!  Hi!  I’m very interested.  I’ve been looking for a place for a few weeks, but nothing seems like a good match.  I work from home, I hope that isn’t going to be a problem?”

      “Not at all,” I said, wondering what she did for work.  “I’d love to set up a meeting to decide if we’re a good fit for each other.”

      “I’m sure we will be,” she said in a low tone that made my body tingle.  “How about tomorrow at five?”

      “Sounds great,” I said.  “Ethan won’t be here, but I will be.”

      “That’s no problem,” she said.

      We said goodbye and hung up.  I turned to Ethan and told him about our plans.  “You’re going to meet her without me?” he asked with a frown.

      “Do you want to be here?  I assumed it didn’t matter.”

      “No, no.  I guess it doesn’t.  I trust you,” he said.  He walked toward me and gave me a kiss.  “I hope it works out.  We could really use the extra money.”

      ---

      I didn’t know why, but I put on my best dress before Mia came over.  I made sure I was wearing a nice lipstick and that my hair looked good.  I stared at my reflection, scrutinizing it a little more than I normally would.  I was short and a little curvy.  I didn’t have any strikingly beautiful features.  I’d always felt more like the girl-next-door type.  The girl you don’t lust after at first, but love later on.

      That’s the way it happened for me and Ethan, anyhow.

      I flipped my soft brown curls to the front of my shoulders and then heard a knock on the door.  I exhaled and laughed at myself.  I’m interviewing for a roommate, not going on a date.  I was a little unsettled by the bundle of nerves I had over meeting this girl.

      I answered the door and held my breath.  She was sexier – and edgier – than her pictures.  She had a streak of pink hair mixed in with all of the black.  She had a nose piercing and a butterfly tattoo on her shoulder.  She wore all black, with a low cut v-neck shirt.  She would’ve been intimidating if she hadn’t smiled the second I opened the door.

      “You must be Hannah!”

      I smiled weakly and nodded.  “Yep, that’s me.”  Insecurity was starting to take over.  She was much prettier than I had anticipated.  Part of me was glad that Ethan wasn’t here in case I changed my mind about her.

      I let her in and showed her to the living room.  We sat on the sofa with our knees toward each other and sipped on some tea I had set out.  “You have a really nice place,” she said, looking around.

      “Thanks.  Ethan and I are pretty laid back, you know.  We know you’ll have friends over and your own lifestyle.  We don’t want to impose on that.”

      She exhaled.  “Good.  I don’t do drugs or anything like that,” she said.  “But my job is a little unconventional.  Not everyone is okay with it.”

      “Oh?  What do you do?”

      She set her cup on the coffee table and stared at her lap.  She looked so vulnerable despite her edgy exterior.  “Well, okay.  This is always the hard part.  This is usually the reason it doesn’t work out in most places.  How do you feel about strippers?”

      “Strippers?  I’m not against them or anything, but I thought you said you worked from home?”

      Her almond eyes lifted to mine and held them for a moment.  My heart raced as she stared at me.  “I’m not a stripper, but I play one on TV!”  She laughed, but I didn’t get it.  “Sorry,” she said.  “A little humor to lighten the tension.  Okay.  Here goes.  I’m a webcam model.  I take off my clothes on camera and perform sexual acts for people in exchange for money.  It’s all totally legal, no worries about that.  But if you’re ever home when I’m working, you might hear a few moans, etc coming from my room.  If you can just pretend I’m in there with a guy or something...”

      My head was spinning.  Did she say webcam?  How would that even work?  “So you…dance? Or what?”

      “I dance, strip, masturbate. I use toys.  I orgasm.  Sometimes I fake it, but it’s usually real.”

      “Oh,” I said, feeling my body heat up the more she spoke.  “I, um, don’t have a problem.  But I’d have to talk with Ethan.”  That was my cover.  I knew Ethan probably wouldn’t mind.  In fact, he’d probably like it.  But I needed him as an out in case I changed my mind.

      “Oh, sure.  But you’re okay with it?  Because that would be pretty rad if you were.”

      I swallowed and nodded.  I couldn’t stop picturing her naked, using toys on her pussy in front of a camera.  My mouth was watering and my stomach was in knots.  I didn’t know why I was feeling like this.  Why I was picturing Mia naked.  Why my body was responding the way it was.  As if I wanted her.  As if it turned me on.

      “That’s really progressive of you,” she said.  “I hope that we can still be good friends if for some reason I don’t get the room.  I’d love to have more friends that knew about, and accepted, what I did for a living.”

      “Sure thing,” I said, realizing I wanted to be more than friends with her.  But at the same time, I felt like I shouldn’t be anywhere near her.  I felt like I might do something I’d regret.

      I was already considering giving the room to someone else when Ethan walked in the door.  He slammed it behind him and then calmed himself when he saw Mia.

      “Shit, I’m sorry.  Hours just got cut again at work.”  He marched toward the sofa with his hand outstretched.  “My name is Ethan.”

      “Nice to meet you,” she said.  “I’m Mia.”

      He smiled and their hands stayed locked in position for a good minute.  Jealousy crept up to my throat and I became restless waiting for them to let go.  When they finally did, I breathed a sigh of relief.

      “So, Mia.  You moving in yet?”

      She smiled.  “If you’ll have me.  I was just telling Hannah what I did for a living.  Most people don’t approve of it or want it going on in their homes.  I want to make sure you two are okay with it before I move in.”

      “Sure thing.  What is it that you do?”

      I waited anxiously for his response.  Please say no.  Please say no.

      “I’m a webcam model,” she said, and Ethan sat up in his seat instantly.  My chest tightened.  He knew what it was.  He’d seen them before.  I could tell by the shocked look on his face.

      “You are?  And Hannah’s okay with this?”  His eyes flashed to me and I tried to feign indifference.  It was really fucking hard, but I didn’t want to turn Mia away either.

      “She says so,” said Mia.

      “Well great, then!  I guess you’re moving in.  It couldn’t be a better time, either, since my hours got cut for the second time.”

      “That’s such a shame,” she said.  “It really is a privilege to be able to work from home and set my own hours.  I never take that for granted.”

      “Yeah, you’re lucky,” he said.  “You probably won’t have any issues paying rent.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat.  He meant that she was hot.  That she could probably make a ton of money because of her looks.  Fuck, I was in a world of trouble letting her move in with us.  But what else could I do?  It would be embarrassing to go back on my approval now.

      “You know,” said Mia, turning to me, “if you ever want to try it out sometime, you could make a killing, Hannah.  Everyone loves that girl-next-door type.”

      A laugh escaped me, but my nerves were frayed.  “Me?  A webcam model?  I just learned what that was today.”

      Her hand rested on my bare knee and a chill came over me.  “I could teach you.  It’s pretty fun.”  Her eyes lingered on mine for a moment before she pulled away.  “Anyway, it provides a side hustle.”

      Ethan was fixated on the two of us.  I glanced at his jeans and saw the hint of a hard-on there.  He had noticed the way Mia touched me.  He knew it was out of the ordinary, and I felt that too.

      I didn’t know how we were going to survive living with her.  But we needed the money.
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      The first night I heard Mia camming was when I got off from my shift at the restaurant a few days after she moved in.  I walked in the door and grabbed a soda from the kitchen when I heard her moaning from her bedroom.  If she was faking, she was good at it.  Because it sounded real to me.

      I walked quietly to her door and pressed my ear against it.  She was loud and intense.  It sounded like she had no control over it.  It has to be real, I thought.  There was no way anyone was that good at faking.

      I heard a chime sound over and over again.  Later, I found out it was the sound of people tipping her for her show.  The whole thing was wild to me.  And while I listened to her moan, my panties became wet.  I had to break away and lock myself in the bathroom while I calmed down.

      I lifted up my work skirt and leaned against the wall as I dipped my fingers inside my panties.  They touched my clit and I felt a spark light through me.  Oh, I was so wet for her.  I shouldn’t be, but I was.  I circled my clit and imagined it was her tongue.  Just when I was about to come, there was a knock on the door.  The downside to having only one bathroom.

      “Hannah?  Are you home?”

      “Uh, yeah.  Just a minute.”

      “No worries.  I just wanted to make sure it wasn’t locked accidentally.  I can wait.”

      I swung open the door and felt myself blushing.  “No, really.  I was finished anyway.”

      Her eyes hung on mine and she blocked my exit from the doorway.  “You know, Hannah…you really are gorgeous.  You could make so much money camming.”

      I looked down at Mia’s body and realized she was only wearing black, strappy lingerie.  Her breasts were full and her stomach was taut.  Her panties were see-through and I could tell that she was shaved.  I swallowed and looked back up, but Mia was smiling.  She’d caught me staring.

      “Of course, there’s the even better option of you doing a show with me.”

      “With you?”

      “Oh yes.  Guys will pay a fortune to see that.”

      “But I’m not…I’m not a lesbian-“

      She laughed.  “That doesn’t matter.  It’s all for show.  I could kiss you now…just to see if you can take it.”

      “What?  Kiss me?  Now?”

      She laughed again.  “You’re cute.”  She brushed her fingers along my jawline and leaned in.  I felt her breath before I felt her lips, but I was taken by it all.  Her lips crashed into me like a fierce ocean wave and I went tumbling with it.  My breath grew heavy and I kissed her hard in return.  Her lips parted and our tongues met, dancing as we breathed louder and louder.

      She pinned me up against the open door and slid a thigh between my legs.  I couldn’t stop myself.  I grinded against her thigh as she cupped my breasts over my work blouse.  She tore the buttons open and freed my breasts from my bra.  She sucked my nipples into her mouth and flicked her tongue across them.  I gripped her hair and held her to my chest.  My mouth was open.  My head leaning back against the wall.  I moaned over and over until my body began to shake.  I came, and she held my body upright as it lost control.

      She leaned her forehead to mine and kissed my nose.  “You really needed to come, didn’t you?”

      I didn’t mean to, but I laughed.  “I guess so.”

      She took my hand and said, “Come on.  Let’s start a show and see where it takes us.”

      “I can’t…I’m not ready,” I said.

      “Trust me,” she said.  “You look great in that uniform.”

      I glanced down at my pleated black skirt and torn white blouse.  I’d never thought of my uniform as something sexy before.  But I guessed it kind of was.  Especially for the more innocent type like myself.

      I followed Mia into her bright bedroom, illuminated by studio lights.  Her bed was frilly and pink.  She had sex toys lying to the side of it on a table.  She had string lights behind the bed to give it a little ambience.

      She crawled onto the bed and brought me with her.  Then she spoke into the camera that was set up in front of the bed.  “I’ve brought a guest for you guys.  A special treat since you guys treat me so well.  This is…” she leaned over and whispered, “what do you want to be called?” I shrugged. I’d never been good with names.  “This is, Naomi,” she finished.

      A few chimes came through and she was already making money.  Just because I was sitting next to her.

      “Now, I just made her come in the bathroom.  So she’s nice and wet.  But she still hasn’t repaid the favor.”  She looked at me and tucked my hair behind my ear.  Then she leaned back on the bed and pulled her panties down her legs.  “I’m hoping she’ll repay me now.”

      Normally, I would have stage fright.  But she looked so gorgeous laying back on the bed with her legs spread wide.  Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.  I wanted to taste her. I couldn’t stop myself.  So I crawled between her legs and licked her pussy.  She moaned as I inhaled her coconut scent.  She rocked her hips against my face and ran her fingers through my hair.

      The tips came pouring in.  I reached for her breasts and cupped them while I licked her.  She rocked and arched her back until her moans grew louder.  Her body shook and she cried out, and I was pretty sure I’d made her come.

      She came down and I lifted my head.  We kissed.  The tips were still coming in.

      And then, to my horror, Ethan came home.
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      “Shit, I have to go,” I said, rushing for the door.  But Mia grabbed my wrist and kept me on the bed.

      “You know what would make even more money?” she asked.  “A threesome.”

      “What?  No.  No.  I can’t.  He can’t.”  My mind was racing.  Did she really want to do that?  On camera?

      “It’ll be fun,” she said.  “Let him come and find you in here with me.  I promise you he’ll be ready to go.”

      “But the camera…”

      “Trust me.  He won’t care.  Especially when he realizes how much money can be made.”

      “I don’t know…” I heard Ethan calling for me.

      “She’s in here!” called Mia.  Ethan’s footsteps grew louder just outside the door.  The handle turned, and the door swung open.

      “Oh,” he said, blushing.  “What’s…um…what’s going on?”

      His jeans were tight and his cock was growing.  He was trying to hide his arousal, but it was too late.  Both Mia and I could see it.  And against everything that was conventional, I was excited by it.  I was excited by the idea of sharing him with Mia on camera.

      “We’re just putting on a little show,” she said.  “Care to join us?”

      He swallowed and looked at me.  “Yeah, Ethan.  Join us.”

      “Are you sure?” he asked.

      “She just licked my pussy until I came,” said Mia.  “Trust me, she’s cool with it.”

      I felt a little embarrassed, but also a little proud.  “Really?” he asked, sliding himself on the bed beside me.  “That’s hot.”

      “Yes,” I said with a lowered head.  “I did.  And now I want to watch you do make her come.”  I felt silly talking dirty, but I wanted to. I wanted to be more like Mia.  I reached for Ethan’s jeans and started to unfasten them.

      “Are we?  Are we on camera?” he asked.

      “Yes,” said Mia.  “I hope that doesn’t bother you.”

      The tips started chiming.  It sounded like light rain.  I couldn’t believe how much money we were making by having a little fun.  Even if it was fun we shouldn’t be having.

      Ethan removed his white t-shirt and I helped him out of his jeans.  He crawled onto the bed in his briefs.  He met Mia in the middle and gently touched her cheek before kissing her.  My gut wrenched from jealousy, but my pussy was soaking wet.  It was the most twisted thing I’d ever done, but the most exciting.

      He pulled me up to her and kissed me too.  He switched between us until we were both moaning.  He pulled open my blouse and Mia removed her bra.  He sucked on our tits, alternating between each of us.

      He took both of his hands and moved them between our legs.  Mia was naked, and I held my skirt up for the sake of the viewers.  His fingers plunged in my panties and he worked both of our pussies in his hands.  Fuck, he was talented.

      Mia turned to kiss me while he played with our pussies.  It felt surreal sharing him like this.  Sharing her, too.  She broke our kiss and lowered herself down to Ethan’s briefs.  She pulled them down just enough until his cock stretched out.

      She gripped the base and licked her lips.  She pulled on my wrist until I lowered down beside her.  She sucked his cock in and then handed it to me.  I sucked on it once and we alternated again and again.  He gripped both of our heads in his hands and groaned.

      “Fuck,” he said.  “Your mouths feel so good.”

      It was strange seeing my boyfriend’s cock in another woman’s mouth.  But I was more aroused than I’d ever been.  I didn’t want it to end.  I moved my mouth to his balls while she continued to suck his cock.  She choked and gagged on it like a professional porn star.  Occasionally, our tongues met and we kissed against his cock.

      He pulled out and laid us back on the bed, side by side.  He slid my panties and my skirt down my legs.  I removed my shirt and bra until I was completely naked beside Mia.  She looked at me and smiled.  “You’re so beautiful, Hannah.”

      “So are you,” I said just before she kissed me.  She moaned against my mouth and I looked down.  Ethan had plunged his cock into her tight pussy.  He ran his thumb over her clit while he pumped in and out of her, keeping a nice view for the camera.

      I lay there watching my boyfriend fuck another girl.  I shouldn’t have wanted it, but I did.  I loved seeing his cock disappear inside of her.  I loved watching them both moan and grunt while pleasing each other.

      He pulled his cock free and pushed it in me.  I loved knowing it was covered in Mia’s slick wet pussy.  That he was pushing that slickness into me.  He leaned over me and sucked on my nipple while he ploughed me rough and hard.  His cock stretched me, pushing harder than it’s ever pushed.  He dug deeper and deeper with more fire than he’d had before.

      Mia kissed me while he pounded hard.  Mid-kiss, he pulled out and pushed back into her.  He was losing control.  His eyes were wild and his breaths were ragged.  He leaned over her and sucked on her nipples too.

      He flipped her onto her stomach and fucked her from behind.  But I wanted to be up close.  I wanted to see everything.  So I wiggled my body underneath her.  Her mouth latched onto my pussy and I felt her tongue on my clit.  Sparks shot behind my eyes and everything felt hazy.

      I moved my head underneath her pussy and watched Ethan’s cock move in and out.  I leaned up and sucked on her clit while he fucked her.  She let out a wild moan and her body quivered.  I wanted to make her come.  I wanted to see him come inside of her.

      I flicked my tongue across her clit as he pounded harder.  She shook and banged her fists against the bed.  “I’m going to come,” she warned.  And then she did.

      The tips created a constant chatter as they came in.  I didn’t know how much money we were making, but I imagined it was a lot.  I didn’t care.  All I cared about was Mia and keeping her in our lives for as long as possible.

      Ethan pulled out and his cum dripped down Mia’s pussy.  I licked up the remaining drops, eager to clean her.  I slid my tongue inside her pussy as deep as it would go.  I devoured every last bit of Ethan’s cum.

      Mia sat up and thanked her guests.  “You guys were awesome,” she said.  “If you’re lucky, we’ll have more shows like this in the future.”  She turned over her shoulder and winked at me.  I couldn’t help but smile.

      She said goodbye to her fans and shut down the camera.  But I still had a nagging question in the back of my mind.  “Was all of this fake?” I asked her.  “Did you really want to do any of this?”

      She grabbed a robe and slipped it on.  “Of course I did,” she said.  “And I plan on doing it again and again.  For as long as I live here.”

      “I’m down for that,” said Ethan with a smirk.  Mia and I both lightly shoved him.

      “Will we always be on camera?” I asked her.  “Will it ever…just be us?”

      She leaned over the bed and kissed me.  “We’ll do it on and off camera.  Whenever you want.  I have a feeling the three of us are going to grow very close.”

      I kissed her again as I thought, I hope so.
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      Brittany sighed with frustration, and eyed the window of her dorm. She dragged a hand through her long, golden locks, and sank in her seat, watching the massive, white clouds drift aimlessly by in the late-spring sky. Though she hadn’t been outside since that morning, she knew from the way the lighting was—strong and harsh—that the heat of summer had already arrived. And she knew, too, that her time was running thin. She looked back down at the laptop on her desk, scrolling through the various apartment and rental listings in the nearby area; nothing of use, however.

      “Well?” a voice called from behind her. The voice had been deep and patient, but harbored the very same hint of concern that Brittany had been fending off for weeks, by then.

      “Nothing,” she groaned. “We can’t afford anything around here.”

      “Not even for three months until the college opens back up?” Her boyfriend, Tyler, asked; now bringing his hands down over her shoulders. Brittany sank in her seat as the weight of her boyfriend’s big, strong hands came down over her like anchors reminding her to remain to stay grounded. He then wrapped his arms around the front of her and placed a kiss along her neck.

      “Mm,” Brittany purred, and let her eyes close. “Come on,” she said softly. “I’ve got to find something; I don’t have time for this.” Giggling, she worked to fend off her boyfriend, but her fingers stopped on his corded biceps and she felt herself melting beneath his lips.

      “Fine,” Tyler said; his chest heaving with a sigh. Brittany bit her lip; she didn’t want Tyler to stop, but she knew there would be plenty of time over the summer for fun, just so long as they found a place to live.

      Their first year of college was coming to a close before they could prepare. Suddenly, an unexpected relationship for each of them, borne out of a simple infatuation shared between two students in Freshman Economics, was turning serious. They had been dating for nine months by then, and though Brittany wasn’t entirely sure about the prospect of living with Tyler just yet, the practicality of finding a place together had trumped her modesty. Rent was increasingly impossible for two full-time students with only part-time jobs. Tyler, being on the wrestling and football teams, had even less time. But, Brittany knew that the burden they shared was being endured by everybody in the dorms.

      For the past week or so, as the alarm-bells started to chime, signaling the end of the semester and the necessity to move off campus, the halls had become abuzz with students securing places to live for the summer. The pressure had been palpable, and Brittany felt as though she’d let both Tyler and herself down by not finding them a place to live.

      “Well, we’re just going to have to back home for the summer,” Tyler said. Brittany felt defeated upon hearing the hint of dismay in her boyfriend’s voice. The compromise had been hardly fair to her.

      With her hailing from Boston and Tyler from Los Angeles, she knew what ‘summer back home’ entailed; three months of not only living with their parents and having to find temporary jobs that would prove useless the moment they had to move back to campus, but being away from the nineteen year-old boy that had left her utterly, albeit secretly, obsessed; the nineteen year-old boy who she knew would have plenty of temptation back home, given the countless girls from his High School that undoubtedly had unfinished business. Brittany had seen the progress Tyler had made on his physique, and she happened to know what he’d looked like before his freshman semester had started. One look at the already drop-dead gorgeous boy and all the girls that Tyler had mentioned off-hand before would break down walls to seduce him; at least, that was how it played out in her mind.

      Brittany knew she’d gotten lucky snagging such a catch. She didn’t feel she was much of anything, after all. And to find the sort of guy who not only looked like he’d come out of an underwear ad in a magazine but had the smarts and personality to make a girl forget what he even looked like; it left her feeling all-too possessive and jealous. The idea of letting Tyler go back home for three months and expecting him to be perfectly content being abstinent during that time left Brittany dreading the thought. After all, the idea of being without Tyler’s body and companionship for three months left her dejected enough.

      “We’re not going to do that,” Brittany said, gritting her teeth. “I’ll think of something; trust me,” she said, determined.

      Tyler reclined back on his girlfriend’s bed and watched her crunch numbers and comb through webpages. He knew how Brittany was, and he knew that when she said she would think of something, she was not just blowing smoke. The slender, curvy, blonde-haired girl had had a sense of toughness that Tyler had never seen in a girl as striking as she; not outside of his high school girls’ softball team, anyway. The eighteen year-old girl’s resourcefulness and dedication had shone through over the months they’d dated, leaving him endlessly humiliated by the fact that he’d chuckled when they had first met and Brittany had mentioned her plans to become the top lawyer in the state. After being with the girl for nine months, he now realized just how serious (and how inevitable) this dream had been.

      He knew Brittany was clever and cunning, too. And because of this, he knew to expect the unexpected for the summer. Maybe we’ll end up in some RV in the redwoods, he thought to himself, grinning, and already imagining the fresh air and sex beneath the stars.

      Only a moment into this little fantasy and Tyler found his thoughts interrupted by the sound of Brittany’s phone buzzing. “Who’s that?” He asked. “Didn’t you call about a place yesterday?” He said, excited.

      “It’s just Alyssa,” Brittany said, rolling her eyes.

      “Who?” Tyler asked, sitting up.

      “I told you about her; the girl I knew back in junior high school and the first year of high school? I haven’t seen her since then and she recently found out that I’m going to the same college as her?” Brittany recalled, with a curl of frustration upon her lips that Tyler looked no closer to remember these details. Brittany’s blue eyes gleaned with annoyance and she winced, looking at her phone.

      “She’s been asking if I want to get together soon and…” she started, reading the text that the old friend had sent her. “Great; she wants us to come to some barbeque her father is throwing at his house.”

      “When?” Tyler asked, now tossing a football up and down in his hands.

      “Tonight,” Brittany cried. “We don’t have time to do that; ugh!” The blonde complained.

      Tyler hopped up and immediately wrapped his hands around the girl, as he’d done before. Though he knew that she might not like this—she might wish to have her space more than be smothered by a concerned boyfriend—it was worth a shot. “You’re getting too worked up over this. We could both use the break. If it’s something you want to do, then don’t let all this bullshit get in the way,” Tyler said, pointing to the laptop.

      “Babe, we have to find a place for the summer,” Brittany said, rubbing her temple.

      “That Alyssa girl lives in the area, right? Maybe she knows of a place?” Tyler said.

      “You just want to know if she’s hot,” Brittany blurted.

      Tyler pulled his arms from the blonde and dragged a hand through his short, auburn hair. Sighing, Tyler sat back on the edge of the bed. “Babe, are you going to do this forever, now? So I had a porn pic on my phone. I already told you a million times that one of the guys from the team sent it to me; seriously,” Tyler said.

      “Did you delete it?” Brittany said, cocking her brow.

      “Uh,” Tyler said, shifting his dark eyes from side to side, before breaking into a submissive chuckle. “Come on, babe,” he said, his expression turning defiant. “Look, look. I’m doing it right now; happy?” He said, pulling the phone out of his pocket and deleting the photo. “Viola,” he said.

      “I don’t even care,” Brittany said, groaning with frustration. “I’m sorry. I’m just… this whole thing is driving me crazy. I’m not even jealous of that stupid picture,” she continued. “Though, I am a little annoyed that you never deleted it.”

      “Yeah, because that’s how little I think of it,” Tyler assured her. “Corey sent it to me and, well, he’s fucking desperate. He never gets laid and it’s like, all he talks about; sex, sex, sex, because of it,” the tall jock continued. “He needs to find somebody,” he smirked.

      “Well, maybe you’ll both have something in common if I keep finding naked girls on your phone,” Brittany said, jumping up and heading for the bed. She climbed atop her boyfriend and straddled his hips, before bringing her lips down against his own. Like clockwork, Tyler’s big, smooth hands came over her sides, leaving her with a familiar comfort. She knew Tyler had probably been with dozens of girls back home before college. But she also knew how faithful Tyler had been.

      Brittany had been with a few people back home, too; enough to know a faithful boyfriend when she’d seen one. And despite the interested flirtations of countless girls at the house parties and after-game rallies she and Tyler had been to over the past months, he seemed to only have eyes for her; a fact that perplexed her as much as it had enthralled her.

      “Maybe,” Tyler said, pulling his lips slowly from Brittany’s, “I’m right? Maybe you’re just now realizing it; it just took you a little while, but you got it. I’m proud of you,” the big athlete said, joking and taunting his girlfriend. She gave him a playful spank on his chest, feeling the firmness of his chiseled pecs through his wrestling practice shirt.

      “Oh, and about what?” Brittany said, raising her brow.

      “About going to that barbeque. And no, I don’t give care what your friend looks like,” Tyler said, with a conspicuous look of frustration that his girlfriend might have ever suspected otherwise. Brittany relented and sighed. “I know; I was just being… ugh. I’m just so frustrated that everybody else has found a place for the summer and we can’t.”

      “Like I said, maybe Alyssa or even her dad would know somebody,” Tyler suggested.

      “I mean, Alyssa did say that her dad was some big-shot real estate person, or something,” Brittany said.

      Tyler sat up. “Seriously? Babe, this is perfect; he’s bound to know of something. We’ll go over there and, who knows, we could end up with something better than we ever would have found in the first place.”

      “Fine,” Brittany said, “Maybe we will. I don’t have anything to wear over there, though. I haven’t seen Alyssa since grade school, and she’s this super popular girl, now; at least, that’s what her social media pictures implied,” Brittany added, with an expression of slight embarrassment.

      “Come on, you know exactly what to wear,” Tyler said, grinning.

      “What?” Brittany asked, genuinely dumbfounded.

      “Well, it’s what I think you look best in,” Tyler said, beginning to unbutton his girlfriend’s shorts, slowly. Brittany grinned and shook her head. “Nothing?” She said, cocking her head and trying to show her annoyance. But Tyler brought her face back down toward his and planted his lips along her neck, leaving her entire body melting and shuddering. And this was all she’d needed to find herself disinterested with the apartment-search.

      She could feel Tyler’s bulge growing harder and bigger beneath her shorts, reminding her of the massive size that was throbbing just beneath her ass, separated only by the thin fabric of their clothes. “Mm,” she groaned, as Tyler’s fingers drifted over her sides and eventually found her breasts. Running his palms over them, Brittany grinned and rolled her eyes back, as the sensation on her hardening nipples left her squirming with delight.

      Soon enough, she climbed off of her boyfriend and found the zipper of his pants. She smiled and licked her lips, as she unbuttoned them and began to tug them—along with his boxer briefs—down his thighs, at once freeing beastly cock inside them. The swollen, thick pink shaft sprang out, lazily growing before her eyes into its full hardness, as the equally impressive, ruddy sack at its base, tightened.

      She brought her hand over the cock, wrapped her fingers around the thick, throbbing shaft, and took a deep breath, before lowering her mouth. This is why I can’t go three months, she thought to herself, as Tyler’s massive cock-head slid into her lips and she, at once, felt the chiseled head massage the roof of her mouth.

      It had been nine months of dating for the pair. And she hadn’t intended to sleep with Tyler so soon after meeting, but she also knew she wouldn’t be able to resist. And the first time his fingers touched her neck, it proved true. From the moment they had started dating, their relationship had been especially sexual; more sex than Brittany ever thought her body could handle. But Tyler had become like a drug for her. Nothing had satisfied her in her entire life, the way Tyler’s cock did when it was deep inside her, stretching and filling her with its girth. Tyler was the only guy she had ever climaxed with, and certainly the only one who had made her orgasm from penetration alone; a feat she had not found in the two guys she had slept with before moving to college, and a feat she had learned enough from her girlfriends to know it was quite uncommon.

      “Fuck,” she exhaled, after a moment of hesitation, as Tyler’s hand slid down and grazed her clit through her shorts.

      “We can’t spend an hour having sex, babe,” Brittany grinned. “Not if we’re going to Alyssa’s; I’ve got to get ready,” she continued, through sighs of sexual frustration.

      “Who says it’s going to take you an hour?” Tyler grinned, and increased the firmness of his touch. He then grabbed Brittany, and pulled her up over his body, tugging her shorts and panties down her legs. Then, he wrapped his arms around the girl’s nimble butt and pulled down so that Brittany’s pussy began to grind against the underside of his thick, swelling bulge, sliding her slick lips up and down his shaft as it lay back against his belly; a sensation that always seemed to leave his girlfriend begging for more.

      “Oh… babe,” she breathed. “You’re going to make me cum.”

      “Not yet,” he ordered. “Not until…” Tyler added, concentrating as he reached and grabbed the base of his cock, pointed it upwards, and felt the warm, gooey sensation envelope his cock.

      “Shit,” the auburn-haired college boy sighed. His eyes rolled back as his thick cock slid up toward Brittany’s womb, stretching her tight insides.

      “Fuck,” the girl cried weakly, pounding her fists softly against Tyler’s muscular chest. Her eyes tightened shut and she grit her teeth, grinding her clit back and forth against the base of the jock’s penis, all as it stuffed and filled her depths beyond comparison. “That’s it,” Tyler grinned. “Ride this dick like the dirty girl you are.”

      “Stop it; that’s not funny,” Brittany protested. “I’m not a dirty girl… I’m a… a…” before she could finish, her climax rolled it, gripping her and turning her skin warm and electric. Brittany cried out, as her face tightened and she cussed through her clenched jaw. “Fuck!” She bellowed, falling forward as Tyler then began to slide in and out of her, rhythmic and smooth. “You think you’re so good,” Brittany said, through her panting. Tyler reached back and spanked the girl’s butt cheek before increasing the speed of his thrusts.

      “Come on,” Brittany begged, as the sensation of being fucked so fast and raw by such a perfectly fat, hard cock, left her consumed and obsessed with her boyfriend’s impending climax. “Come on, fill me up if you’re such a stud,” she taunted.

      “If that’s what you want,” Tyler said, pounding the warm, tight sleeve that gripped his cock. He thrust and thrust up into Brittany’s moist body until, finally, he felt the familiar, fiery tension twisting in his loins, gripping him in climax. “Fuck!” The jock growled, deep from his stomach, as his abs clenched. His sack grew hard and tight as the massive orbs inside it rang out load after load of virile sperm.

      “Fuck!” Tyler cried, digging his fingers in Brittany’s ass, holding her down over his cock as he remained buried to the hilt inside her.

      Brittany gasped with delight as she felt and indulged on the violent throbs of Tyler’s thick cock. Each pulse sent a shudder of satisfaction and accomplishment through her. Sometimes, she thought, it seemed such a shame that she was on the pill. The idea of Tyler’s virile, strong sperm shooting up into her womb, always left her feeling this way.

      “Okay, now we’re ready,” Brittany smiled. She climbed off of her man and headed for the shower of her dorms. She climbed inside, stripped the rest of her clothes, and turned the water on. As it rained down, she thought about how incredible Tyler had been at sex. Even for a quickie, lacking the typical cunnilingus and teasing he always gifted her, the sex had been explosive. She didn’t dare let him know it, though; at least, not to the extent she felt it. She didn’t wish to give the cocky boy another reason to gloat!
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        * * *

      

      “Well,” Tyler said, eyeing the extravagant mansion that his car had pulled up in front of. “Is this seriously the place? This is, like, a castle,” he said, awestricken. Sounds of raucous partying and chatter came from the yard behind the house, and the many luxury cars lining the driveway seemed to suggest that they’d made it to the correct address.

      “Yeah,” Brittany said, with a hint of confusion. She had checked the address repeatedly, but each time, it said the same thing. “I mean, she said her dad was some kind of a big shot,” Brittany shrugged. “How do I look? I feel so fat in this top,” she said, nitpicking her outfit. She sighed with stress and turned slightly flush.

      “She’s, like, perfect in every way,” Brittany said, with a touch of annoyance in her voice. “She was always the prettiest girl in class, so it’s no surprise she would have a castle fit for a princess, too,” the blonde girl continued, trying to mask her jealousy.

      “Come on, babe,” Tyler said, adjusting his shirt in the rear-view mirror. “You haven’t seen her in ages; is it really fair to judge her like that?”

      “Don’t take her side,” Brittany snapped, looking at her lips in the mirror. “I don’t even know why I decided to do this,” she said, clearly flustered. “Let’s just get this over with.”

      The blonde girl stepped out of the car, with Tyler following her up the dizzyingly long sidewalk that led to Alyssa’s father’s house. Brittany took a deep breath, and took one final self-inspection of her blue summer dress. She perked her bra, pushing her breasts up and adjusting them, just as the door opened and Alyssa appeared.

      “Oh my god!” Alyssa cried, immediately bringing Brittany in for a long hug. “How long has it been, girl? Like, four years?” she continued, pulling back and looking the blonde up and down. “Somebody got hot,” she added with a wink.

      “Um, this is Tyler, my boyfriend,” Brittany said.

      At once, Tyler looked the girl over. She was tall, slender and tight everywhere he could see. Alyssa had the sort of build that seemed perfected from years of activity and proper eating. Her hair was a dark, reddish chestnut that had been chopped off just below her chin-line, perhaps in a fit of rebellion. Alyssa’s top—a white summer top that was tied just beneath her breasts—along with a pair of tiny denim shorts, left Tyler fixated on her navel, her neck, her cleavage, and every part of her bare, silky-smooth skin.

      “Uh, how’s it going?” Tyler said, his dark eyes meeting the honey-colored irises of Alyssa’s. Her eyes tightened with intrigue and she extended her hand. “Well, how do you do?” She smiled. Tyler’s big hand enveloped hers, and she gave a slight blush and winked toward Brittany. Pulling her hand back, she leaned in toward the girl and whispered, “Um, how hot is he?”

      Brittany laughed and shook her head. “Where did you find this guy?” Alyssa said, now loud enough for Tyler to hear. The big, hulking college boy shrugged and smiled politely. “We’ll get to all of that later on,” Brittany said, with a touch of embarrassment.

      “Come on,” Alyssa then said, leading them into the house. “We can go through the house, but the party is out back.”

      As they made their way through the sprawling mansion, both Tyler and Brittany gasped and awed at each and every ridiculous display of wealth; whispering to one another and pointing out various sights as they walked behind Alyssa. Every so often, the jock couldn’t help but eye something else that he’d noticed, but something that he didn’t dare to point out to his girlfriend. He watched Alyssa’s perfect little rump walk ahead of him, wading back and forth as her naked hips swayed with precision. The girl’s long legs stepped one in front of the other, and it became a task for Tyler to keep his eyes on the path ahead so that he didn’t trip or stumble into an expensive bust or statue.

      “Right this way,” Alyssa said, leading the pair into the backyard, where dozens of people congregated in little groups throughout the massive, green lawn. At the far end of the perfectly manicured, emerald field, were a magazine-ready pool and a large pool house. “Over there is the pool and the guest-house,” Alyssa pointed. As Alyssa continued to point things out, mostly speaking into Brittany’s ear because the music and conversation proved too loud, Tyler could only look around in admiration and envy. Soon enough, Alyssa pulled Brittany aside, leaning toward Tyler and whispering into his ear, “I’m going to steal your girlfriend for a bit. Why don’t you go get a beer or something and enjoy yourself?”

      As she said this, Tyler could smell her perfume, wrapping about his neck like a silk ribbon in hints of vanilla and sugar. The warmth of her scent and voice left Tyler eyeing her as she disappeared—Brittany turning back and whispering her apologies to the athlete.

      Brittany felt Alyssa’s hand tugging her through the crowds and toward the pool. As they neared the far end of the lawn and the pool, the crowds became quiet and distant. Soon enough, the area felt silent, save for the sound of the waterfall gently pouring into the pool and complimenting the light summer breeze.

      “So, when did you become such a little slut?” Alyssa grinned.

      “Wh—what?” Brittany asked, shocked by the frankness of her old friend. Alyssa led her into the pool-house, unlocking the front door with a key she kept in her shorts. Once inside, Brittany looked about the equally magnificent guest house.

      “This is bigger than most peoples’ houses; you know that, right?” Brittany laughed.

      “I know,” Alyssa shrugged.

      “You don’t seem so excited by it,” Brittany noted, sitting down with Alyssa on a leather sofa in the living room.

      “It’s fine,” Alyssa said. Her lips twisted as she bit the corner of them, and quickly admitted, “I’m just glad to be in college, now. I was so tired of all this uppity stuff; the special schools and the status—ugh.”

      “I would take it in a heart-beat,” Brittany said. “It beats trying to find a place to stay for the summer but not being to afford even a dinky one bedroom in the bad part of town,” the blonde said.

      “Why don’t you go back home, then?” Alyssa asked.

      “Well, I’m trying to find a place that Tyler and I can stay in for the summer; otherwise he’s got to go back to California,” Brittany explained.

      “Can’t have that,” Alyssa grinned. She shifted her eyes side to side and smiled. “I’m sorry, but’s he’s… fuck. How did you find somebody like him?”

      “I don’t know,” Brittany gushed. A glean came to her eyes as she explained her own incredulity to her old friend, trying to make sense of it. But the truth was that, even nine months later, she had hardly made any sense in finding somebody like the athlete.

      “Remember Ricky Gomez in eighth grade?” Alyssa said, laughing and shoving Brittany.

      “Ugh,” Brittany said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t even start about that.”

      Alyssa wasted no time giving her old friend grief. “I just love him so much; it’s like we’re Romeo and Juliet!” She said, mocking Brittany. “Stop; that was forever ago,” Brittany laughed. “You dated plenty of lame guys, too,” the blonde quickly added.

      “I know,” Alyssa said, huffing. “I still do, apparently.”

      “What do you mean?” Brittany asked. As Alyssa explained a recent break-up with a character that Brittany had been somewhat familiar with from peeping in on the girl’s social media pictures, she lost herself looking at her old friend. The last time Brittany had seen her, she was a freshman, going through a punk/Goth phase, as was Brittany, and had hardly grown into the graceful and charming young woman she had apparently developed into.

      Now, Brittany could not take her eyes off the gorgeous eighteen year-old. She eyed Alyssa’s body, particularly her boobs, and had a pang of jealousy as the girl’s perfection in every perceivable way. Her skin is smoother, her smile is better, her body is skinnier, but her boobs are perfect, Brittany thought, biting her lip. Though she’d never felt so intensely attracted to other girls that it left her wondering if she could ever date one or even sleep with one—Alyssa had seemed fated to break this trend. The gorgeous young woman seemed a threat to Brittany’s—until that point—mostly inflexible heterosexuality. I wonder if she looks as perfect naked, she thought, biting a nail with a hint of nervous tension. Luckily, she thought, Alyssa had not noticed, continuing on with her story of recent heartbreak, and allowing Brittany to offer the usual nods and affirmatives, while keeping lost in her dirty thoughts.

      “The sex was hot, at least,” Alyssa said, breaking Brittany from her wandering mind.

      “Oh, yeah?” Brittany said.

      Alyssa rolled her eyes, grinned, as though she’d started thinking of if in that very moment, and giggled. She fanned herself and laughed. “Yeah,” she added. “He, um, he had this step-sister that caught us once and,” Alyssa continued, lowering her voice. “She joined us.”

      Brittany’s eyes turned wide and her body immediately became attuned to the story that Alyssa had started. “Shut up,” Brittany said, giving her old friend a playful shove.

      Alyssa nodded and smiled as Brittany asked, “When?”

      “Like, a year ago; it was right here in the pool-house,” Alyssa said, with a touch of pride. She turned her nose up and smiled, nodding over toward one of the two bedrooms. “Right in there. Scott was staying the night, but daddy didn’t know it, so I had him sneak into the pool-house and I told him I’d meet him. His step-sister came looking for him and she peeked in the window while I was riding him. We caught her spying on us and she told us how much it had turned her on and, well, you know what happened from there,” Alyssa giggled.

      “No way,” Brittany gasped. Her mind set off into a series of images, trying hard to picture the moment, though she could only accurately place Alyssa in her thoughts. She imagined a wind-swept summer night, with Alyssa lying nude, tangled in the bed-sheets, just faintly covering her mound and embracing her boyfriend and another girl.

      “That was the first time I ever ate another girl out,” Alyssa whispered, blushing.

      “You’re kidding,” Brittany said. “I can’t believe it.”

      “How did she…” the blonde continued, hoping to prod more into her old friend’s dirty history, just as Tyler came in through the door of the pool-house.

      “Hey, I thought I saw you guys come in here,” the jock said, running a hand through his dark-blonde hair. “This party is pretty wild,” he said, clutching a beer in his hand. He eyed both the girls, who looked away with a hint of bashfulness and said, “Shit, I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”

      “Definitely not,” Alyssa said. “We were just talking about the time I…”

      Brittany quickly interrupted the girl and said, “The time she broke up with her boyfriend recently.”

      Alyssa flashed Brittany a look of surprise and disappointment, as though she’d been more than ready to reveal the very same naughty details of her threesome to Brittany’s boyfriend—a fact that, for reasons she could not understand, seemed to leave Brittany feeling uneasy and jealous.

      The dark-haired girl ran a hand through her hair and smiled longingly at Tyler, inviting him to sit between her and Brittany. Tyler came over and she eyed him, moving her focus between Brittany and her boyfriend.

      “It’s funny because Scott looked kind of like you; he was a big, strong guy, too,” Alyssa said. “I mean, his muscles weren’t anywhere as big as yours,” she continued. “Among other things, I’m sure,” she added, beneath her breath.

      “Um, so,” Brittany started, hoping to turn her boyfriend’s attention to something—anything—but her old friend’s dirty mind. “How do you like the party, babe?” she asked, accentuating the word ‘babe,’ as if a territorial gesture. Her eyes fixated on Alyssa’s, watching the girl’s expression as she heard this. Suddenly a friendly chat between old friends became a sort of cat-and-mouse power play—taciturn and unspoken—between two beautiful young women, and the man sitting between them; the man who should have easily been off-limits for anybody but Brittany. But the blonde could hardly feel secure in this knowing how experienced and attractive Alyssa had become.

      “You know, Brittany said you guys were looking for a place to stay for the summer,” Alyssa started.

      “That’s right,” Tyler said, turning his eyes to Alyssa. “Well, daddy has this pool-house and he never uses it; he spends the summers in Maine at the lake house, anyway,” the red-head explained. “You and Brittany could use it, if you wanted; free of charge,” she finished.

      “Wait; like, to live in? To rent out?” Tyler said, with an excited grin forming over his lips. He shook his head and added, “There’s no way you’re offering to let us stay here for three months for free.”

      “Brittany is a good friend of mine, and she told me you guys were having trouble finding somewhere that was affordable. I don’t know of anything that is better than free,” Alyssa laughed.

      “Come on, Alyssa; that’s nice of you, but you can’t seriously offer us that,” Brittany said, with a strange hint of anxiety coming to her. The blonde wasn’t quite sure why, but the prospect of staying the summer in Alyssa’s ornate pool-house—a prospect that should have felt like paradise compared to the short-term apartments she had contacted in the past few weeks—left her feeling conflicted. We hardly know each other anymore; now, she’s just this super hot girl who can’t keep her eyes off my man, Brittany thought. But this place is amazing; how can I honestly turn her down? She’ll probably find another boyfriend soon enough, and Tyler will be old news, anyway, she continued.

      “Come on, girl,” Alyssa said, looking Brittany. “Don’t leave me hanging.”

      “Wh—what about you, though?” Brittany asked.

      “What about me?” Alyssa, in return, asked.

      “Well, where are you going to be?” Brittany clarified.

      Alyssa smiled and nodded. “Um, up there, in my room,” she laughed, as though it should have been quite obvious. “I mean, unless of course you wanted me to join you guys out here; there is a second bedroom, after all,” she winked.

      “What? No!” Brittany cried. She looked at her boyfriend and Alyssa, and realized how wrong her tone must’ve sounded. “I mean; that’s ridiculous. There’s no need to do that,” she said, with a nervous laugh.

      “I’ll be pretty busy, though, to be honest. My step-mom has this big magazine internship lined up from me, apparently,” Alyssa said, sticking a finger to her mouth and pretending to gag.

      “Oh, well, that’s nice,” Brittany said, curling her lips into a satisfied grin. “So, you’re going to be busy, huh? Well, if it’s not a burden and you really are okay with it, then yeah… why not? Maybe we should,” the blonde said, eyeing her boyfriend.

      “Definitely,” Tyler said, smiling. “When should we move in?”

      “Whenever you want,” Alyssa said, eyeing the nineteen year-old college stud. “You guys can do whatever you want out here; you can be as loud as you want, too,” she said, eyeing Brittany and winking. “Just don’t be too loud or I might have to come see what all the fuss is about,” she laughed.

      Brittany, too, giggled, though she could only find jealousy deep inside herself. She knew that, had Alyssa been unattractive or engaged or something equally disqualifying, she wouldn’t have felt so threatened. But she knew how Alyssa had been back in junior high; always hanging onto the shoulder of one guy or another, and always seeming to confess to Brittany of something mature that she had done. While Brittany was hardly thinking about anything but the volleyball team or her homework, Alyssa had confessed to trying alcohol, pot and sex; each time leaving Brittany with an anxious hint of jealousy that she, too, was not living some exciting and taboo life.

      And now, years later, Alyssa was eighteen and seemingly little had changed in her interest in the opposite sex. Now, however, she seemed just as interested in her own sex, too. It seemed that the only significant changes in her life had been a bigger house, a better body and a prettier smile. Now, she seemed of a different breed from Brittany.

      Before, Brittany could at least find comfort in the fact that she and the wild, dark-haired girl had been mostly equals; each attending the same school in the lower middle-class part of town. But now, Alyssa seemed positive and confident in who she’d become, thanks in part to a growth process over the past few years, in which she’d seemingly adopted her new privileged lifestyle with ease. And undoubtedly from that lifestyle had come the habit of being able to have whatever her heart desired.

      Brittany could only hope that this would not eventually include her own boyfriend.
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        * * *

      

      Soon after the proposal to move in, Brittany had managed to end the night, albeit earlier than she, Alyssa or Tyler had likely anticipated. After saying their good-byes and exchanging phone-numbers, she and her boyfriend headed back to her dorm-room. Before Tyler headed back to the athlete dorm, however, she made sure to thank him for tagging along for the evening. She decided to give him oral sex and swallow—something she rarely, if ever, did. But she couldn’t help feeling the need to assert herself that evening; not after seeing how Alyssa had been doing. The one facet of her life where she’d actually felt she’d trumped the brunette had been in her love-life. She wasn’t about to let that slip through her fingers. She knew that Alyssa was mostly harmless, but she also knew that it had been ages since she’d associated with the girl; she didn’t know whether Alyssa had developed a set of claws.

      After a week of meticulous preparation and planning, the dorms closed, and Brittany and Tyler moved out. A small moving truck helped relay their possessions to Alyssa’s house. By this time, as Alyssa had predicted, her father had gone off to Maine along with her step-mother, leaving an empty house, save for their daughter.

      The day they moved in, they did not find Alyssa waiting for them, however. Instead, they found a note, explaining that she was in New York for a couple of days working out the details of her internship. Also, they found a key attached, explaining to move into the pool-house and make their selves at home in both the guest and the main houses. Brittany obliged, and the pair began moving into the guest-house, settling in and enjoying the first few evenings to their selves, in what felt more like a vacation than a temporary home.

      After a few days, Alyssa came home, as evidence by the fact that her expensive, sporty little car had been parked in the side garage. Brittany noticed this, and went back to the pool-house to make herself look more presentable, ditching her weekend outfit for something more luring. She’d started the hunt for a summer job, but so far nothing had produced results, leaving her to spend most of her time leisurely, swimming with Tyler and enjoying the downtime from school and work. But now, with Alyssa possibly popping in and out, she wanted to look as professional and attractive as possible; look like she had places to go and people to see, too.

      By the time she’d finished changing and putting on a bit of makeup, she met Alyssa at the front door, knocking on the glass pane.

      “Hey,” Alyssa said, smiling and hugging the girl. “I can’t believe you’re here!”

      “I know, right?” Brittany smiled, pulling back. “Thanks again; like, seriously. You didn’t have to do all this,” she continued, with a nervous smile. “This is ridiculous.”

      “How do you guys like it? Have you broken the place in yet?” Alyssa winked.

      Brittany ignored this and shrugged. “Yeah, pretty much. It’s so nice.”

      “Good, good,” Alyssa said, nodding and smiling. “Where’s Tyler?” She asked.

      “Oh, he found the gym,” Brittany laughed. Alyssa flashed a curious grin and said, “Oh yeah? Well, that’s good. Daddy never uses it, anyway.”

      “I hope you don’t mind,” Brittany said, noting the cryptic expression upon the girls face. Alyssa’s eyes tightened and shifted for a moment. Brittany could not help but feel a hint of distrust or uncertainty in this expression. Alyssa was beautiful, but it was the way she seemed to hide herself, or her intentions, behind those gold-colored eyes; she seemed at work with a million intricate plans, hidden from sight. But, Brittany did not want to judge her, either; who was she to know what Alyssa had been thinking or not thinking? For all she knew, Alyssa was simply pleased to know that the gym was getting use.

      “Well, I’ve got to run up to the pharmacy and get my birth-control refilled, “Alyssa said, with the sort of frankness that Brittany was continuing to remind Brittany of her old friend’s hold-nothing-back style. Brittany envied the fact that Alyssa seemingly exuded no shame or insecurity in sharing any part of herself. She’d only just met Brittany again, and somehow seemed comfortable enough to share what normally would be a deeply intimate sexual experience with her boyfriend and his step-sister, after all. Brittany wanted the same sort of openness and transparency, but something stopped her. She wanted to brag about her own sexual exploits, or the massive size of Tyler’s dick, but she couldn’t find the ego to do so; especially not with now being a guest of Alyssa’s.

      “I’m going to this small concert around the corner if you guys want to join; it’s just this performance-art kind of thing, but they’re going to be wine and a few tapas,” she said.

      “Um, sure,” Brittany said. “It might be good to get out and do something like that. My brain is starting to fry after looking at my laptop all morning, trying to find a job.”

      “That’s no good,” Alyssa said, smiling. “You need to go find Tyler and release some of that tension,” she laughed.

      “Oh, we do that plenty,” Brittany smiled. “I mean…” she said, with a hint of blush.

      “Busted,” Alyssa said. “I don’t blame you, babe. If I was with Tyler… well, let’s just say I wouldn’t have a good GPA right now,” she laughed.

      Brittany could not help but ball her fists and feel the pang of jealousy deep in her body, as it had the other night at the cookout. “Well, definitely,” she said, turning her nose up, slightly. “He’s got a really big… um, you know,” she said, whispering and looking about, as though somebody might overhear her, there in the pool house.

      “Oh?” Alyssa gasped, and broke into a giggle. “Brittany, you dirty girl.”

      “Come on; it’s not like I was looking for that,” Brittany laughed, and rolled her eyes with delight. “But, it’s definitely a big plus.”

      “Literally,” Alyssa noted, as each of the girls laughed.

      “Must be nice,” she then said. “I’ve really only been with average guys. I guess I don’t have much luck with all of that. I’ve always wanted to try a really big one; I mean, what girl doesn’t secretly want to?” Alyssa grinned.

      Brittany couldn’t help but admit her own curiosities toward that very subject before she’d met Tyler. She also couldn’t help but notice how dangerously she’d acted in confessing such a naughty detail to Alyssa. Was she attracted to Tyler? She seemed attracted enough; though, Brittany knew that the girl could also simply be indulging her because it was her friend’s boyfriend. For all Brittany knew (and for all she told herself) Tyler was not Alyssa’s type.

      To be safe, however, Brittany changed the subject, quickly. “Um, so about the thing later tonight; where do we go to…?”

      “Oh! Well, why don’t you and Tyler come up to the kitchen around eight, and we can all go over to the café together?” The red-head then said.

      Alyssa stepped back out of the pool-house, and quickly started to the side of the house toward the garage, giving a playful parting wave to her friend. After a moment, she disappeared, and Brittany returned to her laptop, scrolling through the most recent job openings and deciding whether to take a dip in the pristine pool that seemed to be their own personal oasis for the summer.

      She disappeared into the closet and changed into a little blue and white bikini, re-appearing, only to find Tyler standing shirtless in the doorway of the bedroom. “Hey, babe,” he grinned, coming toward the girl and clutching her petite body in his big, slick biceps.

      “Ew, babe you’re all sweaty!” Brittany protested, but couldn’t help but laugh as Tyler began to tickle her. “Come on, babe,” he said, grinning.

      “Let me go; you’re so dirty!” She laughed.

      “Well, Alyssa didn’t seem to think so,” Tyler smirked, letting Brittany out of his arms.

      “What?” The blonde said, cocking her brow.

      “Yeah, I caught her checking in on me while I was finishing my workout. I mean, it probably wasn’t anything; I was really just joking,” the tall, dirty-blonde added.

      “Oh? And, um… were you shirtless?” Brittany asked. “Because, this might have had something to do with it,” she said, running her hands up and down her boyfriend’s well-defined abs.

      “Yeah… I was actually working out in just my underwear,” Tyler said, pulling his shorts open and letting the blonde girl see the tight sports trunks he’d had inside them. She noticed the bulge inside them as she looked down, and struggled to stay on subject.

      “Um, why were you working out in your underwear?” Brittany said.

      “I didn’t want to get my clothes sweaty. I always have to wash them, after. But since I knew nobody would be around…” he started, before Brittany interrupted.

      “But somebody was around. You knew Alyssa might be around,” she explained. “Were you hoping she would see you, or something?”

      “Babe,” Tyler said, pulling back in surprise. “Come on; I wasn’t thinking of her at all, which is why I even did such a dumb thing. You think I wanted her to see me working out in my briefs in her dad’s gym? That looks kind of weird,” Tyler laughed.

      “Whatever,” Brittany simply returned. She felt too unsure of just what she should believe. “I’m going for a swim,” she added, passing her boyfriend and heading outside.

      “Well, I’m going to hit the showers,” Tyler said.

      “Um, Alyssa wanted us to go to this performance art thing with her later; do you want to go? Because, I can just go,” Brittany said.

      “Yeah, I might skip that if it’s all right,” Tyler said.

      A wave of relief came over the blonde girl, and she smiled. “I thought you might say that,” she said, before heading to the pool.
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        * * *

      

      The performance art event had ended, leaving Alyssa and Brittany walking back to the red-head’s sports car. The entire evening with Alyssa had been fun and exciting for Brittany, but also blanketed by a strange energy that she could not quite decipher. At times, she felt that Alyssa had been attracted to her boyfriend; yet during the evening at the café, the girl had said a few things suggesting that, not only had she thought little of Tyler, but that she might have been attracted more so to her old friend, Brittany. The blonde girl could not tell where her projections ended, and reality began, however. She didn’t want to be so egotistical as to believe Alyssa could have been attracted to her. But the prospect of ogling her man made much more sense.

      They arrived at Alyssa’s car at the far, shaded end of the parking lot. It seemed to be only the two of them for miles; with only trees rustling in the evening summer breeze behind them. Alyssa propped herself up against the side of her car and lifted her hand to her forehead, mimicking a dramatic scene from the show they had just watched. The girls laughed and Brittany admitted that she thought one of the actors—a big, strapping man who’d been nude for his scene—had been handsome.

      “You’re a dirty girl, Brit,” Alyssa said, laughing. Each of the girls had had a glass of wine during the show, and though each of them remained sober, the night-cap had helped add certain levity to the tension that had existed between them.

      “What did you think about him? He looked like Tyler, didn’t he?” Brittany asked.

      “Yeah, he did,” Alyssa nodded, before bursting into laughter, “But I’ll bet Tyler’s thing is a lot bigger than his was.”

      Brittany covered her mouth and nodded as she laughed, “It is, way bigger.”

      “When am I going to get to see it? You know, just to prove that you’re not making up stories like you used to do,” Alyssa said, with her eyes hanging on Brittany’s in the evening dark.

      “What? I didn’t make up stories,” Brittany said.

      “Remember when you told me that you had a crush on that girl from West High? And you said that you kissed her after your tournament?” Alyssa giggled. “You thought you were so cool and edgy,” she continued.

      “So, maybe I made that up,” Brittany said, “But she was really pretty.”

      “Oh?” Alyssa said, with the laughter dimming from her tone. “So, you’re saying that you’re into boys and girls?”

      Brittany felt a pang of hesitation, but nodded. Though she knew Alyssa was a bit uncontrollable, she also felt a certain strange need to be upfront and candid with her old friend. “I guess so,” she added.

      “Well, I’ve got to wonder,” Alyssa said, shifting her eyes side to side. “Did you ever get that kiss from a girl? The one you obviously fantasized so much about that you felt the need to make up stories about?”

      Brittany shrugged and, with a nervous laugh, shook her head. “No,” she said.

      “Do you ever think about it?” Alyssa asked. “Because I do.”

      “You do?” Brittany said, noting the sparkle in Alyssa’s eyes; the excitement that seemed to come from it, as she lowered her voice and brought a finger to her mouth, hanging it in the corner of her lips as she eyed the blonde up and down. “I do,” Alyssa said.

      “Well,” Brittany said, moving toward Alyssa. Though her mind didn’t quite know what she was doing, her body certainly did. She moved her hips closer and closer, until she’d been propped against the side of Alyssa’s car, right next to her. She could smell the girl’s scent—sweet and warm, just as Tyler had noticed. It left her feeling a sense of desire that she felt surprised by; not so much because Alyssa was not attractive—that much was obvious—but because she’d never felt so compelled before to indulge in her most secret fantasies of being physical with another girl. It was as though she wanted to get to Alyssa first; if the red-head had harbored any interest in Brittany’s boyfriend, then the blonde girl wanted to be the one who got the first taste, as if to control the situation and prove that if anything should happen, she wanted it to.

      She didn’t know exactly how she felt, still, about the idea of Alyssa and her boyfriend flirting. She had thought about it, however. After a dip in the pool earlier that afternoon, she’d taken a bath, and had been able to keep her hand from descending down between her naked thighs to find her clit. Swollen with want, she grazed against it in the soft, silky water, and immediately her mind broadcast her images of Alyssa engaging in the threesome she had told Brittany about. Only, her mind did not picture Alyssa with her ex-boyfriend and his step-sister. No, now her thoughts had fantasized about her and Tyler with Alyssa. The girl’s revelation at having had a threesome with another girl had been the spark, whether Brittany had realized it yet, or not.

      And now, as though it were all tied together, her increasing attraction to Alyssa, seemed destined to open a gate and allow all her dirtiest, most secretive fantasies about sharing her boyfriend with the red-head. Brittany inched closer to Alyssa, and eyed the red-head.

      “You know, I was really surprised at how, um, pretty you’ve become,” Alyssa said, with a hint of vulnerability that Brittany had not yet seen from the girl.

      “What are you saying?” Brittany asked.

      “I don’t know,” Alyssa smiled, and turned her eyes away. The red-head bit her lip and eyed the blonde once, more.

      “I think I know what you’re saying,” Brittany grinned. She wanted to come in for a kiss, but instead, her fingers grew excited, and stretched toward Alyssa’s hip, caressing the girl’s tight, low-rise jeans. She slid her fingertips over the band of them, and touched the girl’s bare hips, just between her jeans and her top.

      “I knew you were a dirty girl,” Alyssa said.

      “Me? You’re the one who’s eye-fucking Tyler,” Brittany laughed.

      “What? I can’t believe you would say that,” Alyssa said, feigning a sense of outrage that only left them laughing.

      “You want his big dick, don’t you?” Brittany said, taunting her old friend.

      “Come on, Brittany!” Alyssa protested, but laughed all the while.

      “You want it, don’t you?” Brittany continued, giggling.

      “What am I going to have to do to shut you up?” Alyssa said, before leaning forward and planting a kiss on the blonde girl’s lips. With that, Brittany’s hand slid inside Alyssa’s jeans and found the warmth of her mound just inside a pair of skimpy, thin panties. Brittany’s body became aflutter with lust and hunger. Something strange had built in her from the moment she’d seen Alyssa. And now, it was too late to turn back. She wanted her old friend; maybe she’d always wanted her.

      The two embraced and Brittany tasted Alyssa’s mouth on her own, before the red-head grabbed her hand and pulled her into the backseat of her car. There, the two girls tangled their bodies over the spacious leather seat, with Alyssa unbuckling Brittany’s jeans and tugging them down her legs.

      Brittany felt the heat of Alyssa’s breath on her own, as she ducked down and began to bite and kiss the red-heads’ neck, hungrily tasting the sweetness of her skin on her lips, as her hands quickly ventured toward her breasts.

      “What are we doing?” Brittany whispered, pulling back.

      “I don’t know… having fun?” Alyssa smiled with concern that the Brittany might’ve changed her mind.

      But Brittany laughed and nodded, before lowering her face down to Alyssa’s breasts. There, she pulled open the red-head’s top and kissed against her stiff nipples. “Oh… fuck,” Alyssa said, gripping the front seat of the car as she winced with tension. “Fuck,” she exhaled, as she watched Brittany move down to between her legs. The blonde girl tugged her jeans down her legs, maneuvering in the small space, until all that remained on Alyssa’s waist was a small, pink thong. Brittany eyed the delicious mound-form inside them, and dragged her fingers over Alyssa’s panties. The red-head sighed with want, and slid her hands over Brittany’s, pulling her toward the band of her thong.

      “Do you want my boyfriend?” Brittany asked, almost matter-of-fact, as she slid her fingers inside Alyssa’s panties and felt the warm, slick dew on her puffy, swollen lips.

      “Fuck!” Alyssa cried out, as Brittany’s fingertip slid graceful and slowly over the small nub of her clit. The girl’s soft skin glided over it, awakening Alyssa to her deepest desires. She gasped and thrust her hips and said, “I do.”

      “Maybe we should go back to the pool-house, then,” Brittany said. “And he could join us.”

      “Look at you,” Alyssa said, biting her lip. “I thought I was going to be the one to have to suggest all of this.”

      “I knew you wanted it,” Brittany said. “I knew you wanted him. At first I was jealous,” the blonde said, as she slid her fingers firmer against Alyssa’s clit, reveling in the sticky, warm slickness of the girl’s tight lips.

      “Fuck,” Alyssa cried quietly.

      “I was really jealous. And, maybe I still am,” Brittany continued, driving her fingers to Alyssa’s taut, steamy opening. She slid her fingers just inside, and Alyssa groaned loudly, clutching anything she could in her fingers, as her chest heaved.

      “But, I also know that friends share,” Brittany said. “And, for some reason I can’t stop thinking about you and him together… I keep masturbating to the thought,” she added. “And, I guess I want you to feel him inside you,” she continued, sliding her finger just inside Alyssa’s pussy.

      “Fuck,” the red-head continued. “Because if you think my finger feels nice, just wait until he stretches you wider than you’ve ever been,” she grinned.

      “Come on,” the blonde said, interrupting their session, and climbing into the front passenger seat of the car.

      “Wh—what? Already?” Alyssa said, dejected.

      “We’re going back home so we can finish what we started,” Brittany laughed. Alyssa reluctantly climbed into her seat and started to engine. They each laughed, noting that Alyssa was only wearing her panties, and nothing else; Brittany, too, had been without a shirt—a fact that Alyssa could not stop eyeing as they drove back to her house.

      “We’re in such deep shit if a cop passes us,” Alyssa laughed.

      “Why? You’re breasts are so perfect that he’ll let you off,” Brittany said, before leaning over the slide her tongue over the girl’s stiff nipple.

      “Come on, Brit!” Alyssa giggled and rolled her eyes. “Fuck,” she said.

      When Brittany realized that they’d made it to Alyssa’s street, she decided that it would be safe enough to tease her a bit more. She slid her hand between Alyssa’s legs as the girl drove the rest of the way. She drove her fingers inside the girl’s now balmy panties, and enjoyed a bit more play, as Alyssa giggled and begged for more. Somehow, she had managed to make it to the front curb of the house.

      They each leapt from the car and rushed toward the front door, laughing at the fact that, should anybody have noticed, Alyssa was entirely naked, save for her panties, and running through the front lawn.

      They rounded the side of the house, where Alyssa tapped in the key-code, and made their way down the back lawn, where they found Tyler in the pool, doing laps.

      “Hey!” Alyssa called out. Tyler looked over, seeing the girl’s bare breasts. He nearly sank in place as his eyes grew wide. “Alyssa?” He said. “Fuck…” he groaned with immediate want at the girl’s pristine, tight little frame.

      “Hey, babe,” Brittany called, just behind her.

      Alyssa rounded the pool and made for the house, as Brittany came over to the edge of the pool and grabbed her boyfriend’s arm. “Come on; get out,” she said. “We need you for something.”

      “Wh—what is going on? Why is Alyssa naked?” Tyler asked.

      “Like you care why,” Brittany smiled. “Come on… we need you do to do something.”

      Tyler came out of the pool, where a slight bulge had already began to form in the wet shorts that clung to his body. Brittany playfully tugged them off his legs as he started toward the pool-house. “Babe, what are you doing?” He asked with disbelief.

      “You won’t need these,” Brittany said, successfully getting them off her boyfriend. She eyed him and his wet, naked muscles, from head to toe. Even with the shrinkage of being in the cold pool, his cock was magnificently large—larger soft than most men were hard.

      Brittany took Tyler by his hand and pulled him through the pool house, where they came into the bedroom and found Alyssa on the bed, entirely naked, now.

      “Fuck,” Tyler whispered.

      “Fuck is right,” Alyssa said. “Look at that thing! It’s… massive!” She gasped, as both girls laughed. Tyler covered himself with his hands for a moment, grinning with both embarrassment and pride.

      “What is going on?” Tyler asked, but could not help but notice Alyssa’s perfect figure, and especially her ruddy, swollen sex. His cock grew hard beneath his hands—so hard that he could no longer contain it—simply from the sight of the nude girl.

      “You’re going to fuck her,” Brittany said. “She’s all yours. Do whatever you want.”

      “Seriously?” Tyler said. “Are you sure about this?” He asked, inching toward the bed.

      “Come here, already,” Alyssa begged. “Finish what your girlfriend started,” she said, spreading her legs slightly, and letting the rosy color of her pussy spread out before him.

      “What she started?” Tyler said, wondering what exactly had taken place while Alyssa and Brittany were gone.

      The blonde jock did not know at all what was going on; and he couldn’t have cared any less as to the reason. The only thing he knew was that, suddenly, his girlfriend was sharing him with her hot best friend. She was lying naked on the bed with her legs spread out, and begging for him. He had to pinch himself to see whether he was dreaming.

      Brittany watched with delight as Tyler climbed onto the bed. She nodded and insisted that it was fine, even playfully grabbing Tyler’s hands and pulling them away from his lap.

      “Look at it,” Brittany said; with a sense of pride, as her boyfriend’s now half-hard cock had already grown two or three times its previous size.

      “Fuck!” Alyssa cried, grinning. She lifted a foot up to his cock and stroked the underside with her toes, even dipping down to the big, ruddy sack that hung at its base.

      “Damn,” Tyler groaned quietly.

      “I was telling Alyssa what a big penis you had and, well, she wanted to see it for herself,” Brittany said, coming down to sit on the edge of the bed near Alyssa’s breasts. She lowered her mouth over them and kissed them, all while Tyler watched in disbelief.

      Brittany’s heart raced, thudding in her chest. She couldn’t believe what she was doing, but she couldn’t stop, either. She had to; now that she’d started.

      “I want you to fuck her,” Brittany said. “That’s an order, young man,” she teased.

      Each of the girls laughed, as Alyssa chimed in. “First he needs to taste me, though, to make sure I’m ripe for fucking,” she giggled.

      Tyler hesitated for a moment, but with wild, excited eyes, gladly lowered his mouth to the warm, sweet mound. At once, he slid his tongue over Alyssa’s lips, tasting her sex on his mouth. Without wasting another moment, he grabbed the girl’s thighs in his big hands, and pulled her body closer toward him. “Oh!” Alyssa yelped, as her petite body had been so easily yanked by the muscular college boy.

      “Fuck!” She cried out, as Tyler’s tongue waded through her lips, careful and caressing. Long, slow brushes then settled over her clit, bringing her closer and closer to climax, all while Brittany found Alyssa’s mouth and planted a kiss upon them. “Why don’t you taste yourself?” Brittany laughed, twisting her tongue with Alyssa’s, all as the red-head squirmed with utter delight at submission of Tyler’s expert tongue.

      The red-head could faintly taste the flavor of her own wetness on Brittany’s mouth—sweet and dewy. She pulled off the blonde girl’s mouth to gasp with delight, each time Tyler’s mouth left her near climax.

      Minute after minute she felt herself brought closer and closer, until finally, she felt the earth-shattering sensation of that entire tension wound and released. Her body felt as though it was turning inside out, as her skin became electric and she cried out, all as Brittany teased her breasts, and Tyler did not once let his tongue up from her clit—not until the final shudder of her core. After trembling and shaking, Alyssa’s petite frame relaxed, and the red-head quickly leap forward, grabbing Tyler’s fat cock in her hand.

      She stroked it and, still panting from her climax, licked her lips and said, “It’s so giant!”

      Brittany giggled and could only nod. The blonde girl began to remove her pants and panties, as Alyssa started to stroke her boyfriend’s cock. After only a few moments longer, Alyssa could not contain her hunger, and she brought her mouth to the blonde jock’s dick, sliding her lips over the smooth, firm, flared head of his massive tool.

      “Fuck,” Tyler groaned, as the velvet, warm wetness enveloped his cock tighter than he’d ever experienced. His eyes rolled back and he grinned, watching Brittany strip naked before him. She teased him, putting on a little strip-show as she waded her hips back and forth. “How does her mouth feel, babe?” She asked.

      “Fucking amazing,” Tyler said, though he felt a touch hesitant to admit as much. But somehow, Brittany smiled excitedly at this. The blonde girl had seemed to harbor only enjoyment and bliss at watching her boyfriend’s cock slide in and out of her old friend’s mouth. She leaned forward and got close up, pulling Alyssa’s stubborn hair back for her.

      “He tastes good, huh?” Brittany asked. Alyssa moaned over the thick cock, to which the blonde girl laughed.

      “Deeper, you dirty little slut,” Brittany laughed, and pushed against the back of Alyssa’s head. The blonde girl felt enlivened watching her more attractive friend suck her boyfriend off; a sight she’d once dreaded, yet now could not stop herself from growing wet over. She became more and more aroused, and couldn’t help but touch her swollen little clit as she listened to the wet sounds of Alyssa’s mouth on Tyler’s big dick.

      “Are you ready to fuck her, babe?” Brittany asked. “Because I’m ready to watch you.”

      “Fuck yeah I am,” Tyler growled, giving one final moan of delight as Alyssa tightened her lips around his cock and pulled off. She licked his pre-cum off her lips and grinned. “He tastes great, too.”

      “Well, maybe you can tell me how I taste?” Brittany said, falling back against the headboard of the bed and spreading her pussy open. Alyssa laughed and turned onto her belly, inching across the top of the bed, until her mouth—already wet and flush from sucking Tyler’s cock—found the blonde girl’s pussy.

      Tyler watched as Alyssa’s rump turned up into the air before him, and her wet, reddened lips seemed ready for him to spread apart over his cock. He wasted little time, grabbing his cock and sliding it inside the warm, tight opening.

      “Oh… fuck,” he growled.

      “Does she feel good, babe?” Brittany asked.

      “Fuck,” was all he could say, with his eyes closing and his head falling back.

      Brittany giggled, until Alyssa’ tongue slid over her clit, and from then on, all she could do was gasp and sigh with delight. She struggled to keep her eyes open and watch the sight she’d both dreaded and anticipated—her boyfriend sliding his big dick deep insider Alyssa’s soft, wet, pussy.

      The blonde jock felt embarrassed going so slow, but with Alyssa’s tight walls gripping his shaft, he didn’t know just how long he would be able to last with the red-head’s butt stuck up in front of him to add to the torture.

      “Fuck!” Brittany gasped. “She’s going to make me cum, babe.”

      The blonde girl clutched her red-headed friend’s shoulders, gripping her fingers into the girl’s smooth, pale, heated skin, as she came. She didn’t understand anything that had led to that point, and she no longer cared as to the reasons why. All Brittany knew, was that she had in such a short time, become a certified cuckquean; fantasizing about her boyfriend and her best friend. And now, with Tyler’s cock deep inside Alyssa’s, leaving the red-head to moan over Brittany’s wet mound, Brittany had erupted.

      “Fuck her, babe; I want to hear her scream,” Brittany insisted.

      Tyler, finding his groove, now thrust deep and fast, grabbing Alyssa’s cheeks in each hand and fucking as deep as her body would allow. The red-head pulled her mouth from Brittany’s throbbing pussy and threw her head back, crying, “Fuck! Just like that!”

      A pang of jealousy returned at the sight of Alyssa taking her boyfriend’s big cock so expertly, even begging for it. But she couldn’t argue with the lust and pleasure her body delivered. She watched with delight as the sound of her boyfriend’s hips spanking against Alyssa’s ass with each forceful thrust echoed into the bedroom, met with the sounds of Tyler and Alyssa’s moans.

      “Cum for me, babe!” Brittany demanded. “I want you to fill her up.”

      “Are you sure?” Tyler asked.

      “I’m on the pill,” Alyssa laughed. “So fill me up!”

      Tyler did not argue with this, and pounded the girl’s tight ass. He surprised each of them by flipping Alyssa over and resuming in missionary, grabbing Alyssa’s ankles and lifting them up toward over his shoulders. His cock slid deeper this way, and Alyssa’s cries became stronger, as she felt his thickness unlock her all the way to her deepest point—stretching her and filling her in a way she’d never experienced.

      “I told you he felt good,” Brittany laughed, knowing exactly what the expression on her friend’s face had meant.

      “I’m going to cum again!” Alyssa cried, rubbing her clit. At once, she broke into a second orgasm, as Tyler lowered her legs and brought his face up toward hers. He kissed her along her neck—his muscles towering over her quivering frame—as he broke into his own orgasm.

      “Oh… fuck!” He growled at the top of his lungs.

      Brittany could only watch as her friend and her boyfriend orgasmed together—each moaning and growling into the air. The jealousy returned to her mind, but her body overruled this with its own desperate need for a second orgasm, too. She touched herself and brought herself to another climax just as her boyfriend had emptied his virile seed deep into Alyssa’s womb. The knowledge of this left Brittany more conflicted than ever, just as Tyler planted a passionate kiss upon Alyssa’s lips, and the pair caught their breath.

      “Wow,” she smiled. “I’ve never orgasmed twice like that. Brittany was right about you.”

      “Thanks,” Tyler said, with a modest grin.

      His throbbing cock finally weakened and he withdrew, with white pearls still oozing from his tip. He knew that it was the strongest orgasm of his life, but he also knew to keep this a secret between himself, and perhaps Alyssa, when he’d have her alone.

      Brittany watched on, knowing that something big had changed, then. There would be no going back now. Her old friend had become her best friend, and her lover. But more than anything else, Alyssa had become part of her relationship with Tyler. If anything, Alyssa might take precedence over her if she were not careful. She watched the way Tyler came deep inside her; so much stronger than he seemed to with her.

      Perhaps it was simply the thrill of the new for him. Or perhaps, she’d gotten herself into something bigger than she could have ever imagined. She didn’t know how she would feel as the day, the week, or the rest of the summer went on. But as her pussy throbbed from its second climax, Brittany knew one thing: she would not be able to argue with her body.

      It was going to be a long, hot summer!
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      “Oh! Isn’t it beautiful?”  I asked.  I dropped my luggage and spun around with my arms open wide as I took in the sight of the Parisian hotel lobby.  It was ornate from ceiling to floor with arched walkways and chandeliers.  My heart was racing.  It was my first time in Paris and Mason was taking me for our honeymoon.  It was due to be the most romantic weekend we would ever have.

      “If it makes you happy, Emma, I’m happy,” he said with a smile.  He has picked up my dropped luggage and started laughing at my behavior.  Mason’s shiny dark hair fell into his blue eyes as he watched.  He looked both rugged and boyish at the same time.  We were both still transitioning from youth to full maturity, but it helped that Mason and I had amazing jobs.  We were able to afford things most of our peers weren’t.  And the gift money from our parents helped too.

      I was already full of adrenaline when I approached the front desk.  Mason stood beside me.  He showed them his identification and paid for the suite.  A suite! I couldn’t believe it.  In one of the most beautiful hotels in Paris.

      We entered the elevator and rode it to the top.  Mason and I kept ogling each other the whole ride up.  This trip had made me so wet for him.  I couldn’t wait to make love to my new husband in such a romantic hotel.

      We stepped into the suite and I was temporarily distracted by the beauty.  I thought once the doors were closed I’d be throwing myself on Mason and tearing off his clothes, but it had to wait.  I was entranced by the view from the balcony window.  I walked toward it, threw open the French doors and stepped outside.

      The air was crisp and the city was lit up as the sun started to go down for the day.  I had the perfect view of the Eiffel Tower and my eyes welled up with tears.  I felt Mason’s arms around me and I felt his chin rest on my shoulder.  I turned to him and kissed him long and hard.

      He spun me around in his arms and touched my cheek softly.  I couldn’t have been more in love.  Mason was perfect for me, and we were going to spend the rest of our lives together.

      Mason clasped my hands in his and led me back into the hotel room.  We left the patio doors open as we tore each other’s clothes off.  Mason was left only in briefs and I was in my white, lacy honeymoon lingerie.  He led me to the bed, and crawled over me.

      His kissed were long and soft.  I arched my back, feeling my wet panties rub against my tender pussy.  I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me.  Pumping in and out while we stared out at the Parisian city below.

      Mason’s lips left my neck and kissed the neckline of my bra.  He reached around my back and unclasped it.  It pulled away from my chest, exposing my hard, pink nipples to his eager mouth.  His lips wrapped around one and sucked in.

      My fingers found his hair and gripped tight as I moaned.  Sparks of electricity shot through me and I instinctively spread my legs for him.  He slipped his fingers inside my panties and massaged my clit.  Then he slipped a finger inside me and I rocked against him.

      “Please,” I begged.  “I want to feel you inside me.”  He growled and kissed me hard.  He took my panties off and reached for his briefs.

      We jolted at the knock on the door.  He turned over his shoulder to look at it.  “Are you expecting anyone?” he asked me.

      “No, are you?”

      “No.”

      “Just ignore it then,” I pleaded.  I sat up, pulled down his briefs and pulled his cock free.  I kissed the tip and then wrapped my lips around it.  His fingers found my hair and he moaned.  I moved him in deeper until he hit the back of my throat.

      I pulled off when there was another knock.  “Room service,” called a girl from the other side.

      “I didn’t order room service,” said Mason, but he was already off the bed with his briefs pulled up.  He pulled a robe on quickly and I pulled the bed sheets up over my naked body.  Mason went to the door and pulled it open.

      A cute little brunette in a uniform was pushing a white cart with food on it.  She was petite with curves to her hips and breasts.  Her uniform clung to her perfect body and I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous of her appearance.  She had my dream body.  The kind I’d always wanted but knew I would never attain.  The kind you needed genetics to build properly.

      She had a French accent, but it rolled a little differently off her tongue.  Without an invitation, she pushed the cart inside the room.  I gasped, clutching the sheets to my naked body, confused as to why the intrusion was making me wet.

      Her green eyes caught mine and she smiled.  No, she smirked.  Like she was pleased with what she was seeing.  “My apologies,” she said.  “I did not mean to interrupt.”

      Mason came toward her and said, “We did not order this.”

      “Courtesy of the hotel,” she said with a wink.  “It is your honeymoon, no?”

      My cheeks burned with heat and Mason’s turned red.  “Yes, yes it is.”

      She smiled and looked between the two of us several times.  “Enjoy your stay,” she said, and then she slipped out of the room.

      “What a strange girl,” said Mason.  “Do you think it’s a French thing?”

      I shook my head, dazed and staring at the door.  “I don’t know.”  My head was dizzy and light.  Part of me almost wanted her to come back inside.

      “Well then,” said Mason.  “Where were we?”  He stripped off his robe and climbed into bed.  He pulled the sheets from my fingers and I felt them glide down over my breasts.  He kissed my lips, then my neck.  He took his briefs off and was already hard again.  Or maybe his erection never left.

      While he kissed his way down to my pussy, I could only think of one thing.  The French brunette that had just been in our room.  Did Mason think she was sexy?  Is that why his cock was still so hard?  And if he did…could I blame him?  She was the sexiest girl I’d ever seen.

      As Mason’s tongue swept along my wet pussy, I closed my eyes, and all I could see was the French girl.  I pictured her staring up at me from between my legs.  I imagined it was her mouth – not Mason’s – on my pussy.  That it was her hot breath rolling across my skin.

      I clasped his hair in my hands, arched my back and came.  My body was shivering, but my stomach was in knots.  This isn’t how a new wife should behave on her honeymoon.  I shouldn’t be thinking of someone else while my husband went down on me.

      “That was quick,” teased Mason as he crawled back up over my body.  He pushed his cock inside me and thrust long and deep.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his hips.  But I was picturing something even stranger than before.  Something that should never turn me on.

      I was picturing Mason fucking the French girl instead.

      I leaned my forehead to his shoulder and cried out.  An intense, almost painful, orgasm swept through me, tightening and relaxing every muscle in my body.  My skin was on fire as Mason’s fingers dug into my hips.  He slammed against me, coaxing a deeper orgasm from me.  And then I felt his hot cum fill me up as he groaned against my ear.

      He held me in his arms.  We caught our breath while looking out at the well-lit city below.

      “I have a confession to make,” I told him.  I didn’t want to tell Mason what I had thought of, but I was racked with guilt.  “I was thinking of the French girl when you went down on me.”

      Mason sat up on his elbows and looked down at me.  “Really?”  He was smiling and not at all upset.  “That’s pretty hot.”

      I sat up and held the sheets to my chest.  “Do you think she’s hot?”

      “Is this a trap?”

      “No, no,” I said.  “I guess I just felt a little insecure when she came in here.”

      “Emma, you’re beautiful.  You have soft curves and golden, blond hair.  You’re like an angel.  But that’s not the only reason I married you.  You’re smart and ambitious.  You match me perfectly.  You should never feel insecure.”  He cupped my face in his hands and kissed my forehead, nose, and lips.

      “I know, but you have to admit she was pretty,” I told him.

      “If I admit that she was pretty, will you let it go?”

      “Well, there’s something else.  Fuck, I don’t know if I can say it…”

      He scooped me in his arms and I rested my head on his shoulder.  “You can tell me anything, Emma.”  His hand found mine and our fingers interlocked.  “You know that.”

      I exhaled.  “It’s just…when you were inside me, I couldn’t stop picturing something else.”

      “Like what?” he asked.

      “Like what it would look like if you were fucking her instead.”

      His body tensed as he held me, but he tried to hide it.  I glanced down at his groin and his cock was throbbing and growing hard.  I pretended I didn’t see it, but the thought of it made me wet.  I looked up at him and studied his face.

      “You know I would never, ever do anything to hurt you,” he said.  “You don’t need to worry about anything like that.”

      “That’s the thing,” I said.  “I wasn’t worried.  It excited me.  Like I wanted it.  Doesn’t that make me fucked up?”  I buried my head in his shoulder again and he held me close.

      “No,” he said, and I heard him swallow.  “No, it doesn’t make you fucked up at all.”

      “What was her name, anyway?” I asked.  I threw off the bed sheets and crawled out of Mason’s grasp.

      “What does it matter?”

      I approached the cart and found a folded card from the hotel.  On it, it listed a female name.  Gabrielle was your server today.  I held it in my fingers and whispered her name.  “Gabrielle.”

      Mason jumped out of bed and moved the serving tray to the little table.  “Let’s eat,” he said.  But I was distant and already felt full.  I had an idea.  I had no clue if it would work or not, but I had to try it.  I waited for Mason to finish eating and then fall asleep on the bed.

      I called room service and made a request for later that evening.  Some champagne, delivered by Gabrielle at the end of her last shift.  The operator sounded confused, but accepted my request.

      I curled up beside Mason’s naked body on the bed and fell asleep.
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      I woke up to an alert Mason.  “How long have we been asleep?” I asked him.

      “I don’t know about you, but I’ve been knocked out for about two hours.”

      “Two hours!”  I jumped out of bed and rushed to the bathroom.  I turned on the shower and washed myself as quickly as possible.  I looked at my reflection while I styled my blonde hair.  I still felt hopelessly insecure about Gabrielle coming over, but I couldn’t stop it now.

      “What’s gotten into you?” asked Mason.  “Do we have a reservation somewhere or something?  I thought we were just going to lounge around the first few days.”

      “We are,” I said as I left the bathroom and found my cutest black dress.  “I just want to look good for you, that’s all.”

      “You already looked good to me,” he said, wrapping his arms around my waist.

      There was a knock at the door.  I tried to hide my smile, but I couldn’t.  “Again?” he asked.  And then he caught my expression.  “Emma…what did you do?”

      “You’ll see,” I said.  I rushed to the door and opened it wide for Gabrielle.  She smiled in her blue uniform and brought in the champagne.

      “I’m so pleased you asked specifically for me,” she said.

      “We did?” asked Mason.

      “I did,” I told him.  He raised his brow and watched Gabrielle set the champagne down on the little round table.  She bent over slightly and I caught Mason staring at her ass as it poked out.  The skirt of her uniform rode up the backs of her thighs and the sight made my legs quiver.

      “Will that be all?” asked Gabrielle.  But her eyes said she knew we weren’t through here.  She watched me closely, occasionally taking peeks at Mason who was still shirtless.  He was only wearing a pair of thin lounge pants and his briefs underneath.

      “Gabrielle, would you like to stay and share some champagne with us?”

      “Emma, what are you doing?” asked Mason, but I ignored him.

      “That sounds lovely,” said Gabrielle.  She leaned over and poured three glasses of champagne.  She handed Mason one and then handed me mine.  Our fingers touched and I felt a spark shoot through my wrist.  I didn’t know why, but I wanted to kiss her.  I’d never wanted to kiss a girl before.

      The three of us stood while we drank our champagne.  We looked at each other, but didn’t say a word.  When the glasses were empty, Gabrielle asked, “Anything else I can do for you?”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat as I tried to think of how to ask for what I wanted.  Would she feel like I was taking advantage of her?  I didn’t want her to do anything she didn’t want to do.  And despite the way she was looking at me, I couldn’t decide for certain if she wanted the same things.

      “As a matter of fact,” I started, but I couldn’t finish.  I didn’t dare ask her to sleep with my husband.  I didn’t dare even ask her for a kiss.  “What else….can…you do for me?”

      Her brows raised and she smiled.  “What is it you are missing?” she asked.  She stepped toward me until our faces were inches apart.  Her fingers reached for my hands and our palms touched.  My breath was slow and shallow.  “Are you missing an adventure?”

      She leaned in and kissed me.  I couldn’t believe that she was actually kissing me.  My chest pounded and I was dizzy.  Her lips were soft and sweet.  Her saliva was like honey as her tongue slipped into my mouth.  My nipples strained against my dress, desperate to be touched and played with.

      As if Gabrielle could read my mind, she moved her hands to my waist and upward toward my breasts.  I gasped against our kiss as her thumbs brushed against my nipples through the fabric.

      “Fuck,” groaned Mason as he watched.

      Gabrielle pulled back.  “You are not pleased?” she asked.

      “No,” he said, “I’m very pleased.”

      “Good,” she said.  She looked at him while she pulled the top of my dress down to my waist.  She kept her eyes on Mason as she cupped one breast and lowered her mouth to my nipple.  She sucked it in and Mason watched intently.  He chewed on his lower lip as he took in the sight of us.

      Gabrielle stood back and slowly unfastened the buttons on her uniform.  She dropped the top to the floor, revealing a lacy black bra underneath.  She unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it.  Her panties were also black lace.

      I followed her lead and removed my dress until we were both in lingerie.  Mason’s breathing was heavy and slow as he watched Gabrielle climb onto the bed in our honeymoon suite.  She laid on her side and patted the area next to her.  “Come over,” she said to me.

      I crawled on the bed and lay beside her.  She leaned over me and kissed me long and hard.  Her tongue swirled against mine. She kissed my cheek, my neck, and my collarbone.  She sucked on my bare nipples and I arched my back.  Her lips kissed down my stomach to the edge of my panties.

      Mason kneeled on the bed beside me and I reached inside his lounge pants for his cock.  I stroked it while he watched us.  Gabrielle tugged my panties down my legs and I could feel my pussy dripping.  I was so wet for her.  I couldn’t believe I was this wet for a girl.

      I felt her hot breath between my legs.  Her hands wrapped around my thighs and spread them wide.  Her tongue licked along my pussy and teased my clit.  I moaned and stroked Mason faster.  He gripped my breasts in his firm hands and played with my nipples.

      Mason moved his cock forward until the tip touched my lips.  I opened wide for him and sucked his cock while Gabrielle licked my pussy.  I writhed on the bed, growing hotter and hotter.  Stars were shooting behind my eyes as my climax built and finally exploded through me.

      I moaned against Mason’s cock and he kept shoving it deeper and deeper inside of me.  I came down and he pulled out, but he hadn’t come yet.  And that’s when Gabrielle turned her sights on him.

      She crawled up beside me and leaned over my body, taking Mason’s cock in her mouth.  Even her moan sounded cute and French as she swallowed him whole.  I had the perfect view as I lay underneath them.  Mason slid his hands down Gabrielle’s back and unclasped her bra.  It fell forward and I removed it, taking in the sight of her full, naked breasts.

      Her creamy skin smelled like vanilla and her nipples were tiny and pink.  I slid down until they were dangling just above me.  I sucked one into my mouth and loved the feeling of the little nub against my tongue.  She moaned with a mouth full of cock as I teased her.

      Mason held Gabrielle’s head in his hands as he shifted his hips back and forth.  She swallowed and gagged, but she didn’t let up.  She sucked him like a pro.  Like she’d done this sort of thing before.

      Mason groaned and his abs flexed.  My gut twisted at the sight of his euphoric expression.  He was coming.  Coming in another woman’s mouth.  Because I had asked him to.  Because I had set it up.

      But the torment made me wetter than before.  The knots in my stomach made me want it more.  Gabrielle pulled away from his cock and I kissed her.  I wanted to taste my husband’s cum on her tongue.

      I leaned her back against the bed and pulled her panties down.  Her pussy was neatly trimmed into a little heart.  I smiled at that and pushed her knees up to her chest.  I’d never done this before, but I was more eager to than ever.  I leaned down and licked up the slit of her pussy.  I circled her clit with my tongue and watched her wiggle on the bed.

      It was the hottest thing I’d ever done.  I couldn’t believe I was doing it on my honeymoon, in front of my husband.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, stroking his cock while he watched us.  He played with Gabrielle’s bare tits while I licked and sucked on her clit.  I slid a finger inside her and curled it up toward her belly.  I slipped in a second.

      She moaned in a high pitch little squeal.  “Please,” she said, “more.”

      So I gave her more.  I fucked her pussy with my fingers faster.  I sucked harder.  She arched her back and Mason sucked on her nipples.  She clasped his head to her chest as she cried out.  Her body quivered and shook.  It was intense when she came.

      She sat up and pushed me back against the bed.  “I want to lick you again,” she said.  “While your husband fucks me.”

      My eyes were wide, but my pussy was aching at her words.  She dipped her head between my legs and kissed my outer pussy lips.  Mason climbed behind her and positioned his cock to her pussy.

      “No,” she said.  “Not there.”  She pointed upward toward her ass.  “There.”

      “Fuck,” groaned Mason.

      I couldn’t help feeling a little insecure.  I’d never done anal with him.  What if he liked it better? What if he liked her better?  But just as the thought had entered my mind, it disappeared.  Gabrielle’s tongue swept up and down my sensitive folds, sending me into a euphoric high of my own.

      I gripped the bed sheets and my eyes rolled back.  I tried to focus.  To stay present.  To see what was happening with Mason and Gabrielle.  I forced my head forward and I looked at my husband.

      His face was twisted in painful ecstasy as he slid his cock into Gabrielle’s small ass.  He had his hands pressed tightly to her cheeks and his brows furrowed.  Gabrielle moaned against my pussy and made it difficult for me to concentrate.  It almost felt like a dream.  A dream I didn’t want to wake up from.

      Mason pulled his hips back and pushed them forward.  With each thrust, he pushed Gabrielle’s tongue along my pussy.  Knowing that her rhythm was partly from being fucked hard by my husband made my body tingle.  It was all so wrong.  I shouldn’t have wanted any of this.

      But I did.  And I wanted more.  I wanted him to pound her good and hard from behind.  I wanted him to fill her up with his cum.  I wanted to taste her afterward.

      He fucked her harder.  She squealed against my pussy and I couldn’t hold back any longer.  I gripped her hair and arched my back as my most intense climax broke over me.  I screamed from the pain of such a deep orgasm.  It wiped me out.  Every muscle was completely relaxed.

      I heard Mason groaning.  Gabrielle had moved a finger between her legs as she played with her clit.  I watched my husband fuck the French girl like I wasn’t even there.  But then his eyes made contact with mine.  He growled deep and long and then he came.

      Gabrielle started to come just as Mason was pulling out of her.  I rushed behind her to taste his cum.  It was spilling from her ass and I tongued her throbbing hole until I cleaned her of my husband’s seed.  She was still circling her clit when I slid two fingers inside her pussy.

      She squealed and pressed her cheek to the bed.  I tongued her ass and fucked her pussy with my fingers until she was quivering again.  She came with the cutest moans that made me wish it would never end.

      Once she was clean and coming down from her orgasm, she flipped onto her back and stared up at us.  She was out of breath, but managed to ask, “Anything else?”

      I laughed.  I couldn’t stop laughing.  The endorphins were racing through me as I thought about the ridiculousness of the evening.  But I also thought about the extreme pleasure it brought all three of us.

      “Yes,” I told her.  “Stay the night with us.  If you can, that is.”

      She smiled brightly and tossed her arms above her head.  Her breasts rose with her gesture.  “I can stay,” she said.  “But I’ll need to use your shower before work in the morning.”

      “Not a problem,” said Mason.

      The three of us curled up beside each other while we came down from the excitement.  The cool breeze of Paris at night blew in from the patio.  The city was bustling, but I didn’t care.  All I cared about was sharing my husband with Gabrielle as many times as possible on our honeymoon.

      And maybe I’d even continue the new tradition once we were back at home.
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      “You want what?”

      “A tattoo,” Jake said.  “I’ve wanted one for a few years, and I’ve finally picked the perfect design.”  My boyfriend was out of his mind.  He was going to ruin his body with a permanent alteration.  Maybe if it had been my name or something it would be easier to excuse.  But he wanted some pirate ship with a skull head on the front.  Not exactly something I was eager to look at when we fucked.

      Not that we were fucking very often anymore, anyway.  I couldn’t tell if he was bored of me.  A few times, he’d asked me to do a few positions I wasn’t comfortable with.  Jake was my first love, and who I gave my virginity to.  I guess in a lot of ways I still acted like a virgin around him.

      I’d never given head.  Or done anal.  Or most positions that weren’t missionary.  At first, he seemed happy just to be with me.  But I couldn’t seem to get him in the mood anymore.

      “Come on, Mary.  Don’t be so dated.  Everyone gets tattoos.”

      “Not me.”

      He rolled his eyes.  “No surprises there.”

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      He swallowed and his brown eyes fell to the floor.  “Nothing,” he said.  His auburn hair fell over his forehead, shielding his face from me as he looked down.  He was sitting at my parents’ patio table.  His legs spread as he leaned his forearms on them.  Between his hands was a sheet of paper with his tattoo design on it.  I pulled it free and looked it over.

      Maybe this is how I could regain his interest in me.  Maybe I needed to let him win this one.  The design was well drawn.  It was just so big.  I tried to picture on his bicep – where he said he’d wanted it.  Fortunately, his biceps were huge too.  He had plenty of room on his tanned skin for a big tattoo.  And maybe it would make him seem a little edgier.  He wouldn’t be the pretty boy I’d always thought of him as.  Maybe that was my fault.  Maybe he didn’t want to be that anymore.  We did go to the same prep school before college, but that was our parents’ decisions.

      Maybe he wanted something else for himself.

      “I guess it would look pretty cool on your arm,” I said, trying to be supportive.

      He glanced up and a smile spread wide between his cheeks.  “Does that mean you’ll let me get it?”

      I shrugged and dropped to my knees in front of his lap.  I touched his thighs with my hands.  “I’m not your mom,” I told him.  “You do what you want.  If you want to get a tattoo, then I want to support you.”

      He grinned.  “I like you in that position,” he said.  I shoved against him and looked away, but his hands held my face.  He brought his lips to mine and kissed me.  I remembered all over again how important it was to have him in my life.  He made my body feel alive, even if I couldn’t do the same for him.

      Our lips parted as his tongue slipped into my mouth.  I exhaled through my nose.  His thumbs brushed against my cheeks.  I felt myself melting into his touch, and I wondered if he ever felt quite the same way about me.

      “Maybe I can try this position again soon,” I told him, despite the few knots I felt in my stomach.  It wasn’t that I didn’t like sucking cock.  It just felt too dirty.  Too experienced.  I didn’t really know what I was doing.  I wasn’t used to feeling that naughty.

      “Are you sure?” he asked.  His eyes were wide and hopeful.  I nodded.  I hoped I wasn’t just leading him into another disappointment.  “Well, why don’t we go upstairs and try it right now?  If you want that is.”

      “Sure,” I said.  He stood, took my hand and I followed him upstairs.  My parents were still away.  They’d gone on a date night and were at the movies.  Jake and I had the house to ourselves.  He pulled me into my bedroom and locked the door.  With my back pressed to the wall, he kissed me hard.  His tongue probed my mouth more fiercely than before.  He grabbed my tits as he kissed me.

      I fumbled with the button on his jeans.  He kissed my neck and groaned.  His voice vibrated against my skin, sending a chill down my back.  He lifted my shirt up slowly and unfastened my bra.  He took my bare tits in his hands and lowered his lips to my nipple.  He sucked it in and I couldn’t help rocking my hips against him.  He knew just want my body wanted and craved.  I wanted to be able to give him the same thing.

      He helped me out of my khaki shorts and then I dropped to my knees.  He stood tall above me, pulling his cock out of his briefs while his jeans bunched around his knees.  His cock was long and thick.  Maybe that was part of the problem.  Its size.  It was just so intimidating.

      He gripped the base of his cock and waved it in my face.  I giggled.  I felt awkward.  I was a good girl.  I’d always been a good girl.  All of this seemed so naughty and wrong.

      He slipped his thumb between my lips and told me to suck.  I sucked.  It felt strange.  It felt dirty.  He moved his thumb in and out of my mouth.  It tickled my tongue.  But my panties were soaked.  I was dripping with warm arousal.  The more wrong it felt, the more it turned me on.

      “Just let go,” he whispered.  And I tried.  I relaxed my shoulders and closed my eyes.  His thumb massaged my tongue and I moved with it.  I sucked harder.  I moaned.  I shuddered.

      He removed his thumb and pressed the tip of his cock to my lips.  I slowly parted them.  He pushed inside and groaned.  He tasted salty and smelled of musk.  He glided his cock along my tongue.  He pushed it in deeper.  Deeper than I’d ever let him go before.  It hit the back of my throat.  It stretched my mouth wide with its girth.

      “Open those pretty eyes,” he said.  But I couldn’t.  I couldn’t admit that I was actually doing this.  “Come on, baby.”  I slowly opened one and then the other.  “Oh yeah, just like that.”

      He placed his hand on the back of my head and moved his hips back and forth.  His bulbous head hit the back of my throat again and again.  I gagged.  It felt wrong, but I couldn’t stop it.

      “Touch yourself for me,” he said.  But that felt wrong too.  He wasn’t supposed to watch me do that.  He was supposed to be the one that touched me.

      But my pussy ached.  My clit begged for stimulation.  So I lowered my hand across my belly and dipped it inside my panties.  My middle finger felt the pool of arousal and I circled it over my clit.  I moaned against the fullness of Jake’s cock.  He reached a hand down for one of my breasts and squeezed it.  He rolled my nipple between his fingers.  He pinched it.

      My body shook as my climax broke over me.  He held my head and pushed his cock deeper and deeper down my throat.  He groaned. He hunched over and held me in place.  And then I felt his hot load fill my mouth.  I tasted his steaming seed on my tongue.  I swallowed what I could, but a lot of it dripped out down my chin.

      He pulled back and lowered to the floor. He kissed me hard.  He licked my chin clean.  I felt dirty.  I felt different.  It still felt wrong, despite getting me off.

      “Was I okay?” I asked him.

      “You were perfect,” he said.  “Did you like it?”

      I felt naughty, but I nodded.  “I feel weird about it, though.”

      “It’s all perfectly natural,” he said.  “Plenty of other girls do these things.”

      The corners of my lips sank into a frown.  “Then why don’t you get with one of the other girls if it’s so important to you?”

      I stood up and folded my arms over my chest.  He stood with me.  “Because you’re more important to me than that,” he said.  He kissed my cheek.  “I’m sorry, Mary.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  I only wanted you to know there was no reason to feel ashamed.”

      I sighed. “You’re right.  I’m sorry I got upset.”

      “If you don’t like it, you don’t have to do it again.  I promise.”

      I knew he was being honest, but I wondered how long it could last.  How long before he’d be tired of me.  I wanted to make him happy.  I wanted to be like the other girls that did dirty things to their boyfriends.  It just might take me some time.

      “So when are you going to get the tattoo?” I asked as we dressed ourselves.

      “Tomorrow, I think.  Why?  Do you want to come?”

      “Yes, I think so.”

      He took my hands in his and kissed the knuckles.  “I’d love to have you there.”
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      The tattoo parlor was a hole in the wall shop.  It sat on the corner of a shopping center next door to a pizza restaurant and a nail salon.  “And they have good artists here?” I asked Jake as we sat in the parking lot, preparing to go in.

      “Yeah.  This girl Ruby. I love all of her designs.”  He pulled out his phone and brought up her social media page with her portfolio.  He skimmed through a lot of the pictures, and they did look well done, but I was distracted by the profile picture.  She was edgy with dark hair and tattoos all over her body.  She looked so intimidating, I couldn’t imagine anyone being brave enough to talk to her, let alone stick them with a needle.

      “The tattoos are great,” I said.  “Are you sure you want one?  Really sure?”

      “I’ve thought about this for a while, Mary.  I know what I’m doing.”

      I exhaled and we stepped out of the car.  I followed close behind Jake as we entered the shop.  A little bell rang above the door and we were greeted by a round guy with a thick, bushy blond beard.  He had more tattoos than Ruby.

      “Ruby will be just a minute.  She’s finishing up with someone,” he said.  “Take a seat.”

      I looked around the walls of the shop.  They were lined with designs and photos of tattoos.  Behind the counter were a bunch of tools and inks.  I had no idea what any of it was.  The whole place looked organized and disorganized at the same time.

      “Thanks for coming with me,” said Jake, squeezing my thigh.

      “Of course,” I said.  I hid behind my curtain of blond hair.  I felt so out of place.

      “You must be Jake,” said a deep female voice.  I looked up and saw Ruby drying her hands in a towel as she walked toward us.

      “Yes ma’am,” he said.

      She spat out her tongue in disgust.  “Don’t ever call me ma’am.  You’ll make me feel old.  I’m ready for you if you want to come on back.”

      We stood and followed Ruby into the back room, hidden by a thin curtain.  On the way back, the bearded guy asked her if he could leave for lunch.

      “Sure thing,” she said. “I think I can hold down the fort while you’re gone.”  She turned to me.  “Business has been a little slow lately.”

      “Oh,” I said, unsure of how I should respond.

      “Are you getting a tattoo?  You’d look hot with one.”

      My body buzzed at her words, but I shook my head.  “No. Tattoos aren’t for me.”

      “She’s too worried about the permanence of them,” said Jake with a laugh.  I couldn’t help feeling out of place around the two of them.

      “That’s okay,” she said.  “I was like you once too.”

      “That’s hard to believe,” I said, and she smiled.  Her dark eyes studied me for a long moment before finally turning to Jake.  “So, you guys brother and sister?”

      “God no,” he said.  “She’s my girlfriend.”

      “Really?  She’s letting you get a tattoo even though she doesn’t like them?”  She turned over her shoulder to glance at me. Her eyes swept up and down my body, sending a shiver down my spine.  “Good girlfriend.”

      “Yeah, she’s pretty great,” said Jake, but there was a superficial element to his voice.

      I found a chair in the corner of the crowded room and sat down.  Jake gave Ruby the design and she began to transfer it onto his skin.  Jake sat upright while Ruby sat next to him.  I didn’t like the way she was touching him.  I didn’t like that she was touching him at all.  It was soft and too tender.  Too…sensual.

      “So, you guys fuck a lot?” she asked.  Jake looked at me and I shrugged.

      “I guess so,” I said.  “Not that it’s any of your business.”

      “You seem really timid,” said Ruby.  “I didn’t mean anything by it.  Just making small talk.  I didn’t know if you were one of those shy types that’s really wild in bed.”

      Jake laughed and my stomach turned.  “I guess that’s a no,” said Ruby.

      “I sucked his cock just yesterday, but I guess he forgot about that.”  I covered my mouth quickly.  I couldn’t believe I’d just told someone that.

      “Oh really?  So you’ve done everything then?  Did you like it?  Did you swallow?”  Ruby had her brow raised and a smirk on her cheek.

      “As a matter of fact I did,” I said.

      “I don’t believe you,” she said.  “You seem to pure and innocent.  Ever done anal?  Guys love it when you do anal.”

      “Not all guys,” I said.

      Ruby turned to Jake.  “Jake, would you like it if she gave you her tight little ass to fuck?”

      Jake was silent.  Adrenaline raced through me as I waited for his response.  Please say no.  But he swallowed and hesitated.

      “I’ll take that as a yes,” said Ruby.

      “You know, we didn’t come in here to be lectured about our sex life,” I told her as I stood from my chair.  I was surprised by my own bravery.

      She stopped working on the transfer.  “I’m just making conversation,” she said.  “It’s fine if you don’t like to do everything.  A lot of younger girls are like that.  There’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

      “I did swallow,” I said.

      She stood from her chair and walked toward me.  “Is that so?” she asked.  Her fingers brushed my cheek and my legs quivered.  I glanced down at her chest and saw her full breasts bound by a black, strapless top.  “You interested in women?”

      “What?” I stepped back.  “No.”

      “Then why did you look at my tits?”

      “Woah,” said Jake, turning toward us.  “Did you?  Because that’s hot.”

      “No,” I said.  “I mean, they were just…there.”

      Ruby laughed.  “Maybe she doesn’t do much with you Jake because she secretly likes girls.  If that’s the case, I might take her for myself.”

      My pussy ached, but my stomach was in knots.  What was happening?  We were just here to get a tattoo.  Not a lesson for the bedroom.  But Ruby had already stepped toward me again.  “Why don’t you prove that you can swallow?  Why don’t you show me?”

      I started to protest, but my throat was tight and my lips trembled.

      “Jake, why don’t you lean back in that chair.”  Jake’s eyes were wide, but he did as he was told.  He leaned back and unbuttoned his jeans.  “Jakey boy got you started.  Why don’t you unzip those jeans and pull out his big, fat dick.”

      “Wh-what?”

      “You heard me.  I want to see those pretty pink lips wrap around your boyfriend’s cock.”

      “No,” I said.  “I can’t.  What if the counter guy comes back?”

      “He won’t,” she said.  “He takes an hour lunch and is always late getting back.  Does that mean you want to do it?”

      I wanted to say no.  I wanted to run out of there and forget the whole thing ever happened.  But part of me wanted to learn a little from a girl like Ruby.  Part of me wanted to be edgier like her.  To be more daring and brave.  To be fearless.

      She stroked my cheek.  Her lips drew in closer until they brushed against mine.  I gasped in her embrace as her tongue slid into my mouth.  I felt her palm on my tit, cupping it over my pink tank top.  Her fingers found the hem of my shirt and gently lifted upward.  Her knuckles brushed against my stomach.  She removed my shirt and Jake watched with intense focus as we kissed.

      I couldn’t withhold my moan as she unfastened my bra.  Her hands cupped my bare breasts and her thumbs circled my nipples.  I arched my back and she kissed my neck.  Her kisses trailed down to my breasts where she took a nipple in between her lips and flicked her tongue across the skin.

      I’d lost control.  More than I’d ever lost control with Jake alone.  My fingers were in her hair.  I was moaning.  I was close to begging for something more.

      She pulled back and smiled.  She unfastened my denim shorts and dropped them to the floor.  I stood there in my sandals and my cotton pink panties.  “Now go wrap that pretty mouth around Jake’s huge dick.”

      I felt delirious.  My head was spinning.  I couldn’t say no.  I didn’t care anymore.  I didn’t care about the rules or the innocence.  I wanted filth.  I wanted Ruby.  I wanted any experience she could give me.  I wanted to become her.

      My knees hit the cool cement floor and my skin was covered in goosebumps.  I ran my hands along Jake’s thighs and reached for his zipper.  I tugged it down with a different enthusiasm than before.  Jake watched with wide eyes as I bit my lip and pulled out his cock.  Like I wanted it.  Like I was desperate for it.

      Ruby lowered to her knees beside me.  She stroked my hair.  “There you go,” she said.  “Now open your pretty mouth.”

      I parted my lips and Ruby reached for his cock.  He groaned as she gripped it tightly.  She angled it toward me and slipped it into my mouth.  The familiar salt and musk hit me.  But so did Ruby’s exotic perfume.  It wrapped around me and motivated me.  I sank my head deeper over Jake’s lap, taking his cock in as far as I could.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. His hands found my head and he lifted his hips to fuck my mouth.  It was dirty and wrong.  But when Ruby reached for my nipple and twisted it in her fingers, it felt right.  It felt good.

      Ruby lowered her head beside mine and licked Jake’s balls.  I couldn’t believe she was licking him there.  I couldn’t believe I was sharing him with her.  But I liked it.  It was more fun with another girl around.  It was more fun to be naughty.  Like we were playing some kind of game.

      It didn’t take long before Jake groaned.  I knew he was about to come.  His hot load filled my mouth and I swallowed.  I managed to swallow more than the day before.  But some still trickled out, and Ruby was right there licking me clean.  She licked my chin and my cheeks of any spare drop of his cum.  Then she kissed me, searching for any remaining cum left on my tongue.

      “You sure proved me wrong,” she said.  “I guess you’re not afraid to swallow.  Tell me, have you ever had a girl lick your pussy?”  I gasped and shook my head.  I’d never even thought about it.  “Then, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

      She lay me back against the cool cement.  She crawled between my legs and moved my panties to the side.  Her hot tongue and breath hit me all at once.  I tingled from the inside out.  Her tongue touched my clit and a finger slipped inside me.  I gripped her hair in my hands and arched my back.  I could feel my innocence slipping through my fingers.  I didn’t care.  I wanted to come for Ruby.

      And I did.  My body writhed on the cement as her tongue flicked against my pussy.  She knew exactly what to do.  Exactly how to coax it out of me.  My body was hot and grateful for the cool floor beneath me by the time she was finished.

      But then, while I was incapacitated, she returned to Jake.  I lay there like a spent spectator while I watched her straddle his lap.  She leaned down and kissed him.  He gripped her breasts.  My breathing was shallow as I saw my boyfriend making out and caressing another woman.

      I knew I should stop them.  This was going much too far.  But I was too curious.  I wanted to see Ruby’s naked body.  I wanted to see how a girl like her fucked a guy like Jake.

      Jake removed her top and her bare breasts fell out.  He massaged her tits and sucked on her nipples.  She ran her fingers through his short hair while rocking her hips back and forth over his cock.  Her short skirt rode up on her hips until I could see the string to her black thong.  Ruby was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  Her tattoos crawled all the way up her thighs.  But her ass was smooth and free of any markings.

      She stood up and slid her panties down her slender legs.  I caught sight of her shaved pussy before she straddled Jake again.  She reached between her legs, grabbed his cock, and pushed it inside her.  She lowered her hips all the way down and arched her back so her tits were in his face.

      I leaned on my elbows, watching with excitement.  Jake gripped her hips as she slammed them up and down over his cock.

      He was about to come, but Ruby put a stop to it.  She climbed off at the last second and bent over a nearby table.  Jake stood up and walked behind her.  He slammed his cock into her pussy and she laughed.

      “Not there,” she said, pulling him out.  She angled the tip of his cock to her ass and then wiped it with her own spit.  “There.”

      Her eyes found mine as Jake pushed his cock slowly inside her.  He groaned. His face contorted with painful pleasure.  Ruby moaned, but didn’t seem to be in pain.  In fact, she seemed to like it.

      I walked toward them and dropped to my knees.  I watched my boyfriend’s cock slide in and out of Ruby’s firm ass.  It was wrong, but it excited me.  It made me want to try it.

      “I’m going to come,” said Jake.

      “Don’t pull out,” said Ruby.  Ruby reached between her legs and circled her clit while Jake pounded her ass harder and faster.  I wanted to give Ruby what she had given me.  I crawled underneath her and tasted her wet pussy.  It was sweet and salty.  She moved her fingers as I replaced them with my tongue. I circled her clit with my tongue and slipped two fingers inside her pussy.  I could feel my boyfriend’s cock through the walls of her pussy.  I felt so dirty.  So wild.  So free.

      “Fuck,” moaned Ruby and I felt her clench around me.  I also felt Jake’s cock pulsing from the other side.  They groaned in unison.  In seconds, I tasted drops of Jake’s cum as it spilled down toward me from Ruby’s ass.  I licked every drop.

      Jake pulled free from her ass and Ruby came down slowly.  Ruby began dressing herself and Jake and I followed.  There was a tense silence until Ruby finally spoke.

      “That tattoo is going to take quite a few sessions,” she said.  “I hope that’s okay.”

      He smiled while he exhaled and said, “Yeah.  That would be great.”

      But Ruby was looking for my approval, not his.  She glanced at me and raised her brow.  “What do you say?”

      “Take as long as you need,” I told her.

      “I hope you’ll be here for the future sessions too,” she said with a wink.

      Jake glanced at us, his eyes still wide with astonishment.  I smiled wondering what he thought of me.  If he was impressed with me.  I wondered how his cock would feel in my ass after it had been in Ruby’s.  Knowing it had been inside her made me hot and tingly all over.

      “I’ll be here,” I said.  “I couldn’t stay away if I wanted.”

      “What’s happened to you?” asked Jake.  “This is all so crazy.”

      “I don’t know,” I told him.  “But I think I like it.”
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      I peered through the bedroom window at his thick, glistening muscles in the backyard.  My husband was doing yard work shirtless, and he’d never looked so ripped before.  I knew Nick had been going to the gym, but I’d never expected him to stick with it or even to make progress.  I couldn’t have been more wrong.

      My body flushed with heat as I watched him bend over to start the mower and then push it.  His biceps were thick and his abs made my clit spark.  I couldn’t help but run a hand over my stomach and lift my nightie up just enough to slide my fingers between my legs.

      I pressed my fingertips into my panties.  They were already soaked.  I massaged my swollen pussy and bit my lip.  I imagined Nick taking me.  Pinning me up against the back of the fence and telling me how much he had to have me.

      My nipples hardened and my pussy ached.  I slid my fingers inside my panties and fucked myself to the thought of him fucking me.  To the thought of him needing me.

      I gasped and let the curtain fall to hide my exposed body.  I shook and shivered as I came.  I stumbled backward on the bed and felt my cheeks flush.  I pulled my hand free and contemplated my actions.  I was treating my husband like he was some forbidden fruit.  I’d never felt like this before.

      I wanted to seduce him, somehow.  Our love life had been tepid over the last year.  But now I wanted him more than ever.  When I had an idea, I rushed to the dresser and pulled out my hot pink bikini.  The one he loved the most.  He said it brought out my baby blues.

      I slipped into the master bathroom and removed my nightie.  I put on my bikini and looked in the mirror.  I was attractive, but not as much as I used to be.  I’d lost some tone to my figure, but I was otherwise slender.  I couldn’t help but feel like I needed to go to the gym, too.  I needed to learn whatever Nick was learning.

      “This will have to do for now,” I muttered to my reflection.  I turned from side to side, analyzing my body more than I had in a while.  I pulled the elastic band from my brown hair and let it fall around my shoulders.  It was thick and full.  Something Nick said he always loved.

      I hadn’t wanted been interested in sex since I got promoted at work.  The hours were long and stressful.  But it was my day off and my husband was sexier than ever.  I felt like I was coming back to life.

      I stepped into the yard and my bare feet hit the warm deck.  Nick had headphones in and was bobbing his head as he pushed the mower.  I tip toed my way to the pool and sat on the edge, slipping my feet into the cold water.  It was refreshing as I leaned back on my hands, intentionally pushing my bust forward.

      He caught sight of me.  He paused.  The mower still ran, but he wasn’t pushing it.  He finally let go and it shut off.  He pulled the headphones from his ears.

      “Now that’s a sight for sore eyes,” he said.  “You know that’s my favorite bikini, Julie.”

      “I know,” I told him with a smile.  “I guess you’ll have to take it off of me.”

      He growled and marched over to my side of the pool.  He stood beside me and I looked up the length of him.  He slid his khaki shorts down exposing his briefs and the hard cock that rested inside them.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “I’m getting clean for you,” he said.  He kicked off his shoes and pushed his pile of clothes to the side.  Then he dived into the swimming pool, splashing me with cool water.  His head popped up and he swam over to me.  Under the water, his hands were removing his briefs.  He set them on the edge of the pool right beside me.  His hands were on either side of my legs.  “Your turn,” he said.

      “What?  You mean skinny dip?”

      “Why not?”

      I shrugged and smiled.  “I don’t know.  We’ve never done that before.”

      “Now’s a good time to try it.”  He smirked and it set a fire in my belly.  I reached up behind my neck and untied the top to my bikini.  It fell down against my stomach and exposed my breasts.  Nick stared at them with hungry eyes.  He lifted himself up just enough to be face to face with them.  Then his lips wrapped around my nipple and I moaned.  I couldn’t help it.  His lips were strong and fierce.

      His hands scooped my ass and pulled me into the pool with him.  He untied the bottom strap to my top while he sucked on my nipples.  I arched my back against the side of the pool and wrapped my legs around his waist.  His hard cock pushed against my belly.  I’d never wanted to feel it inside me more.

      He untied the bottom of my bikini and pulled the fabric free.  He set both pieces by his briefs on the edge of the pool.  He angled his cock toward my pussy and pushed himself in.  He was thick and long – something I’d always been grateful for.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and a moan escaped me.

      “Fuck,” he groaned as he pumped in and out of me.  “It’s been a long fucking time.”

      “Too long,” I whispered as I kissed his neck.

      Nick held my ass with one hand while he moved his other between my legs.  His thumb found my clit and circled it while he fucked me.  My breasts pushed against his thick chest and my body was flooded with desire for him.  He fucked with a confidence he didn’t have before.  He was rough and strong.  I felt my second climax build and let out a scream.  He circled my clit faster and fucked me harder.

      He groaned as my body shook and I felt his load shoot inside me.  We panted in unison as we came down under the hot summer sun.  “That was amazing,” he said.

      “So were you,” I told him.

      Nick looked me in the eyes and leaned in for a kiss.  It was quick, but tender.  “I’ve missed you so much,” he said.

      “I’m sorry I haven’t been available,” I told him.

      “It’s okay.  I understand how important the promotion is to you.”

      We bobbed in the water to cool off.  I splashed Nick and he splashed me back.  He came toward me and wrapped me in his arms again.  I thought about his hard body pressed against mine and realized I wanted to be as fit as he was.

      “I think I’d like to start going to the gym with you,” I told him.  “I want to learn your secrets, because that body is incredible.”

      “Thanks,” he said.  “I have a really good trainer.”

      “Really?  Is that your secret?  He must be good if he’s keeping you going as much as you are.  I’ve never seen you commit to something so much.”

      “Actually it’s a she.  And yeah, Bonnie’s great.”

      My chest tightened.  “She? Oh.”

      He laughed.  “It’s not like that,” he said.  “She’s just a really great motivator.”

      “I bet she looks great too.”  I pushed out of his arms and swam to the other edge of the pool.

      “Come with me tomorrow,” he said.  “You’ll see.  There’s nothing for you to be afraid of.”

      I exhaled and rolled my shoulders.  “You’re right.  I’m sorry.  I can’t tomorrow though.  I have a meeting.”

      “Next time, then,” he said.

      “Sure, next time.”  But I had lied about the meeting.  I wanted to see Bonnie and my husband when they thought no one was watching.  Because something was motivating him to go to the gym regularly, and I doubted it was just for the workouts.
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      I put on my best workout leggings and a cute purple tank top.  I tied my running shoes and tightened my ponytail.  My body was still humming from fucking Nick the day before, but now there was an extra set of nerves.  I was going to spy on him working out with Bonnie.  I only hoped she wasn’t very pretty.

      I pulled up to the gym twenty minutes after Nick had arrived.  I climbed the steps and checked in as a guest.  The gym was large with a second floor hallway that overlooked the first floor of equipment.  I skulked along the hallway, looking at the gym below.  And then I spotted them.

      Bonnie was thin, toned, and blond.  Her skin was tanned and her smile was bright.  She had a gorgeous figure.  One that had my body tense for reasons it shouldn’t be.  I stepped closer to the railing and peered over.

      She was spotting Nick as he toughed through some chest presses.  She mostly kept her distance and I started feeling silly for coming down like I had.  To spy on my otherwise faithful husband.  But when he finished his reps, she came over and wrapped her arms around him.  She was congratulating him, but I knew what she was really doing.  She was pressing her hot little body to his, hoping he’d respond.

      He hugged her back and for a moment they gazed into each other’s eyes.  My heart was racing.  I wondered if they would kiss.  For some reason, I was hoping they would.  The tension between them was building inside me too.

      I shook my head, trying to clear my mind, but it didn’t help.  My pussy was aching and my nipples were hard.  It was as if seeing my husband with another woman was turning me on.  But that couldn’t be.  A wife isn’t supposed to want something like that.

      I watched a little longer, but it was all the same.  There was definitely heat between them, but neither of them acted on it.  I found myself wanting them to act on it.  I couldn’t take the tension any longer.  I decided to walk down and surprise my husband.

      I descended the stairs on the side of the gym and marched over.  “Nick!  There you are!” I said.

      Bonnie shot darts through her eyes when she saw me.  She was jealous.  Possessive.  But then her expression softened and she smiled.

      “Julie! You made it,” said Nick.  He wrapped a sweaty arm around me and turned to Bonnie.  “Bonnie, this is my wife, Julie.”

      “I’ve heard so much about you,” she said, extending a hand. I took it and she gripped mine hard.

      “I’ve heard about you, too,” I told her.  She held my hand for a long moment and then her eyes scanned my body.

      “You know, you should get a membership.”

      “That’s exactly what I was thinking,” I told her.

      She studied me.  I felt the same tension between us that she had with my husband.  Suddenly, I wanted to kiss her.  But I hated her at the same time.  I was jealous and so was she.  But she had no claim to my husband.  I had that over her.

      “That’s great,” said Nick, distracting us from our thoughts.  “You can finish this round with me.”

      “Great,” I said.  I let Bonnie walk the two of us through our workout.  I lifted much lighter weights than Nick, but I didn’t really care about getting in shape anymore.  I was here to make sure Bonnie didn’t get her claws into my husband.

      “That’s it,” she said after several more reps of different exercises.  I felt exhausted by the little bit that I did, but Nick seemed to have more energy than ever.  “I’ll see you again in two days.”

      I felt my body relax as she skipped away from the weights area.  “I thought you said I wouldn’t have anything to worry about?” I asked Nick.

      He smiled.  “You don’t.  Why?  Do you think she’s pretty or something?”

      “Like you don’t?  She’s gorgeous.  She’s much sexier than I am.”

      “Not true,” he said, wrapping his arms around me.  “Want to grab something to eat?”

      I pushed away from him.  “I need a shower,” I said.

      “Yeah, me too.”

      “Meet back in thirty minutes?”

      He kissed me and I felt an uptick in my pulse.  I broke away, grabbed my bag and followed the signs to the locker room.  I turned the corner toward the shower stalls and stopped in my tracks.  Bonnie stood beside a wooden bench, slowly taking off her gym clothes with her back to me.  She turned her head toward the mirror to her left and smiled.  She’d seen me in the reflection.

      She turned her naked body toward me.  It was fit from head to toe.  She had nice, full breasts with hard pink nipples.  She reached up, and I saw the lines on her abs intensify.  She removed the elastic from her hair and let her blond hair fall all around her.  I watched in silence.  I couldn’t look away.

      “I was just about to hop in the shower,” she said.  “Care to join me?”

      My lip trembled.  “What?”

      “You heard me.  Why don’t we share a stall?”

      I dropped my bag and kicked off my shoes.  “And why would we do that?” I asked.  I removed my shirt, but felt self-conscious next to Bonnie.

      “Because I think you’re cute.  And I think you like me too.”

      “When did you get that idea?”

      “When I shook your hand and you couldn’t take your eyes off of me.”  I swallowed the lump in my throat.  Had I done that?  Had I been obvious?

      I finished removing my clothes and Bonnie reached into a stall to turn on the water.  She stepped toward me and her eyes swept over my face.  “You’re very beautiful,” she said.  Her hand found mine and she tugged me toward the stall with her.  I don’t know why I followed.  I couldn’t pull away. I was intrigued.  Bonnie was fueled by fun chaos.

      She stepped into the running water and pulled me in after her.  She reached over my shoulder to pull the curtain closed behind me.  She smiled, her eyes holding mine.  Then she leaned down, her lips brushing against mine until they kissed.  My heart raced.  My clit tingled and sparked.  Her hands ran from my neck down over my breasts.  I gasped against her lips as she pinched my nipples, sending a hot wave down between my legs.

      One of her hands drifted down my stomach.  Her fingers found my aching pussy and massaged the lips.  Her middle finger slipped inside and I moaned.  She covered my mouth with her free hand and backed me up against the stall.  As her middle finger slipped in and out of my wet pussy, her thumb circled my clit.  I rocked against her hand, losing myself in the sensation.

      “Tell me,” she whispered as she touched me, “have you ever shared your husband with another woman?”

      My eyes stretched wide, but I couldn’t answer.  She still had her hand over my mouth.  She smiled as she stared at me.  “I can tell you like the idea.  Your pussy tightened as soon as I mentioned it.  Oh, there it goes again.”

      I felt like a fool. My body was betraying me.  I had never thought about sharing Nick.  I shouldn’t want to.  But something about Bonnie made me want to reconsider.

      “I’m going to sneak into his locker room after this.  And I’m going to find which shower stall he’s in.  I’m going to surprise him and suck his cock.  I bet it’s long and thick.  And then I’m going to let him fuck me from behind.  And I want you to come with me.  I want you to watch me take your husband.”

      I came against her fingers as she spoke.  I wilted as I came down.  She kissed my cheek and my neck.  “Now let’s get you cleaned up.”

      She lathered my shaking body with soap and then lathered her own.  She massaged shampoo into my wet hair and then in hers.  She helped me stand under the running water as we rinsed off together.  I followed her out of the stall and she wrapped a towel around me.

      “We can come back for our things,” she said.

      My head was spinning.  Somehow, Bonnie had dug out a fantasy from me that I didn’t even know I had.  And I couldn’t stop it now.  She’d made me come.  My marriage was already starting to unravel.

      She held my hand and opened the locker room door.  She peeked down the hallway.  “What if we get caught?” I asked her.

      “We won’t.  It’s almost closing time.  Nick is probably the only one in the locker room.”

      She stepped into the hallway, pulling me behind her.  The men’s locker room door was right beside ours.  We slipped inside and she locked the door behind us.  She peeked around the corner to see if there were any other guys, but it was empty, save for the one shower stall with running water and Nick’s sing-song voice.

      Bonnie turned to me and unhooked my towel, letting it drop the floor.  Then she unhooked hers.  She pulled me into the shower section of the locker room and we paused beside the only stall with a closed curtain.  Bonnie reached up and slowly pulled it back.

      Nick jumped when he saw us.  “What the hell?  What’s going on?  What are you doing in here?”

      Bonnie stepped into his shower and pulled me in behind her.  Then she pulled the curtain closed behind her.  “Your wife was just telling me about a little fantasy of hers.”

      Nick’s wide eyes moved back and forth between us.  His cock was growing harder.  “Oh?”

      I nodded weakly and Bonnie continued.  “She told me she’s always wanted to share you with another woman.”  Her hands moved to his chest and they dragged down as she slowly dropped to her knees.  The water ran over her naked body while she took my husband’s cock in her hand.  “I just made your wife come in the shower.  She looked so sexy when her body was shaking.”

      Nick stared at me and I lowered my head.  Bonnie put the tip of Nick’s cock in her mouth and sucked in her cheeks.  “Oh, fuck,” groaned Nick, bracing himself against the stall.  “Fuck.”

      He winced and groaned and looked at me apologetically.  But he didn’t stop her.  I didn’t want him to stop her.  I lowered my gaze to Bonnie as her head moved back and forth over his cock.  She massaged his balls.  She swallowed all over him.

      Nick leaned over and kissed me as she sucked him.  It was different.  His tongue moved differently against mine.  It was fiercer, more desperate.  He pulled back and looked down at the blond on his cock.  As if he couldn’t believe it was really happening.

      I dropped to my knees beside Bonnie.  The curiosity was overwhelming.  I watched his cock slide in and out of her soft, pink lips.  I slipped a hand between her thighs and found her shaved pussy.  She moaned against his cock when my fingers found her clit.  I kissed her shoulder while I played with her.

      I kissed my way down to her chest and sucked in her nipple.  She moaned and I took delight in giving her pleasure.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” groaned Nick as he watched the two of us.  “I’m going to come,” he warned.

      I played with Bonnie’s clit faster and flicked my tongue across her nipple.  She cried out and Nick shoved his cock deep inside her throat.  His abs flexed and let out a growl as his load shot inside her.  She swallowed what she could, letting the shower carry any straying drops away.

      And then she panted as her climax built inside her. She leaned back against the tiled wall with her hands flattened to it.  I kissed her, tasting my husband’s come on another woman’s tongue.  Our tongues danced and swirled while I made her come.  I’d felt proud of myself for being able to please her the same way she’d pleased me.

      By the time she’d come down, Nick was hard again.  He was stroking his cock, his eyes still wide in disbelief.  “I can’t believe this is really happening,” he said.

      “Me neither,” I told him.

      “But…it’s okay?”

      “Yes,” I said.  “Now I want to see you fuck her.”

      Bonnie smiled at me.  “I knew you wanted it,” she said.

      Nick looked confused but didn’t say anything.  Bonnie stood up, faced the wall, and arched her back so her ass pushed out.  “Fuck,” groaned Nick.

      I stayed on my knees.  I wanted to see it up close.  I wanted to see the one thing I should never want to see as a wife.  But I had to know.  I had to know what it looked like and felt like to see him fuck a girl like Bonnie.

      I moved a hand between my legs and played with my clit.  Nick ran his hand over Bonnie’s firm, toned ass.  He angled his cock between her thighs and slowly pushed inside her pussy.  I watched her spread around his thick cock.  She gasped and groaned as he pushed in further and further.  I circled my clit faster and tugged at my nipples.

      It was wrong.  So wrong and dirty and good.  I was hot and flushed.  The water was keeping me cool, but just barely.  That cock belonged to me.  At least it was supposed to.  And here I was encouraging him to fuck Bonnie.

      He slipped all the way inside.  His hands gripped her ass and one slid up along her stomach until it cupped her breast.  He leaned against her, as if he couldn’t believe she was real.  I felt a twinge of jealousy, but it only heightened my arousal.  I slipped a finger inside my pussy as he pulled his hips back.

      He thrust in and out in deep, swift motions.  Bonnie’s eyes rolled back and her mouth hung open.  I had an up close view of his cock slipping inside her.  Filling her.  Pounding her.

      Once he got more comfortable he moved faster. He gripped her hips in both hands and slammed against her ass, burying his long cock deep inside her.  I thought about looking for a condom, but changed my mind.  Whatever the risks, I wanted to see him come inside her.

      He fucked her hard and fast.  She shifted up and down the wall as he took her.  He grunted and huffed.  She panted and moaned.  And then he let out his signature growl. He was about to come.

      He reached around her waist and thumbed her clit.  She rocked her hips back to meet him as she squealed.  Her second climax was building.

      The sight was too hot for me to bear.  My body shook and quivered.  My pussy ached and released as wave after wave of heat moved through me.  I was delirious from ecstasy when they both came.  I saw Nick pull back and his white cum spill from Bonnie’s pussy.

      He stepped to the side and brought her hips under the shower to clean her.  I stood up and kissed Bonnie.  Nick ran his hands along both of our backs while we kissed.  And then he alternated kissing Bonnie and kissing me.

      “So, are we going to do this every session?” asked Nick with that familiar smirk.

      I looked at Bonnie, but I was too nervous to answer.  It definitely was something I wanted to do again and again.

      “I think there’s a very good chance,” said Bonnie.  “Maybe sometime you can invite me over for drinks.”

      “How about tomorrow?” I asked, suddenly perking up.

      Nick laughed and wrapped me in his arms.  “When did I get so fucking lucky?” he asked.

      “When you joined the gym,” I told him.  He kissed me hard and Bonnie watched while she bit her lip.

      Bonnie came over the next day and the day after that.  Work was no longer my top priority, but when it was, it was nice knowing Nick would have Bonnie to go to.  But most of the time, I made sure to schedule time to watch the two of them together.

      My sex life with Nick had only gotten better from then on, and I had Bonnie to thank for that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Nude Beach

          

        

      

    

    
      “You ready to go?” asked Becky as I pulled the door open for her.  She was staying in the condo next to us.  The blue straps of her bikini poked out through the loose neckline of her shirt.  Her shirt was white and thin, showcasing two blue triangle underneath.  Below that, she wore denim shorts and sandals on her long, tanned legs.  Her shoulder-length blond hair was pulled back into a high ponytail and her smile was glistening like always.

      “Almost,” I said.  “I’m still waiting for Tom.”

      She rolled her eyes as she brushed past me and collapsed on my living room couch.  “God, Sara.  You’re always waiting on him.  Is he a girl or something?  He takes longer than us to get ready.”

      “I don’t think he’s primping the whole time,” I said with a laugh.  I sat beside Becky on the sofa and turned on the television.  “I think he just waits until the last minute to get ready and then he runs late.  You know, typical guy stuff.”

      “Yeah, well Tom is not a typical guy.  He hasn’t looked at me once the whole time you’ve been dating.”

      My stomach knotted, but I gave her a playful shove.  “That means he’s a good boyfriend.  I don’t need to be dating anyone who wants to fuck my best friend.”  But as the words left my glossy lips, I felt a tingle between my thighs.

      “I don’t mean anything against you,” she said.  “But we’re both fucking hot.  You’d think he’d at least be trying to get a threesome out of us or something.”

      “What?  Do you like, want that or something?”

      She smiled and her cheeks turned pink.  She playfully shoved me back.  “What?  Gross. No way.  It’s just something guys usually want, right?”

      I shrugged.  I’d heard about it, but Tom had never mentioned anything like that to me.  “I don’t know.  Maybe they don’t all want that.”

      “Nonsense,” she said while flipping through the channels.  “They all want it.  At least, that’s what I’ve heard.”

      The morning sun poured in through the sliding glass patio doors and stretched along the tiled floor.  This was our first trip Florida together and the whole town had a beach vibe.  It felt like sand made its way into every crevice of each room and sunlight was always stretching its long rays through the condo.

      I looked down at my outfit one last time and decided it was okay.  I wore white beach shorts and a pink tank top.  Underneath was my black bikini.  No matter how hard I tried, I always felt insecure next to Becky.  She was confident and bubbly.  She wasn’t afraid to go after what she wanted.  Meanwhile, I was second guessing whether to let down my brown hair or braid it or put it up in a bun.  My skin didn’t tan like Becky’s and I’d never have her gorgeous blonde hair.

      I heard the bathroom door open through the wall that joined the living room and bedroom.  “He probably just has to throw on his trunks.”

      Becky sighed and rolled her eyes.  Then she fell over into my lap and looked up at me.  We giggled and I stroked her hair, but I felt a slight uneasiness.  She was so close to me.  And after talking about threesomes, I was a bit on edge.  My bare thighs touched the back of her head and her pretty blue eyes sparkled up at me.

      “I love you, Sara,” she said.  “You’re my best friend.”

      “I love you too, Becky.  I’d do anything for you.”

      “What do we have here?” asked Tom who had just walked out of the bedroom in his trunks, but no shirt or shoes.  He was lean and his abs had some serious definition.  “You girls want some privacy?”

      Becky and I both rolled our eyes.  Becky sat up.  “See, I told you they were all the same.”

      “He asked if we wanted to be alone, not to join us.”

      “Woah,” said Tom with a smirk.  “What are we talking about?”

      “Nothing,” I said.

      “We were talking about threesomes,” said Becky.  “And how all guys want them.”

      My throat closed in and I hung my head.  I focused on my newly painted fingernails.  Hawaiian punch was the name of the polish.  A mix of pink and orange.  I slowly lifted my gaze to Tom and noticed he was rubbing his neck.  There was a drop of sweat on his brow.

      “We don’t all want them,” he said.

      Becky rolled her eyes again.  She did that a lot.  “Whatever.  You just don’t want to upset Sara.”

      “I don’t care,” I lied.  “If all guys want that, then they do.  It’s no big deal.”

      “Wait, what’s no big deal?” asked Tom.  “Do you want to have a threesome?”

      “What?  Ew.  No.  That’s not what I meant.”  I was stumbling over what I wanted to say.  My body was hot and nervous.  I shifted in my seat, but then my pussy brushed against the sofa.  My clit sparked and I didn’t know why.  I was aroused, but the last thing I wanted was to bring Becky into my sex life.  It would all just be too weird.  “I just meant…I wouldn’t care if you wanted one. That doesn’t mean, I want one.”

      “Oh,” said Tom.  “Well, we should get going.”

      Becky looked at me and raised her brow.  She leaned into my neck and whispered, “I told you so.”  Her breath tickled my ear and for second, I felt the urge to turn and kiss her.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded.

      “You’re always right,” I said.

      Tom threw on a loose t-shirt and his sneakers, no socks.  I grabbed the beach bag with our towels and snacks and Tom grabbed the cooler.  We descended the stairs and followed the path behind the building toward the beach.  Sand sprinkled the cement and I could feel the heat of the sun against my skin.  I couldn’t wait to dip my overheated body into the cool ocean.

      We approached the opening after the long walk through tropical trees and all three of us gasped.  The beach was emptier than we’d expected, but the few people that were there were completely naked.

      “What the fuck?” I said.

      Becky laughed.  “Oh my god.  It’s a nude beach!”

      Tom’s eyes were wide, but he was silent.  He just looked around as if in disbelief.

      “Shit.  How did we not know this was a nude beach when we booked the condo?” I asked.

      “I don’t know,” said Tom.  “I didn’t think to check.”

      Becky jumped in front of us and waived her arms.  “Oh, come on guys.  This is amazing.  Don’t let it spoil our fun.”

      “You can’t be serious,” I said.  “We have to go to a different beach.”

      “And lug all of our shit in a taxi or a rideshare? No thanks.  This beach is in walking distance of our condos.”

      “I don’t care.  I’m not getting naked.”

      “You don’t have to get naked,” said Becky.  “You can be a prude and leave your swimsuit on.  But I’m going to take my top off and avoid tan lines.”  She lifted her shirt above her head and reached behind her neck.  Her fingers untied the knot of her bikini top.  It fell down around her stomach, exposing a pair of perfect breasts.  I’d been friends with Becky for a long time, but I’d never seen her completely exposed before.  I couldn’t help but stare at her perfect pink nipples, hard and tempting.

      I lowered my gaze to the sand under my feet so she didn’t catch me staring.  Then I slowly looked up at Tom who was trying to look anywhere but at Becky.  He looked at the trees above us.  The sand below.  He looked at me but then quickly looked away as if I’d see something written on his face.

      “It’s okay,” I told him.  “It’s just Becky.”

      “That’s the attitude,” said Becky.  She walked toward me with her naked breasts hanging out.  She rested her arms on my shoulders.  “Come on, Sara.  Don’t you want to feel free?  Let everything breathe?”  Her fingers had slipped to the knot behind my neck and I gripped her wrists.

      “No,” I said.  “I don’t think Tom would like it either.”

      “I don’t mind,” he said with a smile.  “You girls do whatever you want.”  I was shocked by his reaction, and my body was buzzing.  I didn’t know what to do.  Part of me wanted to follow Becky’s lead.  It was risky.  Adventurous.  Maybe even a little dangerous.  But all the while, I knew it was something a good girl like me should never do.  I mean, what would my family and friends back home think if they ever found out?

      Sara removed her hands from my shoulders and bent them behind her.  She unfastened the bottom knot to her bikini top and pulled it away from her.  Then she unfastened her denim shorts and untied her bikini bottoms.  I grabbed her arm.  “You’re not going completely naked, are you?”

      “Why not?”  She slid off her sandals and removed her bottoms.  I covered my eyes with my hand, but found myself peeking through my fingertips at her naked body.  Her legs were slender and her pussy was shaved.  She had tan lines, but it only made her sexier.

      I glanced at Tom who was silent and no longer smiling.  He swallowed.  His eyes were round as saucers.  They lingered on my best friend’s body, and the worst part was that I enjoyed it.  I liked what she was doing to him, but I shouldn’t.  Fuck, what was wrong with me?

      Becky turned and showed us her round ass as she jogged toward the ocean.  “Can you believe her?” I asked Tom.

      “What?  No.  Crazy.”  I’d expected, and hoped for a little more from him.  I looked down at his swim trunks and saw the outline of his hard cock.  She turned him on.  I wondered if he was thinking about fucking her right now.

      I was jealous.  I was jealous and excited all at the same time.  But two could play Becky’s game.  I stood in front of my boyfriend just like she had and took off my clothes.  “Sara…what are you doing?” asked Tom.

      “What does it look like?  I’m stripping.”

      “But why?  You’re not like Becky.  You don’t have to do this.”

      “What does that mean?” I asked, pulling off the last of my clothes.  I bunched everything in the beach bag I was carrying and stared at Tom.  “Is there some reason Becky can do it, but I can’t?”

      “You’re my girlfriend,” he said.  “I don’t want people looking at you.”

      “Well, you sure looked at Becky long enough.”

      His cheeks turned pink and he lowered his head.  “I’m sorry.  She was just…there.”

      “Yeah.  Right.”  I turned and jogged toward Becky.  “Becky!  Wait up!”  She’d already found an umbrella and reserved it for us.

      “You go, Sara!  Looking good!”  Her eyes swept up and down my body and then she licked her lips.  It paused me in my tracks.  I suddenly felt the tingle between my legs again and wondered how I was going to be naked next to Becky for so long.

      Tom finally joined us, but he left his clothes on.  Becky gave him a hard time about it.  “Come on.  Don’t be a prude.”

      “I’m fine, thanks,” said Tom.  He looked at me, but he didn’t say anything.  He knew he’d upset me.

      “Sara, I had no idea how fucking hot you were.  I mean, I knew, but you’re really hot without your clothes.”  Becky and I sat on our towels in the sand in front of Tom and she inched toward me.  She wrapped an arm around my shoulders and pressed her lips to my ear.  “You know, we should totally fuck with your boyfriend.  We should kiss.  It’ll drive him nuts.”

      “You think so?”  My pussy was wet, but I didn’t want to let her see, so I clenched my thighs together.

      “You’ll see,” she said.  She grabbed my chin and turned it toward her.  She inched closer.  Her lips were centimeters from mine.  Her breath rolled over my skin.  I closed my eyes and felt my nipples harden.  My pussy ached and fluttered.  She kissed me and my heart raced as if trying to escape.  I didn’t know what to do with my hands, so I brought one to her waist.  She seemed to like that and that only excited me more.

      Her lips started to part and so did mine. I could feel Tom’s gaze on us while our tongues met and danced sensually together.  Kissing Becky felt so right and so wrong at the same time.  I wanted more of her, but I knew this was just to fuck with Tom.  I knew she would pull back at any second and it would be over.

      And then she did.  There was an emptiness where her lips had just been.  I slowly opened my eyes and looked at Becky.  She was looking at me too.  Her expression was serious.  Her cheeks were flushed and I wondered if it was the hot day or the heat of our kiss.

      “What…what are you guys doing?” asked Tom.

      Becky looked over her shoulder at him.  “Whatever we feel like.” Her eyes lowered to his lap and she smiled.  “Now I see why you didn’t want to get naked.  You’re fucking hard.”

      “What? No I’m not,” said Tom, taking off his shirt and throwing it over his lap.

      Becky slid back until she was beside him.  “Come on, Sara.  You need to get your boy off so he can join the fun.”

      “What?”

      “You heard me.”  She curled her finger and motioned for me to join them.  I didn’t know what we were doing anymore.  My head was spinning.  I slid back until I was sitting on the other side of Tom.  Becky reached across his lap for my hand and I let her slide it inside his trunks.  Tom leaned back on his hands.  He was tense, but he didn’t stop us.

      Becky’s hand guided my fingers around Tom’s cock.  Together, we stroked him until he began silently moaning.  “Fuck,” he said.  “This is crazy.”

      “Crazy fun,” said Becky.  Becky motioned for me to kiss him and I did.  Then she pulled his face toward her and I watched them kiss.  My body tingled.  My clit sparked.  We shouldn’t be doing any of this, but here we were.  And for some reason, I wanted more.

      Tom kissed me again and I could taste Becky’s watermelon lip gloss on him.  It was strange, sharing my boyfriend with another girl.  With my best friend.  Maybe I could have a threesome after all.  Or maybe that would be too far.

      Becky kissed Tom again and this time their kiss was longer.  The two of us continued to stroke him under his swim trunks.  Becky’s tongue slipped out and I watched it swirl around Tom’s.  My pussy was soaking wet and I knew if I got up, I’d leave a stain on the towel.

      Tom groaned and broke their kiss.  “I’m coming,” he moaned softly.  His load shot out and spilled over our hands.  It was big.  Much bigger than usual.  I wondered if he was more aroused than he normally was, too.

      Becky pulled her hand away first and then I followed.  “We sure made a mess,” she said.  “Maybe we should all go into the ocean to clean off.”

      “That’s probably a good idea,” I said, hoping I could hide the evidence of my wet pussy.

      “Okay,” said Tom.  “Just give me a second.”  He was out of breath, looking back and forth between the two of us.  “You guys are amazing.  I don’t know what I did to deserve this.”

      “Nothing,” said Becky.  “We just want to have fun.  Isn’t that right, Sara?”

      I swallowed and nodded.  My mouth was dry.  I wanted to taste every inch of Becky’s skin.  I wanted to share my man with her.  I couldn’t believe I wanted any of it, but I did.  More than I wanted anything before.

      The three of us stood and Tom removed his swim trunks.  He wiped his cock with the inside of the fabric as he took them down.  He was softer, but not completely soft.  Together, we headed to the ocean naked.

      We bobbed and treaded water for a few minutes.  Becky splashed us playfully and dived under, pretending to be a shark.  Then she’d nibble at my hip and my body would come alive.

      Tom was staring at me.  “You look really pretty, Sara.  I like watching your breasts float in the water.”

      I smiled and broke our gaze.  “Don’t get used to it,” I said.

      Becky popped back up.  “I have an idea,” she said.  “Tom, get behind your girlfriend and hold her under her arms.”

      “Why?”

      “You’ll see.  It’ll be fun.”

      Tom moved behind me and held me like she said.  I felt his half-hard cock pulse against my ass.  Becky dived into the water and placed her hands on my hips to hold me in place.  I jolted as I felt her tongue slide along my pussy.

      “What is it?” asked Tom, still holding me.  “What did she do?”

      I moaned and whimpered, trying to explain.  But I couldn’t.  I couldn’t say a word until Becky came back up for air.  She breathed, smiled, and then kissed me.  Then she dived back in.  Her tongue met my pussy again, sliding up and down.  I reached behind Tom’s neck and clasped my hands together.  “She’s…she’s…oh!”

      Tom put it together.  He kissed me while Becky licked me underwater.  I was shaking.  Trembling.  One tongue on my pussy and another in my mouth.  My nipples hard and exposed above the water.  Tom brought one hand to my chest and cupped my breast, rolling my nipple between his fingers.

      I came, muffling my screams with Tom’s kiss.  I wondered if the nearby nudists could see what was happening.  It felt so public.  Risky.  Exciting.

      Becky came back up for air and brushed her hair out of her face with her hand.  “See?  Wasn’t that fun?”

      I nodded.  But it gave me another idea.  “Now it’s your turn,” I told her.  Becky cocked her brow and lifted her arms.  Tom moved behind her and slid his arms under hers.  He started to drag Becky toward the beach and she laughed.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      “I need better footing,” he said.  “There.  Now I can stand while I hold you.”

      “Good idea,” she said.  I swam the short distance after them and then I leaned my body up against Becky’s.  We kissed while our breasts touched.  I gripped her waist and slid my hands up over her chest.  I kissed my way down to her nipples and sucked one in, then the other.  She moaned and leaned her head back against Tom’s shoulder.

      Tom kissed her.  There was a small pang of jealousy in the pit of my stomach, but it was overshadowed by the attraction I felt toward Becky.  I trailed one hand down her stomach and between her legs while I sucked on her tits.  My pussy was wet again, and I could feel the soft slickness drip between my legs, despite the ocean waves that kept crashing into me.

      I slid a finger up and down Becky’s slit.  She was wet.  Soaking.  I circled her clit while I sucked her nipple.  I bit my teeth down and she moaned.  Her tongue massaged Tom’s and Tom’s hand cupped Becky’s other breast.

      I slid a finger inside Becky’s pussy.  It was tight.  Almost like she’d never fucked before.  But I knew that couldn’t be.  She was so wild.  She was a risk taker.

      I slid in a second finger and she gasped.  I slowly worked my two fingers in and out of her pussy.  I placed the pad of my thumb on her clit and circled it around.  She shook and trembled.  She was gorgeous, leaning against my boyfriend while I pleased her.  I never wanted this to end.

      I dipped below the water and removed my fingers.  I looked at Becky’s shaved pussy and pressed my mouth to it.  I clamped my lips around her mound, flicking my tongue against her clit.  She rocked her hips back and forth.  And then I saw Tom’s cock floating to the side of her hips.  He was rock hard again.  It must’ve been killing him not to stroke himself.  I reached for his cock and stroked it for him.  I heard him groan above water.  I kept licking my best friend’s pussy while I stroked his cock.  It felt so good to please them both.  To share them with one another.

      My lungs were tight and I came up for air.  I gasped and then smiled at Becky.  I gripped her hips and angled her ass toward Tom.  “What are you doing?” she asked.

      “You’ll see,” I said.  I wrapped my arm around Becky’s waist and found Tom’s cock.  I angled it toward the entrance of her pussy.

      “Sara…wait.” I stopped.  “Are you sure?”

      “I’m more than sure,” I told her.

      “I should tell you then,” she said, “I’m a virgin.”

      “What?” said Tom.  “You’re kidding.”  But I felt his cock throb in my hand.  He was excited by the news.

      “But you’re so wild…so free,” I told her.

      Her cheeks turned pink.  “I know.  I’ve been saving it though…for someone special.  Someone like Tom.”

      “Then let me give him to you,” I told her.  “Please, Becky.  I want to share him.  I want his big cock to make you come.  I want to taste you when you do.”

      Her eyelids fell closed and her lips parted.  She nodded in agreement.  Tom watched me over Becky’s shoulder.  I guided his cock toward Becky’s pussy and pushed it in.  There was so much resistance.  She was so tight.  Too tight.  And then I felt a pop.  He slipped in and moaned.  Becky’s brows were furrowed and I couldn’t tell if it was pain of pleasure.

      “Is this alright?” I asked her.

      She nodded and moaned.  “It feels…good.”

      Tom slipped in further without my help.  He gripped her hips while her arms stayed wrapped around his neck.  I dived into the water and saw his cock sliding in and out of her pussy from behind.  My body trembled.  Heat radiated from the core of me but was cooled by the ocean.  I placed my mouth on Becky’s mound while my boyfriend thrust in and out of her.

      I could feel her tense and relax.  I sucked on her clit.  They both moaned above me, again and again.  Becky shook and shivered.  I came up for air and saw that Tom had one hand on her breast.  He was still fucking her with no reservations at all.  His brow was furrowed. His jaw clenched.  I held my breath and dived in again.

      I slipped between Becky’s legs and sucked Tom’s balls into my mouth.  I circled my thumb over Becky’s clit.  They both started to shake.  Tom’s legs flexed and relaxed.  He was about to come.  I hoped she was too.

      And then I felt the waves rippling through Becky’s muscles.  I kept my rhythm and watched closely as Tom filled her pussy again and again.  And then I saw it.  Streams of white cum slipping out of her pussy.  Tom had come and so had Becky.  He had filled her with his hot, virile seed.

      I came up for air and they were panting.  Becky turned to face Tom and he held her in his arms.  She wrapped her legs around his waist while she came down.  He stretched out one arm and I curled inside of it.  Becky rested her head on Tom’s shoulder, but she looked at me.  “That was amazing,” she said.  “I can see why you like fucking him so much.”

      “Wait…you two talk about me?” asked Tom.

      Becky and I giggled.  “Becky, you can have him any time you want.  I just hope I can be there when you do.”

      “Are you sure?” she asked.

      “Hey, what are friends for?”

      Tom was grinning.  I think he liked our new arrangement too.
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      I could tell the itch was there.  I’d been with Jack a year and he hadn’t gone on one excursion.  He was an outdoorsman.  He’d always been one.  It was one of the only things I didn’t have in common with him.  But the invitations started arriving in the mail.  It was beginning of summer and even though Jack wouldn’t admit it, he was dying to get out.  His legs would tap underneath the dining table.  He was browsing more adventure blogs than he had been before.  Occasionally he looked at me as if he wanted to ask me something, but then he held his tongue.  Even his energy in the bedroom waned.

      I knew what I had to do to satisfy him.  I’d have to let him go out.  Do something adventurous.  But it was the last thing I wanted to join him on.  I felt bad about that, but I preferred to stay home with a good book and a warm bath.  If I thought he’d go alone, I wouldn’t have hesitated letting him.  My fear was that he’d ask me to go with him.

      I watched him sulk for weeks, trying to get up the courage to suggest a trip to him.  A trip alone.  Besides disappointing him, I would miss him.  The house would feel too empty and sad without him there.  But I couldn’t let him go on like this.

      “Have you thought about going anywhere this summer?” I asked him finally over dinner.  He swirled his fork across his plate, spinning his noodles around it but never picking it up to put any in his mouth.

      “What do you mean?” he asked.  His brown eyes lifted to mine and he ran a hand through his chestnut hair.  He looked like an athlete, despite his lack of physical activity.  He had a chiseled jaw and muscles that were always visible underneath his clothes.  I’d always felt like he was too attractive for me.  Too fit and too sharp.  But I alleviated those insecurities by remembering how much we had in common.  We shared the same favorite bands, movies, and philosophies on life.  We always laughed at each other’s jokes and our chemistry in bed was better than I could ever hope for.  Except for lately.

      “You know…an adventure.  Something outdoors.  I know how you miss it.”

      “Oh,” he said, lowering his gaze to his spaghetti and swirling the fork some more.  “I mean, I don’t have to or anything.”

      “Yeah, but you want to, don’t you?”

      He shrugged.  “Did you want to do something like that?”

      “God, no,” I said with a laugh.  He frowned and I felt guilty.  “I’m sorry.  It’s just not my thing.  You know that.  But I know how important it is for you.  Maybe you could join a group or something.  You don’t need me there.”

      “It’s a shame you don’t like any of it,” he said.  “It would be fun to do with you.”

      I reached across the table and grabbed his hand.  “I know.  I’m sorry.  I wish I did like it, but I can’t stand the outdoors.  I barely even use our swimming pool.”

      He laughed.  “That’s true.  What is it you hate so much?”

      I shrugged.  I hadn’t ever thought about that.  “The bugs.  The uncomfortable changes in temperature and humidity.  The lack of convenience.  The exercise.  That’s it mostly. The exercise.”

      “But exercise is good for you.”

      I laughed. “Not for me it isn’t.  It’s easier for me to watch what I eat instead.”

      “Being outdoors gives me such a thrill,” he said.  “Being out in the elements.  Conquering them.  Testing the limits of your physical ability.  It can be a rush.  Endorphins swarming my head.  I’d treat you right after a good day of rock climbing.”

      “If I went rock climbing I wouldn’t want you anywhere near me.  I’d be so wiped.  I’d just want a good bath and long sleep.”

      He chuckled.  “Well, you’d get used to it.”

      “That’s why you should do something.  You don’t need me there.  I’d only drag you down.  I wouldn’t be any fun.  But I don’t want you to sacrifice your whole summer because I don’t like the outdoors.”

      He stared at me for a long time.  His jaw clenched and the muscle in his cheeks shifted.  He exhaled and straightened up in his seat.  His white t-shirt hugged his firm muscles.  “You’re right,” he said.  “I do need to get out and do something. Staying home is only going to drive me crazy.  But you’re sure you don’t mind?”

      “Not at all,” I said.  “I just want you to be happy.”

      He stood from the table and came over to my side.  He leaned down and kissed me more passionately than he had in weeks.  “Thank you, Rosie.  You’re the best girlfriend.”

      “No I’m not.  If I was the best I’d want to go with you.”

      “Close enough,” he said.  “You want what’s best for me.”

      I kissed him again and placed my hand on his chest.  “I do.  I want to see you happy.”

      “You make me happy,” he said.

      “Why don’t you go find an event.  Let me know what you pick.”

      “Can do,” he said.  He kissed my forehead and pulled his phone from his khaki cargo shorts.  He moved into the living room and scrolled through events on his phone.  I finished my spaghetti with a weird twisting in my gut.  Like I was making a mistake by not joining him.
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      Only a few days had passed when Jack came to me with an excursion.  I was sitting at my vanity, straightening and taming my brown hair when he walked in.  “It’s a rock climbing group,” he said, holding out his phone and showing me a picture of the members.  “They go out every weekend in the summer.  I think I’m going to join.”

      “That’s great,” I said, feeling a growing pit in my stomach.  The pit got larger when I noticed a certain blonde woman in the photo.  I pulled his phone from his hand and stood up.  I zoomed in on the picture.  “Jack, how did you find out about this group?”

      “What do you mean?” he asked, pulling his phone back from me and turning away.  He crossed to the other side of the room like a coward and shoved his hands in his pockets.

      “I mean, did you receive an invite?  Did one of your friends know about it?  Like Shannon, maybe?”

      He sighed.  “Fine.  Yeah.  Shannon told me about it.  Is that what you want to hear?”

      My throat tightened and my nerves were wired.  Shannon.  His ex-girlfriend.  An ex that had the one thing I didn’t – the desire to spend time outdoors.  I couldn’t imagine this event going down without him cheating on me.  After everything he mentioned about the thrill of the outdoors and the endorphins, there was no way he would keep it in his pants by the end of the night.

      “Do you come back at night or will you stay in a cabin together?” My words were squeaky, being choked to death by my fear and worry.  I didn’t want to lose him, but I couldn’t keep him home either.

      He hesitated and I knew the answer.

      “You can’t share a cabin with her,” I said.  “That’s out of the question.”

      “Jeez, Rosie.  Don’t you trust me?”  He moved toward me and took my hands, but I pulled them away.

      “She has everything I don’t have,” I said, turning my back to him so he wouldn’t see me cry.  “And we haven’t exactly been…close…lately.”

      I felt his arms wrap around my waist and he leaned his cheek on the back of my head.  “Rosie, she means nothing to me.  You have everything I need.  The only thing I have in common with her is our sense of adventure.”

      I turned in his arms until I was facing him.  “But that’s everything to you.”

      “You’re everything to me,” he said.  His lips met mine and my heart raced.  He took me to the bed and lay me back.  He tore off my clothes and tossed his to the floor.  His firm, naked body pressed to mine and he pushed his cock deep inside my wet pussy.  He pounded me long and hard, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her.  Shannon.  About his ex and how she had me beat in one area of our relationship.

      Jack flipped me onto my belly and fucked me from behind.  He pressed his hand to the small of my back to keep in place.  He reached around me and circled my clit with his thumb while he thumped against me over and over.  His big, thick cock swelled and filled my pussy and then it filled me with his hot load as I came.

      We lay beside each other on the bed, out of breath. I curled into him, his skin on mine.  “I want to go with you,” I told him, still buzzing from the heat of his shaft.  “I want to try rock climbing.”

      He kissed my head.  “No you don’t,” he said.  “Don’t kid yourself.  Nothing will happen with Shannon.  I’ll pick something else to do this summer.  You don’t need to worry about it.”

      “No,” I said, placing my hand on his chest and looking up at him.  “I want to be outdoorsy for you.  I want to learn to like it.  I want to be what you need.”

      “You are what I need,” he said.  “Trust me, you don’t need to join me.”

      “But I want to.  I want to share it with you.  I want to be there when you’re feeling that high.”

      He kissed my forehead and pulled me in close.  “Sleep on it,” he said.  “If you feel the same in the morning then I’ll sign us up.”

      We fell asleep in each other’s arms, but I already knew how I’d feel upon waking.  I was going to go with him.  And I was going to show Shannon just how much of an adventurer I could be.
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      I trekked through the woods beside Jack, keeping an eye on Shannon the whole time.  She kept making glances back at us and smiling.  I was swatting flies and slapping mosquitoes, but only when her back was turned.  I never let her see how much I hated being outside.

      Jack held my hands tightly, but I noticed his gaze slip to Shannon’s curves time and time again.  I could tell he wanted her, in some way or form.  Maybe he just wanted to fantasize fucking her.  Maybe he didn’t want anything else from her.

      The thought made me uneasy, but not just because it meant he’d be cheating.  It made me uneasy because it made my legs quiver.  It made my pussy wet.  It raised my body temperature.  They were both extremely athletic and beautiful.  I didn’t quite feel like I belonged.

      Shannon was the leader of the group.  I couldn’t believe my luck.  I’d have to listen to her give instructions and show me how to use the ropes.  Since I’d never done it before, I was the first to take a lesson with her.  Jack pushed on my lower back, but I hesitated.  I didn’t want to be near her.

      As I stepped closer, I was hit by a wave of her hibiscus shampoo.  Her long, thick blond hair was pulled up into a bun, and I assumed it was still a bit wet underneath.  My eyes traveled down her body.  She was wearing a bright yellow tank top with blue shorts.  Her eyes were light brown but sparkled in the afternoon sun.  She handed me the ropes and then fastened the harness to my waist.

      As her fingers moved across my stomach, my thighs clenched.  She was behind me, locking the clips and pulling on the ropes to make sure everything was fastened.  My body was tense.  All eyes were on us.

      She leaned over my shoulder to study the harness and I turned my head.  Our eyes met and our lips were an inch apart.  I felt drawn to her.  Like I wanted to kiss her.  She quickly pulled away and adjusted her bun.

      “You’re ready to climb,” she said.  She motioned Jack forward.  “Why don’t you climb with her so she feels more comfortable?”

      “I’d prefer him to hold the rope,” I told her.

      She put her hands on her waist and smiled.  “You don’t trust me to do it?”

      “Not really, no,” I said.

      “Well, I guess you’re going to have to get over that,” she said.  She brought someone else from the group forward to hold Jack’s rope.  Then the rest of the group watched as Jack and I climbed.

      I slipped a few times, but Jack caught my hand.  “You don’t have to rescue her,” called Shannon.  “She can lean back at any time.  I’ve got her.”

      “You’re doing great,” said Jack, but my heart was racing.

      “I can’t do this,” I told him.  My fingers were shaking on the rocks.  “I hate this.  I can’t keep going.”

      “Yes, you can,” he said.  “Just follow my lead.”

      I took a deep breath and watched him scale the rocks like a pro.  I climbed after him, placing my hands and feet in every crevice that he did.  It took nearly an hour, but we finally reached the top.  He helped me climb over the edge and we looked out at the woods below.

      “You just climbed 100 feet of boulder,” he said.  “How do you feel?”

      I was out of breath, but the view was thrilling.  I wrapped my arms around him and felt my heart pound between our chests.  “I feel amazing,” I said.  “I fucking did it.”

      He laughed.  “Yes, you did.”  He wrapped me in his arms and kissed me hard.  When we broke our kiss, I looked down at Shannon who was staring up at us.  I wondered what she thought of watching her ex kiss another woman.

      “Are you ready to come down?” she asked.

      “I’m scared,” I told Jack.  “What if she drops me?”

      “She won’t,” he said.  “She’s good at what she does.  Trust me.”

      I nodded in agreement and scaled back down the rock a foot.  Then I placed my feet flat against the boulder and leaned back.  Adrenaline flooded my veins, but she didn’t drop me.  She slowly lowered me the entire way down until I was safely on the ground.

      She walked up and unfastened my harness, her hot breath against my cheek.  Endorphins flooded my brain and clouded my thinking.  I stepped into her and kissed her before I knew what I was doing.

      She stepped back with wide eyes and I realized everyone was watching us.  My cheeks burned hot.  “I’m sorry,” I said.  “Shit, I’m so sorry.”

      “It’s okay,” she said with a weak laugh.  “The climb does different things to all of us.”  She winked and I felt my knees go weak.  She was sending me mixed signals.

      “Hey, Shannon.  Can I get a kiss on the way down too?” joked one of the guys in the group.

      “Not likely,” she said in a firm tone.  She hooked up the next guy on the harness while Jack’s partner lowered him to the ground.

      “Jack, you missed it.  Your girl just kissed Shannon.”

      “She what?”  He looked at me and I felt horrified.

      “I…uh…I don’t know what happened.  I just kind of fell…”

      The guy laughed.  “That was no fall.  I think they have the hots for each other.”

      “Really?” joked Jack.  I felt like I need to escape.  I needed to get back to the cabin.  I had embarrassed myself enough.  I didn’t need a million jokes at my expense.  I stormed off in the direction we had come.  “Rosie!  Wait!  Where are you going?”

      “To the cabin!  I need to get out of here!”

      “Hold up,” he said, jogging toward me.  He took my hand in his and said, “I’ll go with you.”

      “What about your group?”

      “Shannon’s got them,” he said with a smile.  “So, did you really kiss her?”

      I looked back at the group and bit my lip.  “Yeah,” I said.  “I did.”

      “That’s hot,” he said.  “Maybe next time I could watch.”

      “Trust me,” I said.  “There won’t be a next time.”  But I couldn’t have been more wrong.
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      Jack and I had the cabin to ourselves for a few minutes when the front door swung open.  We were sitting on the sofa, facing the fire, with the front door behind me.  I turned to see who it was and saw Shannon standing there.

      “Shannon,” said Jack.  “Did you leave everyone out there?”

      “They’ll be fine,” she said.  “I put Hugh in charge.  He’s as knowledgeable as me.”

      I looked at Jack and he agreed that he was.  My eyes met Shannon’s and she held her breath for a moment.  “I wanted to talk to you,” she said.  “Rosie, is it?”

      “Yes,” I said.  “I’m really sorry about earlier.”

      She held up her hand.  “No, don’t be.  I’m sorry.”

      “What are you sorry for?”

      “For acting weird about it.”  She tightened her bun and glanced between me and Jack.  “The truth is…I’ve been watching you all day.  I wanted to kiss you too.”

      “Be my guest,” said Jack, but the two of us glared at him.

      “I thought you were looking at Jack all day,” I said.

      “Oh,” she said.  “Don’t get me wrong.  You’re both very attractive.  I suppose in my wildest fantasy I could have you both.”

      “Shit, Shannon.  Are you serious?” asked Jack, who was leaning so far over the sofa now that he might fall over.

      She looked at her feet.  “It’s embarrassing to admit it, but yeah.”

      I thought about it for a moment.  It would be hours before the rest of the people came back.  I walked up to Shannon and took her hand.  Then I led her into the nearest bedroom.  “Jack?  Are you coming?” I called.  Soon, the three of us were in the bedroom behind a locked door.

      I tore off Shannon’s clothes and she tore off mine. Jack kicked off his shoes and shorts and threw his shirt to the ground.  The three of us climbed on the bed together, but Shannon and I were mostly focused on each other at first.

      Our lips met, and our hands cupped each other’s breasts.  Shannon moved her lips to my nipple and sucked it in. My fingers clawed at her scalp as I moaned.  Jack kissed me as he palmed my other tit.  Fuck it felt good to have both of them.  My pussy was dripping wet.

      “I want to see you suck his cock,” she said.  “I want to know how you look with a full mouth.”

      I lowered down to my hands and knees and took Jack’s cock in my hand. He’d always been long and thick and difficult to swallow down.  But I was glad he was hard and I was so wet.  It had been so long.  I wrapped my lips around his head and sucked him in.

      Shannon joined me by sucking his balls.  We slurped and licked his cock as he watched the two of us with wide eyes.  He groaned and gripped our heads, holding us to his pelvis and rocking his hips back and forth.

      Shannon and I licked Jack’s cock from either side, our tongues touching as we pleased him.  Then we started kissing again, unable to keep our hands off each other’s bodies.

      I laid Shannon down on her back and crawled between her thighs.  Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.  I tongued her slit and sucked on her clit.  Her hips rocked back and forth as she moaned and begged for more.

      Jack got behind me and rubbed his shaft against my wet pussy.  I felt the tip of him slip inside me and I moaned against Shannon’s clit.  The vibration of my moan made her quiver, a domino effect of the three of us together.

      Jack slid into me from behind and pulled back out.  He pushed in and out, pounding me harder and harder with each thrust. Each thrust sent my tongue gliding across Shannon’s pussy until she was screaming my name.

      Her body shook and she came.  It was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen.

      She was out of breath, but she said, “I want to switch.”

      “What?”

      “I want to taste you while your boyfriend fucks me.”

      My stomach was in knots.  I wanted to share him, but it made me nervous.  What if he didn’t want me anymore afterward?  But the curiosity was too strong.  I wanted to watch the two of them as much as I knew I shouldn’t want it.  I felt guilty and the whole thing felt wrong, but I needed it.  After climbing that rock, I needed more excitement.  More thrilling adventures.

      I lay on my back and spread my legs.  Shannon crawled slowly over me, her hot breath rolling against my slick folds.  She swiped her tongue up and down my slit, landing on my clit each time.  I rocked my hips and watched Jack get behind her, preparing to enter her.

      I wondered if I should stop it.  Now was my only chance.  But I didn’t say a word.  I watched as my boyfriend’s cock slid into his ex-girlfriend’s pussy.  His eyes rolled back as if he was remembering just how good she felt.  I couldn’t help but wonder if she felt as good as me.

      Despite my reservations about the situation, my pussy ached and throbbed.  And Shannon knew just how to use her tongue.  She slid a finger inside my pussy as she circled my clit.  She smiled up at me and then started to moan.  Jack was pumping in and out of her from behind, grabbing her hips in his hands and slamming hard against her.

      Her breasts swayed as he fucked her.  His abs tightened and I knew he would come soon.  He was going to come for her.  He was going to come inside of her.  And I knew I was going to come watching him do it.

      Shannon worked her fingers and her tongue until I was screaming out.  I clawed at her hair and watched my boyfriend fuck her breathless.  I came, clutching her head to my pussy.  Jack let out a groan and I knew he was filling her up with his hot, sticky load.

      He pulled out and Shannon rolled over onto her back.  I climbed over her to get to Jack.  I took his cock and licked it clean.  I could taste Shannon’s pussy on it and I knew it would never be the same for me again.  It would be better.  I would never be able to fuck him without thinking of her.  Without thinking of the fact that his cock had been inside her.

      And that gave me another idea.

      I moved between Shannon’s legs and licked her pussy.  She cooed as she stroked my hair.  I licked Jack’s cum from inside of her. I stretched my tongue as far as it would go.  I devoured her, loving the delicious taste of the two of them together.

      Finally, the three of us collapsed beside each other on the bed.  Jack wrapped his arms around me and I laid my head on Shannon’s chest.  Shannon stroked my hair and leaned her cheek against me.

      I’d been afraid of losing Jack this whole time, but never once considered I could gain Shannon.  I never felt more loved in my entire life.  I was wrapped up in the two of them, and I could only hope that his weekend was far from over.
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