
    
      
        
      

    




The Threesome: MMF

MS Naughtee





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE THREESOME: MMF

    

    
      First edition. May 22, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Ms Naughtee.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224278664

    

    
    
      Written by Ms Naughtee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  





  	
	    
	      Also by Ms Naughtee

	    

      
	    
          
	      A History In Love

          
        
          
	          A History In Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BLACKED

          
        
          
	          Blacked Friday: A Cuck/Hotwife Novel

          
        
          
	          Black Friday 2: Blacker and Darker

          
        
          
	          Interracial: One Wet Night

          
        
          
	          Interracial: Intertwined

          
        
          
	          Never Go Back: A Black/Interracial Novella

          
        
          
	          Never Have I Ever: An Interracial Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Tall Dark & Handsome: A Spicy Interracial Novella

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Collections

          
        
          
	          Cucked 2 Book Collection: Backyard Pool Party & A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Sexy St. Patrick's Day: 2 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Cuck: Backyard Pool Party

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Taking It All

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Firefighter Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Halloween Hijinks!

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Boudoir Photo Shoot

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Very Merry XXXmas

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared At Home

          
        
          
	          Cucked: A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The St. Patrick's Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Wife And Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Behind Closed Blinds

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Tattoo Artist

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cool Hiking

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Boudoir Photographer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Hedonism

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Neighbor's Son

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared at Sea

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Shower Scene

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Dark Desires

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Cold Revenge

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cold Winter Night

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Away At College

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The New Year's Eve Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: At The Cottage

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Into His Arms

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hot Summer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: How I Shared Her

          
        
          
	          Cheating: With The Hot New Neighbor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lesbian

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Party: A Lesbian Romance Novel

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: My Forever Valentine

          
        
          
	          Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Lesbian Pool Party

          
        
          
	          The Hot Tub: A Lesbian Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella

          
        
          
	          Beach Day: A Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Italy Trip: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Between Her Lips: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          FFF: A Lesbian Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Letters

          
        
          
	          Love Letters: A Young Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 2: The Second Chapter

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 3: A New Beginning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF

          
        
          
	          MILF: Crossing The Age Gap

          
        
          
	          MILF: On The Naughty List

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Babysitter's Secret

          
        
          
	          MILF: My Busty Neighbour

          
        
          
	          MILF: No One Can Know

          
        
          
	          MILF: Books For Sale

          
        
          
	          Cougar: Single & Ready to Mingle

          
        
          
	          The Cougar and Her Cub: An Age Gap Fantasy

          
        
          
	          MILF: Eyes on the Prize

          
        
          
	          MILF: Full-Body Inspection

          
        
          
	          The MILF & The Pool Boy

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey

          
        
          
	          MILF: An Unexpected Hookup

          
        
          
	          MILF: Public Seduction

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          MILF: Taken By The Fire

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Bar Pickup

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          MILF: First Time Blacked

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Secret Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pregnancy

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Suspense and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: The Best Christmas Present

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Prenatal Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Threesome

          
        
          
	          The Threesome: MMF

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: By The Christmas Tree

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: A First Time For Everything

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: The Sharing Session

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day

          
        
          
	          Gangbang After Dark: An Interracial Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Silent Springs Secrets

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Til Dawn Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Art Studio

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Blacker & Darker

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Portugal

          
        
          
	          The Blow Bang: A Group Sex Fantasy

          
        
          
	          The BBC Gangbang: From Fantasy to Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trans

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Dark First Time (M To F)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Friendship Gone Right (Or Wrong)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: My Old Crush

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: Hookup At The Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Genie of Love

          
        
      

      
    
    




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By MS Naughtee

Dedication

Chapter 1: A New Day

Chapter 2: The Mixup

Chapter 3: The Reunion

Chapter 4: The Evening Continues

Chapter 5: Permission

Chapter 6: Showtime

Chapter 7: A Second Location

Chapter 8: Cleaning Up

Sign up for MS Naughtee's Mailing List

Further Reading: Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

Also By MS Naughtee





  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Hello to all my readers, new and old!
I wanted to say thank you so much for reading this book. It is a labour of love for me to work on my craft!
As a show of gratitude for you all enabling me to live my dream, please visit my Substack page. I often give out free audiobooks and e-books for my fans over there. And the best part is, there is ZERO cost. It will always be 100% free to follow me and my stories over there.
If you'd like to claim your free audiobook, head to https://msnaughtee.substack.com/

      

    



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: A New Day
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Sunlight, dappled through the sheer white curtains, painted dancing patterns across Katie's face. The corner of her mouth quirked upwards, a smile just threatening to bloom.  I watched her, mesmerized, the sheet tangled around her bare shoulders slipping ever so slightly.  Today was Friday, and for the first time in weeks, neither of us had an alarm clock screaming its tyrannic call.

"Good morning, sunshine," I murmured, my voice low and husky with sleep.

Katie's eyes fluttered open, the blue as vibrant as the summer sky. A slow smile spread across her face, as warm and inviting as the day promised to be. "Good morning, handsome," she replied, her voice a husky whisper.

I leaned in, stealing a kiss, savoring the taste of sleep and lingering sweetness of last night's strawberries. Her hand, cool against my warm skin, trailed down my chest, sending a delicious shiver down my spine.

"Coffee?" I asked, already reaching over to nudge the French press I'd prepped the night before.

"Later," she purred, tugging me closer.  "There's plenty of time for coffee... and other things."

The laughter that bubbled out of us was light and carefree. It was days like this, stolen moments in the quiet symphony of our lives, that made everything else worthwhile.  The smell of the nearby coffee beans filled the air as we tangled together under the sheets, the promise of a lazy summer day stretching before us.

By the time we finally emerged, blinking in the sunlight streaming through the balcony doors, the city was already buzzing with the energy of a Friday.  The aroma of freshly baked bread wafted from the little patisserie down the street, a symphony of delicious temptation.

"Breakfast on the balcony?" I suggested, already pulling on a pair of swim trunks.

Katie's eyes lit up. "With croissants, of course."

The balcony, bathed in warm sunlight, became our own little oasis. We devoured warm croissants, the flaky pastry clinging to our fingers, Katie's laughter a melody that chased away any lingering thoughts of work.  Later, adorned in our swimsuits, we plunged into the cool embrace of the pool in our building's rear courtyard. The water shimmered, reflecting the turquoise of the sky. We chased each other playfully, the water cascading around us in joyous splashes. We couldn’t have asked for a more beautiful day.

As the sun climbed higher, we retreated to the shade of a large umbrella, where two chilled bottles of water were sweating with condensation. I wished they were the bottles of rosé we had chilling in the fridge upstairs. Laughter mixed with the clinking of our bottles as we shared stories, dreams, and whispered secrets. The water was exceptionally delicious today. That just seems to be how it works on scorching hot days, when you’re super dehydrated, doesn’t it?  Katie's eyes sparkled with something besides the reflected sunlight, and I couldn't help but lean in, stealing another kiss, this one deeper, more intense.

The afternoon melted into a lazy haze of whispered conversations, stolen kisses, and the languorous caress of the summer sun. With each glass of wine, the air crackled with a delicious tension, the unspoken promise of a night that would be as warm and inviting as the day itself.

The golden light of the afternoon started painting long shadows across the pool deck. We finished our water quite handedly in the summer heat. Practically as soon as we got upstairs, we opened up a bottle of the rosé. It didn’t take long for us to work our way through that first bottle, either. I was watching the last drops swirling gently in Katie's second glass, mirroring the fiery hues bleeding into the sky.

"Maybe we should order dinner in," I suggested, tracing idle circles on her hand with my thumb.

Katie tilted her head, considering. "Sounds lovely. But maybe something a little more... special?"

A playful grin tugged at the corners of my mouth. "Special, huh? What did you have in mind?"

A mischievous glint appeared in her eyes. "There's this new rooftop restaurant downtown I've been wanting to try. They have a live jazz band on Fridays, and the view is supposed to be incredible."

The idea sent a jolt of excitement through me. "Sounds perfect. Let's get ready then."

The city buzzed with Friday night energy as we made our way downtown. Katie, dressed in a stunning sundress that seemed to shimmer in the twilight, slipped her hand into mine. The gentle pressure sent a familiar warmth through me.

The rooftop restaurant lived up to the hype. Soft jazz music filled the air, weaving through the murmur of conversation. The city sprawled out before us, a tapestry of twinkling lights against the darkening sky. As we were seated at a table with a breathtaking view, the first notes of a slow, sultry saxophone melody drifted over us.

Candlelight cast a warm glow on Katie's face, highlighting the soft blush that dusted her cheeks. I found myself mesmerized, not just by the stunning panorama, but by the woman across from me.

Dinner was a leisurely affair, each bite punctuated by laughter and shared stories.  The live music provided a smooth, romantic soundtrack to the evening. Between sips of wine and forkfuls of delicious food, we rediscovered the little details we loved about each other, the way her eyes crinkled when she laughed, the soft melody of her voice when she spoke passionately about something she cared about.

As the night deepened, the music softened into a slow, soulful ballad. I leaned closer, our lips meeting in a kiss that was as smooth and languid as the summer night. The city lights seemed to shimmer in a conspiratorial wink, and for a moment, the world melted away, leaving only us, two souls drawn together by an invisible force.

"This view is pretty incredible," I murmured against her lips, my voice thick with unspoken desire.

Katie's eyes, dark with a newfound intensity, held mine. "But not as incredible as you," she whispered before pulling me in for another kiss, this one deeper, more passionate, filled with the promise of all the untold stories waiting to be written under the summer sky.

We held each other close, staring into each other’s eyes. As I smiled at her, I felt I could get lost in her forever. “I love you, Katie,” I told her, before softly pulling her in for our longest kiss of the night.

My life felt entirely complete in that moment.
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Chapter 2: The Mixup
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Saturday morning dawned bright and clear, a stark contrast to the tangled knot of worry tightening in my stomach. Yesterday's carefree bliss had been replaced by a looming sense of dread. Katie, ever the romantic, had envisioned a cozy night in – cooking a delicious meal together, followed by a movie marathon cuddled on the couch.  I, on the other hand, had completely forgotten about a prior commitment. I didn’t even want to look at my phone.

My phone buzzed again on the nightstand, shattering the peaceful silence. A text from Brandon flashed on the screen: "Dude! Back in town! Still on for beers tonight?"

A groan escaped my lips. Brandon, my best friend since college, had just returned from a month-long European backpacking trip. We'd planned a reunion of epic proportions – beers, bad jokes, and enough travel stories to fill an adventure novel.

Panic gnawed at me. How could I explain this to Katie?  Just the thought of her disappointment sent a pang of guilt through me.

I tiptoed into the kitchen, where Katie was humming along to the radio, sunlight streaming through the window and catching the golden strands of her hair. The smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, a tantalizing counterpoint to the growing knot in my stomach.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," she said, turning with a smile that could melt glaciers.

I forced a smile back, my heart sinking a little further. "Morning, beautiful. About tonight..."

Before I could launch into a nervous explanation, her phone chirped. She glanced at it, her smile faltering slightly. "Everything alright?" I asked, concern lacing my voice.

"Yeah, just my mom," she replied, tucking the phone away. "She wants me to join her for brunch tomorrow. But that doesn't change our plans for tonight, does it?"

This was my chance. I took a deep breath. "Actually, there's something I need to tell you."  I explained the situation with Brandon, my voice tripping over itself in my haste.

Katie listened patiently, her expression unreadable. When I finished, a beat of silence stretched between us.  Just as I braced myself for the inevitable disappointment, she surprised me.

"Oh," she said, a small smile playing on her lips. "Well, that's a bit of a mixup."

Relief washed over me, warm and welcome. "I'm so sorry, Katie.  I should have remembered.  Is there any way..."

"Don't worry about it," she interrupted, her voice gentle. "Guys' night is important too.  Besides, I wouldn't want to stand between you and your welcome-back beers."

"You wouldn't mind?" I asked her, still worried about the situation.

"Of course not," she said, reaching out and squeezing my hand. "Honestly, I was looking forward to a relaxing night in, but I can manage.  I could watch a movie at home with you guys, or maybe curl up with a book in the bedroom."

I squeezed her hand back, a wave of gratitude washing over me. "Are you sure? Because if you'd rather just have the night to yourself..."

"I'm sure," she said, her eyes twinkling. "Besides, who knows, maybe Brandon will have some entertaining travel stories to share."

The thought of Brandon regaling us with tales of his European escapades while Katie and I cuddled on the couch, a movie playing softly in the background, wasn't so bad after all.  Maybe, just maybe, this mixup could turn into a surprisingly fun night.

“Okay, great. Thanks again sweetie, I really appreciate it. And if you want us to go out instead, we can always hit up a bar,” I said, wanting to compromise as much as possible.

“It’s not a problem, hun! I can handle the two of you and your stupid jokes,” she smiled back at me, jokingly punching me in the arm.

“Thanks babe,” I said. I knew I was lucky to have such an understanding partner. I thought to myself, ‘What the hell did I do to deserve her?’ Either way, I was grateful that we were always able to talk things through. Katie always found ways to impress me.
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Chapter 3: The Reunion
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The doorbell's shrill ring jolted me out of my internal debate. Grabbing a couple of glasses from the cupboard, I raced to the door, a wave of relief washing over me when I saw Brandon's grinning face.

"Dude! You made it!" He bounced on the balls of his feet, his backpack slung over one shoulder, a wild gleam in his eyes.  "Let me in, let me in!"

Before I could even open the door fully, he was pushing past me, his backpack landing with a thump on the floor. He gave me a bear hug, squeezing the air out of my lungs.

"Whoa, easy there, Energizer Bunny," I wheezed, clapping him on the back.  "You haven't even been home five minutes and you're already bouncing off the walls."

He flashed a wide, toothy grin. "Vacation, man! Vacation will do that to you. So much energy, so many stories.  Speaking of which, I brought souvenirs!" He rummaged around in his backpack, finally pulling out two hefty six-packs of beer with brightly colored labels.

"Whoa, what is that...?" I squinted at one of the labels, trying to decipher the unfamiliar language.

"Czech Republic Pilsner! And this one," he brandished the other six-pack, "is a Belgian Pale Ale. Gotta say, Belgian beer is no joke. Strong stuff."

A laugh bubbled up from my chest. Typical Brandon. Always up for an adventure, always down for a good beer.

"Let's get these chilling," I said, taking the beers from him and walking towards the fridge. Thankfully, one pack was already a little cold, so we could get started right away.  "So, spill the beans. What was Europe like?"

He followed me into the kitchen, collapsing onto one of the bar stools with a sigh. "Man, where do I even begin?  Hiking the Alps, exploring ancient ruins in Rome, getting lost in the maze-like streets of Prague..." He rambled on, his voice animated, his eyes alight with the memories he was reliving.

I listened intently, chuckling at his mishaps, marveling at his adventures. As we popped open the beers, the first golden drops cascading into the glasses and Brandon launched into a hilarious story about a hostel mishap in Amsterdam.  I couldn’t help but smile.

I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed my friend.  Maybe, just maybe, this wouldn't be such a bad night after all.

Brandon launched into his story, his voice animated as he took a swig of his Czech beer. "So there I am, Amsterdam, right? Just landed, feeling like a million bucks. Hostels are notoriously cheap in Europe, so I booked this place in the red light district, thinking, 'Hey, how bad can it be?'  Big mistake, my friend."

He took another gulp, wiping the foam off his mustache with the back of his hand. "The place was like something out of a horror movie. Creaky floorboards, flickering lights, and the walls were so thin I could practically hear my neighbors arguing in Dutch. But hey, it was cheap, right?"

I chuckled, already picturing the scene. "So, what happened?"

"Well, the first night wasn't too bad. But then came the incident with the sleepwalker." Brandon paused for dramatic effect, his eyes wide.

"Sleepwalker, huh?" I raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"Yep. This dude, built like a refrigerator and snoring like a chainsaw, decides to take a midnight stroll... right through my dorm room!" He threw his hands up in the air. "I wake up to this giant dude standing over me, muttering something in what sounded like German, and holding a pair of bright pink fuzzy slippers."

I burst out laughing, the image of a sleepwalking giant in fuzzy slippers too much to bear. "What did you do?"

"Almost fainted," Brandon admitted, wiping a tear from his eye. "Then I remembered all those hostel safety videos I ignored, and slowly inched my way towards the door. Luckily, the dude just mumbled something about waffles and shuffled back to his bunk."

We both laughed, the tension of the earlier afternoon fading away.  "Waffles, huh?" I said, shaking my head.

"The things you see in European hostels, man," Brandon said, taking another swig of his beer. "Just another night in paradise."

We lapsed into a comfortable silence, the only sound the clinking of glasses and Brandon's animated tales of his European misadventures.

Laughter still bubbled in my chest as Brandon recounted another close call with pickpockets in Rome. Just then, the sound of the back door opening and footsteps on the stairs cut him off.

Katie emerged, hair damp from a swim, a light blue bikini clinging to her curves. She glanced at me, a smile playing on her lips, then turned to Brandon.

"Hey, Brandon! Didn't expect to see you here." Her voice held a note of genuine surprise, but there wasn't a hint of annoyance in her eyes.

"Surprise!" Brandon grinned, standing up and offering her a mock bow. "Welcome back from the literary world. You look...well, you look fantastic."

Katie laughed, a light, tinkling sound. "Thanks! Just finished reading by the pool.  Didn't realize how late it got."

"No worries," I said, gesturing to the fridge. "We're just getting started with the European beer tour."

She raised an eyebrow, amusement flickering in her eyes. "European beer tour, huh? Sounds intriguing."

Brandon launched into a detailed explanation of the different beers he'd brought, his voice animated as he described the brewing process and his personal tasting notes. Katie listened intently, occasionally asking a question or offering her own opinion on craft beers.

As I watched them interact, a strange sensation bloomed in my stomach. Was it possessiveness? A flicker of jealousy? It was hard to tell. Maybe it was just relief that Katie wasn't brooding upstairs.

The conversation flowed easily, filled with banter and laughter.  At one point, Katie mentioned seeing a documentary about the history of brewing in Belgium. She couldn’t remember too many details about it, but she surprised Brandon by having some knowledge.  I noticed Brandon's gaze lingering on her for a beat too long as she walked towards our bedroom and announced that she was going to quickly change into clothes. The way his eyes seemed to follow the curve of her hips as she walked sent a jolt through me. Did he just check out her ass?

Uncertainty gnawed at me. Was I imagining things? Or was there a definite shift in Brandon's demeanor towards Katie?  I brushed it off, telling myself it was just the beer talking.  Besides, Brandon wouldn't be interested in my girl... would he?
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Chapter 4: The Evening Continues
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As the evening wore on, the beers flowed freely, and the initial awkwardness melted away. Brandon, fueled by his European adventures and a healthy dose of Czech Pilsner, became increasingly animated. He regaled us with tales of near-death experiences on clifftops in Santorini and hilarious encounters with grumpy hostel staff in Berlin. Katie, nestled comfortably on the couch with a book about Belgian brewing traditions, would occasionally chime in, asking insightful questions about the history of specific beers or sharing her own experiences with craft breweries back home.

The more we drank, the more relaxed everyone became. The air crackled with a playful energy, fueled by Brandon's infectious enthusiasm and Katie's easy laughter. A comfortable silence descended upon us as we transitioned from travel stories to a movie marathon. We settled on a classic comedy, the kind that was perfect for a laid-back evening with good company.

As the opening credits rolled, I couldn't help but steal a glance at Katie. Her brow was furrowed in concentration as she read a text on her phone, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. It was a beautiful sight, one that made my heart skip a beat.

Then, my gaze drifted towards Brandon. He was sprawled on the armchair opposite her, his head thrown back in a laugh as he responded to something on his own phone. Again, I noticed a lingering look in his eyes as he glanced at Katie, a subtle shift in his posture that made me feel a prickle of unease.

Was I being paranoid? Maybe. But the way his gaze lingered a little too long, the way his smile seemed directed more at her than at the movie, it all fueled a growing sense of unease within me.

As the movie progressed, so did the effects of the alcohol. Laughter echoed through the room at every punchline, punctuated by Brandon's booming guffaws. Katie, usually reserved in large groups, seemed more relaxed, her laughter blending effortlessly with ours.  I caught her eyes meeting Brandon's across the room, and for a fleeting moment, a shared thought seemed to pass between them, as well as a smile that made my stomach churn.

The lightheartedness of the evening began to curdle into a strange mix of camaraderie and unspoken tension. I found myself paying more attention to Brandon's interactions with Katie than to the movie itself. Was I imagining things? Or was there a spark igniting between them that I hadn't noticed before?

The night wore on, the air thickening with a strange mix of alcohol fumes and unspoken emotions.

The silence after the movie ended stretched on, heavy with the unspoken tension that had brewed throughout the evening. I glanced at Katie, half expecting to see some lingering spark with Brandon, but she was watching me instead.

A slow smile spread across her face, a mischievous glint in her eyes that sent a jolt through me. "That was a classic," she said, her voice slightly slurred, the playful kind of slur that comes with a few too many beers.

"Yeah it’s one of my favourites," I agreed, forcing a smile.

She leaned forward, her gaze locking with mine.  "You know," she continued, her voice a husky whisper, "we haven't had a dance night in ages."

My nervousness melted away, replaced by a warmth that spread through my chest. What was she thinking, I wondered.  "Dance night?"

"Uh-huh," she confirmed, her smile widening. "Put on some music, and let's show Brandon our moves, old-school style."

Relief washed over me so strong it felt like a physical wave. Katie wanted to dance with me, not Brandon. But we weren’t going to dance and make him watch. That would be weird, right? I protested it, and said, “Baby, you’re not serious... we can’t do that,”

“Sure we can! Why not?” she beamed. “I’m going to dance, and somebody’s gonna join me,” she insisted in a flirtatious manner. Immediately, I volunteered. I wanted her to dance with me, not Brandon. The music streaming service on my phone was up and running in an instant, and I scrolled through my playlist, searching for the perfect song.

As the first notes of a familiar, upbeat tune filled the room, I held out my hand to Katie. "Care to do the honors, baby?"

She slipped her hand into mine, her fingers warm and inviting. We pulled each other close, our laughter echoing through the room as we swayed to the music.  The tension that had been building all night seemed to dissipate with every beat.

Suddenly, Brandon cleared his throat. "Mind if I cut in, lovebirds?"

I felt a pang of something akin to disappointment, but I forced a smile. "Sure, man. Go for it."

Katie didn't seem to mind either. She slipped out of my grasp, her eyes sparkling with a playful challenge as she took Brandon's outstretched hand. They danced together, their movements a little looser, a little more provocative than ours had been.

A strange feeling bubbled up inside me. It wasn't jealousy, exactly.  More like... a competitive excitement.  As I watched them move, the alcohol warming me from the inside out, I couldn't help but feel a flicker of something new ignite within me. Maybe a little possessiveness, but also a newfound determination to show Katie exactly how much fun she could have dancing with me.

I kept wanting to butt in, but they were having too much fun. They joked, laughed, and smiled together for longer than I would have liked.

Eventually, I managed to get back to dancing with Katie. We danced for a few more minutes together, still having fun. When the dancing finally came to a halt, Katie thanked both of us. She seemed really happy. I was happy that I got to have fun with her, too! But I couldn’t shake the feeling I got, seeing Katie dancing with Brandon.

Unbeknownst to me, neither could she.
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Chapter 5: Permission
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The music thrummed faintly in the background, a muffled counterpoint to the pounding of my heart. Katie, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of intoxication and something else entirely, had pulled me away from Brandon under the guise of helping her find something. Lucky for us, he also had to go to the bathroom. That bought us some time. Now, the bedroom door was shut behind us, creating a cocoon of intimacy that felt both thrilling and terrifying.

"So," she began, her voice a quiet whisper that sent shivers down my spine, "that was fun, wasn't it?"

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. "Fun?"

A playful smile tugged at the corner of her lips. "Don't play coy. You know exactly what I mean. Dancing with you... dancing with Brandon... it was different, right?"

My stomach did a nervous flip-flop.  "Different," I admitted cautiously.

"Exactly!" she exclaimed, a touch too loud in the confined space. "And you know what else would be different?"

She leaned in closer, the scent of her perfume filling my senses. Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial murmur.  "What if it wasn't just dancing?"

My breath hitched.  "What do you mean?"

A slow smile spread across her face, a smile that sent a jolt of electricity through me.  "What if it was all of us? You, me, and Brandon?"

The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. My mind raced, a whirlwind of confusion and a strange sense of exhilaration.  "Katie, are you serious?"

"Dead serious," she confirmed, her eyes holding mine with an intensity that both scared and excited me. She wore a huge smile the entire time.  "We've been together for so long, things can get a little... predictable.  Don't you ever get curious? Don't you ever wonder what it would be like... to explore a little?"

Her words resonated with a truth I couldn't deny. Our relationship, while comfortable and loving, had settled into a familiar routine.  The idea of something new, something exciting, was undeniably tempting.

But the image of Katie with Brandon, their laughter echoing in my head, sent another shot of possessiveness through me.  "I don't know, Katie," I stammered, my voice thick with apprehension.

"Think about it," she urged, her voice laced with a seductive plea. "Think about the possibilities. It could be something exciting, something unforgettable.  And don't worry, Brandon's into it too! I caught him looking at me earlier, and..." she leaned in even closer, her lips brushing against my ear, "let's just say, I know he wouldn't say no to a little adventure."

My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the backdrop of my racing thoughts.  The alcohol emboldened her, fueled her desire, and a part of me, a primal, possessive part, couldn't help but be intrigued by the prospect.

Katie, sensing my hesitation, took my hand, her touch sending a spark igniting deep within me.  "Please," she whispered, her voice laced with a vulnerability that tugged at my heartstrings. "Just give me your permission.  We can stop whenever you want.  But trust me, it'll be fun."

Looking into her eyes, desire warring with uncertainty within me, I knew I was at a crossroads.  The safe, familiar path of our relationship stretched out before me, comfortable but predictable.  The other path, shrouded in a veil of excitement and danger, beckoned with a siren song that was hard to resist.

My voice, tight and hesitant, barely scraped past my lips. "Katie, I... are you sure you know what you're asking for?"

A slow, knowing smile spread across her face. The playful glint in her eyes deepened, replacing the earlier uncertainty with a confident allure. "Absolutely," she said, her voice a husky purr. "I'm talking about exploring something new, something exciting.  I'm talking about sex, with both of you."

The word hung in the air, raw and unfiltered. A blush crept up my neck, a mixture of shock and a strange sense of arousal battling within me.  The thought of sharing Katie with Brandon, of witnessing their intimacy, was both unsettling and strangely thrilling.

"Both of us?" I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. "But... how?"

A playful glint danced in her eyes. "We'll figure that out," she said, her voice laced with a playful confidence. "The details can wait.  Right now, I just want your answer. Are you in? Are you ready to explore this with me?"

My mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.  Possessiveness warred with curiosity, apprehension with a raw desire for something new.  Looking at Katie, her usually reserved demeanor replaced by a seductive openness, I couldn't deny the pull of the unknown.  This wasn't the Katie I knew, at least not entirely.  There was a fire burning in her eyes, a desire for adventure that mirrored the strange yearning stirring within me.

"I..." I began, my voice thick with indecision.  Taking a deep breath, I met her gaze head-on.  "Alright, Katie. You win. Let's see where this goes.  But on one condition."

A playful smile tugged at the corner of her lips. "Name it."

"We stop whenever any of us feels uncomfortable," I said, my voice gaining strength with each word. "This is an exploration, not a commitment.  Agreed?"

"Agreed," she said, her smile widening. Relief mingled with a surge of excitement as she leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a quick, teasing kiss.

"Now," she murmured, her eyes sparkling with mischief, "where were we?  Oh right, showing Brandon how it's done."

Pulling me back towards the living room door, her hand trailing seductively down my arm, I couldn't help but grin.  This night, fueled by alcohol and a shared sense of curiosity, had taken a sharp turn into the unexpected.  And as we rejoined Brandon, a silent agreement hanging in the air between Katie and I, I knew things were about to get very interesting indeed.

As we reunited with Brandon in the living room, there was a brief silence thick with unspoken tension.  He looked up, a questioning smile playing on his lips.  Katie squeezed my hand reassuringly, a silent message of support passing between us.

"So," Brandon drawled, amusement dancing in his eyes, "what secrets were you two whispering about in there?"

"Just catching up," I mumbled, unsure of how to proceed.  Katie, however, seemed to have found her voice.

"Actually," she began, her voice surprisingly steady, "we were talking about... exploring a bit."

Brandon's eyebrows shot up in surprise.  "Exploring? What do you mean?"

"Yes," Katie continued, taking a deep breath. "Our relationship, you know?  We've been together for a long time, and while we love each other very much, things have gotten a little... routine."

My heart hammered in my chest, a mixture of nervousness and a strange sense of liberation. We were actually having this conversation, laying everything bare.

"And?" Brandon prompted, his gaze flickering between us. It was easy to tell he was unsure where this was going.

"We were wondering," Katie said, her voice gaining confidence, "if you'd be interested in exploring something... different.  Maybe even together."

The room held its breath.  Brandon's surprise slowly morphed into a thoughtful silence.  He ran a hand through his hair, considering her words. A wide grin began to appear on his face.

"Wow," he finally breathed, his voice tinged with awe. "Are you serious?" He smiled at me, then at her. He seemed giddy, but also appeared to wonder if this was a prank.

"Yeah, we are," I agreed, finding my own voice.  "We just thought we’d ask. No pressure or anything."

"But," Katie added, her eyes pleading, "we wouldn't ask if we didn't think it could be something special.  We thought it’d be fun... for all of us," she smirked, stepping closer.

Another long silence stretched between us.  I could see how happy Brandon looked as Katie stepped towards him. Before he’d even replied, I started to think I knew his answer.

Finally, he let out a slow breath.  "You know," he began, his voice surprisingly calm, "Our dancing earlier was pretty hot,” he smirked, taking Katie’s hands in his, pulling her in for a hug. She was all smiles, and so was he. They looked so eager to do this. I had no clue what I should be thinking, or how I should be feeling in this moment.

A flicker of hope ignited within me.  Maybe, just maybe, this crazy idea wasn't so crazy after all. At least with a friend, it’d be safe, right?

"So," Brandon continued, a playful smirk tugging at the corner of his lips, "are you proposing some kind of... threesome?"

“Yeah, exactly,” Katie calmly nodded, almost waiting for him somehow. “So, what do you think?” she asked, excitedly waiting for his answer.

“Are you kidding me? With how hot you are? Absolutely, let’s do this!” he smiled. She grinned from ear-to-ear. Before I knew it, he leaned in, and gave her a long kiss on the lips. She was leaned back by Brandon, in his arms, as if they’d been dancing again and he’d just dipped her towards the floor.

I felt the redness blush in my face. I was jealous, but I admit, they did look good together. Somewhere, alongside that jealousy, I was excited. I felt myself getting hard, just watching this start between the two of them. What had I gotten myself into?
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Chapter 6: Showtime
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Katie was ready for it. She wanted it bad. Us guys wanted her, too.

I felt something unfolding, deep inside of me. Unfolding probably isn’t the right word, but how they hell do you describe things like this? Innate feelings of sexual desire are almost impossible to put into words. All I knew was I wanted her, in whatever way she’d give herself to me.

From the look of it Brandon had the same idea. It only took me a few moments to notice how hard he was getting;  his shorts were NOT doing a good job of hiding how excited he was becoming.

“Well boys... who’s up for some fun?” Katie flirted, hoping that by extending the invitation, the guys would take more of the lead. She was always the submissive type, after all.

“I think both of us are,” Brandon stated, blushing mildly, as he was a little nervous. After all, none of us had ever done this before. He stepped in closer, clearly wanting her.

“Absolutely,” I agreed, wanting to ravage Katie right then and there. I stepped towards her as well.

“Well then, I think you should show me how bad you want it...” she trailed off at the end of her sentence, in a sultry voice. God was it ever sexy.

We both approached her in the living room. I wanted to have her first, but Brandon beat me there, as he was a step ahead. He grabbed both her breasts, feeling up her chest while beginning to kiss her. I was fucking jealous. He couldn’t have even left one tit free for me?

They kept making out for several moments. Katie seemed to be enjoying it. When they finally stopped, she must have realized I looked a little bit envious.

“Come here baby,” she encouraged, pulling at my wrist as I got closer and making me feel her right breast. “You like that?” she smirked, to which I nodded and replied “Of course I do!” We kissed as I continued to fondle her.

It was clear that we wanted to have our way with her, so she decided to make things a little easier. “Here,” she started, putting her arms down along her side, and taking her top off. She then put her hands behind her back and got to work on her bra. It took less than 10 seconds until it was falling to the floor. “That better?” she asked with a wide grin on her face.

We both nodded in agreement, with Brandon saying “Definitely.” We both claimed a breast, feeling up her chest as she enjoyed our strong hands, squeezing at her. She looked overwhelmed with desire.

The feeling of her B cups in my hands was spectacular, as always. Brandon looked so happy just to be here. That said, it was clear he was still trying to escalate the situation further.

He took off his top to reveal his strong, fairly muscular body. I decided to be a copycat and do the same, given this was the direction we were heading anyway. Before I knew it, he was working on his belt and suggesting to Katie, “I think you’re still wearing too many clothes.”

“You know, I think you’re right!” she flirted back. She began to remove the leggings she had on, leaving just a sexy pair of lacy black panties covering the rest of her. The expression on Brandon’s face said everything. We both wanted to give it to Katie, at that exact moment.

“Come closer,” he insisted, gently taking one of her hands and guiding her closer to him. Her and I both wondered what he’d do first. He pulled her close, looked over her shoulder, and spanked her ass hard.

“Oww!” she said, as it left a little mark. From the smile on her face, we could both tell she liked it. Brandon began to remove his pants after that. Again, I followed suit.

The three of us just had on our underwear now, which I calmly decided to remove. I grabbed each side of my waistband and pulled down. I didn’t just want to be a follower here.

“Mmmm, very nice, babe!” Katie growled as she checked me out. This time, Brandon copied me and stripped second. I moved closer, allowing Katie to gently stroke me. I kissed her forehead, and then kissed her deeply on her lips. She seemed excited beyond words.

Brandon wanted to remove her panties, but I grabbed her hips and pulled her close to me. He wasn’t going to get to have all the fun tonight. I pulled them off her, and assisted as she stepped out of them. For the first time, she revealed her sexy, cleanly shaven little self to my friend. I could feel my erection growing.

Brandon grabbed her by the hand and smiled at her. Without saying a word, he guided her to the couch. She sat down, as if she was going to blow him. I walked right up beside, wanting the same thing.

That’s exactly what she did. She warmed each of us up, working slowly but thoroughly. Her spit would also be useful as lube on our now-stiff cocks. “Fuck baby,” I groaned, trying to keep it quiet but failing.

We laid her down on her side on the couch. Quickly, I climbed between her legs because I wanted her first. Katie smiled at me as I asked if she was ready. She nodded and insisted she was. I began to thrust inside her, filling her little pussy up with my cock.

Brandon walked around to her face as I hammered away. I grew harder and more confident as time went on. I could feel her walls stretching around me. I knew I wouldn’t fall out of her now that I’d gotten into my rhythm.

She blew Brandon intently, clearly wanting to please him. I could tell from how he was looking down at her and grinning that he was loving it. She seemed to make eye contact with him, which he liked even more. I always liked that too, so I was a little jealous.

I fucked Katie harder, and faster. I could hear the occasional moan slip out of her. Mostly, they were muffled due to how busy her mouth was. I guess that’s how it goes with threesomes.

“Mmm, fuck baby,” I groaned again, quietly. Even though I’d been using her, the two of them almost seemed in their own little world. I mean, it wasn’t really possible for her to look at me, so it sort of made sense.

She slowed down, then stopped blowing him. “How about you guys switch?” she suggested calmly. Brandon agreed to the switch, and made his way over to me. I got up from between Katie’s legs, and walked over to her mouth.

She seemed awfully excited for this part. She was happy to make eye contact with me, and I knew I was going to get sucked really good. She also kept looking at Brandon. I realized his dick was quite sizeable, and she seemed to be looking forward to it. He lined himself up, and before I knew it, we were watching him insert himself.

“Yessss,” he groaned while he did it. He started to slowly stuff Katie. It felt bizarrely intimate. We’d never done anything like this. Katie sighed with pleasure, then turned to look at me. “Suck me, baby,” I encouraged. I then got one of the most passionate blowjobs in my life.

We stood, each of us taking an end of Katie, and we filled her as best we could. To Katie’s credit, she worked her ass off for us. To the point that she was struggling to breathe, and tears formed in her eyes from gagging on my cock. She didn’t even attempt to stop or give up.

Brandon and I thrusted away, firmly, but not too rough as we were all new to this. We gave it to her as we saw fit, and she didn’t complain once.

The pace picked up, and we went in and out, over and over again as the pleasure grew. I knew I was about to cum. I started to scream out as I began to fill her mouth.

I may have gone first, but the most memorable part may have been what happened after. Brandon thrusted faster and faster, until he was about to finish as well. “I’m cumming!” he screamed. Before we knew it, he was shooting his thick cum all over Katie.

I had never seen something as intimate as that done by another man with my girlfriend before. Much less, one of my good friends. She and I were stunned, but overjoyed with the result. She smirked at him, then smiled up at me. “Wow...” was all she could manage.

She wore the cum so well.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 7: A Second Location


[image: ]


“Oh my God, that was so hot,” Brandon smiled down at Katie. She looked very proud of herself.

“Yeah, it was,” she replied with a naughty little smirk.

“You really took a lot out of me,” Brandon teased.

“Well, hopefully not too much... How about another round?” she smiled greedily. Brandon looked shocked, and I must have as well.

“Another round?!? Are you serious?” he smirked, happy to hear she wanted him but slightly uncertain whether he could go again.

“Think you boys can handle that?” she teased with the sexiest little smile on her face. Just seeing that look made me want her again. And I wanted her all to myself.

“I think so,” Brandon smiled back. For a moment I’d been excited to have Katie for myself again. I guess that’d have to wait.

“Where should we do it this time?” I asked. Katie looked up at me with a smile, then to Brandon for a suggestion.

“How about the balcony?”

“Yeah, we could do that!” Katie replied.

“Good, blowjobs on the balcony sounds nice,” Brandon suggested aloud. I couldn’t believe it. Were we really going to do this? What if we got caught?

Before I knew it, Katie grabbed us each by our manhood and said “Come on boys,” guiding us directly towards the balcony. It was a strange way to be touched, as I’d never been pulled quite like that before. Before we’d reached the balcony she’d already stopped, and we followed her sexy little ass out onto it.

It was super windy. I didn’t think we’d stay out there. But Brandon directed her, “On your knees.” Eagerly, Katie did it.

She placed a hand on each of us and began to stroke. She immediately began to suck Brandon, trying to focus on stroking me simultaneously. After 15 or 20 seconds, she switched over to blowing me. It felt good. She continued swapping us back and forth, while I worried about what kind of trouble we could get in.

“There we go, good girl!” Brandon encouraged with a big smile as she ventured back to him. She really tried to impress us with her oral skills. I’ve always liked that Katie was good at giving head. I was impatiently waiting for her to come back to me.

Eventually she did. And she made it all the more special by smiling and making eye contact with me. God, how I loved when she did that. I always found her eye contact to be the sexiest thing in the world.

Her hair flew everywhere in the wind. We probably should have brought a hair tie for her. Hell, we probably shouldn’t have done this at all. It was hot, but what if the condo corporation found out about this? I was especially worried because we were doing it in our unit.

She went back to gobbling up Brandon and he groaned, wanting more. “Fuck yeah,” he said, loving how she worked on him. He began to notice the wind making things difficult for her, and decided that sex might be easier.

He waited until she took her mouth off his unit and then suggested, “How about we fuck you instead? That might be easier,” Katie agreed with this assessment.

I think Brandon had thought about fucking her right there on the balcony. But bending her over the balcony would have been unsafe, and potentially shown off her face much more. That could be really bad for us.

“How about the bedroom,” I suggested. “Sounds perfect,” Katie replied, leading us off the balcony, through the living room, and into our room.

She got into bed immediately, smiling as she sat down. She looked more comfortable now. Then, she spoke.

“Get inside me,” she practically begged. “With pleasure,” Brandon replied with a smirk, moving closer to the far side of the bed, where she sat. He stepped between her legs and she laid back, exposing herself to him.

I made my way over to the far side of the bed from him, crawling onto it. Katie laid flat on her back, and laid her head back as well, as if to allow me to use her mouth. I was happy that she was preparing herself to please me.

Before I knew it, Brandon was back inside her pussy. Her breathing became deeper, and she began to sigh and groan, just before I got into her mouth. I could feel the pleasurable sensations of her moaning on my cock. It felt so good, like an even hotter blowjob. It made me oddly hard that the sensations were caused by my friend pleasing her.

Slowly, I began to work my way deeper into her mouth. It took a while. I wanted to make sure her throat was ready and she was adjusting properly. She seemed to be more focused on the pleasure she was experiencing. It still felt really good, but I was a little jealous.

I knew Katie wanted it rough. I kept hearing Brandon call her “Good girl... Good girl!” and I knew I wanted more for myself. She always did like it kind of on the wild side. So I picked up the pace, and began to facefuck her then and there.

Her eyes widened a bit, before closing again as if to focus on the sensations. I could tell she was really trying to please me now. The way she slid her lips along my member was something to behold. We plowed her from both ends, my thrusting growing more rapid.

Katie bounced back and forth. It was as if we were passing her back and forth between us. By driving into her with such great force, we were effectively driving her onto the other man’s cock. It took a minute, but we finally found a pace that was in unison. I knew Katie liked it, too, because she began screaming on my dick.

I saw Brandon begin to play with her tits, gripping them while drilling her. I wanted them, and I wanted them now. I took over, and began slapping them around, pinching her nipples, pulling at them... and whatever else I wanted. I felt her moan again and again, knowing that I was causing it. I kept doing what I wanted with her breasts, and Brandon went back to holding her hips tight and focusing on his thrusts.

We continued like that, thrusting for our pleasure, using her how we wanted, for quite a few more minutes. I made sure not to hold back any moans. It was a little weird making those noises in front of my friend, but I knew they always turned Katie on. I wasn’t going to hide those from her. I was proud of how much I liked to fuck my woman.

The pulse began to build. The feeling of pleasure, deep within my body. Brandon became louder. He seemed to thrust faster. And faster, and still faster. Then he grew a LOT louder.

It became clear we were all going to cum. Katie was so red in the face. Her screams grew so rapid. And somehow, she still pleased me so well. It was as if she sucked me more vigorously now. I don’t even know how it was possible.

I thrusted lightly as she moved her head quickly back and forth to please my hard cock. Brandon pounded so loud, his skin slapped audibly against hers. I could hear how wet her pussy was.

And then, Brandon really began to scream. It was clear this was the time. I could feel myself so close. Then Katie got so loud, too. She sounded as if she began to cum, just before we did!

“Fuckkkk!” Brandon screamed out, as Katie screamed too. Her mouth got so wide, my cock slipped out. Her moans became massive, loud screams now. Our neighbours probably heard them, too.

I was right there, and wasn’t about to lose out on this orgasm. I stroked myself, my soaking wet cock still feeling amazing from her sucking and the saliva she’d covered me with. It didn’t take me long to get there, but in that little bit of space, Brandon came on her first.

“Oh God, you feel so good!” she told Brandon while she finished on his cock. He took it out of her, firing his juices all over her belly. I got myself to the very end, before shooting it all over her tits. Some of it dripped off me, onto her neck and face.

Her jaw dropped in astonishment. Her skin was red from the fucking, the lack of oxygen, and all the pleasure.

I think Katie even surprised herself with how much she liked all of this.
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Chapter 8: Cleaning Up
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The digital clock on the nightstand burned a harsh 2:14 am red into the darkness. Exhaustion weighed on me like a heavy cloak, but a contented sigh escaped my lips. The past few hours had been a whirlwind, leaving a pleasant ache in every muscle. Across the room, Brandon stirred, letting out a low groan.

"Rough night, huh?" I whispered playfully towards him, my voice thick with sleep.

He mumbled something incoherent, then blinked at me. "The roughest," he finally managed, a hint of a smile playing on his lips.

Heat flooded my cheeks as I remembered the details of the night. Katie, still wide awake beside me, nudged me playfully.  She raised an eyebrow at me, a silent question in her eyes.

"Yeah," I whispered back, returning her playful glance.

There was a comfortable silence for a moment, broken only by Brandon's ragged breaths.

"Maybe I should head out," he finally mumbled, his voice thick with sleep.

It was getting late, and we were very, very tired. I knew it was the right call.  "Yeah, probably for the best," I agreed reluctantly.

He sat up slowly, stretching his arms over his head.  Leaning in, he reached his body towards Katie.  He leaned down, his lips meeting hers in a slow, lingering kiss.  My breath hitched as I watched, a spark of possessiveness flickering to life within me. I blushed. But I loved it.

Pulling back, Brandon offered a tired smile. "Alright, well, goodnight you two."

"Goodnight, Brandon," we both murmured in unison.

He gave us both one last lingering look before disappearing into the hallway.  As I listened to the quiet click of the door shutting, a wave of post-coital bliss washed over me.  Turning back to Katie, I met her gaze, a silent question hanging in the air.

"You okay?" I asked softly, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear.

She leaned into my touch, her eyes searching mine. "Yeah," she whispered, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Amazing, actually. You?"

"Incredible," I admitted, pulling her closer. I tried to be careful. She was still glazed with both his and my cum. My fingers grazed the small of her back, sending shivers down her spine.  "You were amazing, Katie."

A blush crept up her cheeks. "So were you," she murmured, leaning in to press a lingering kiss to my lips.  "This was...wow."

I chuckled, nuzzling her neck. "Yeah, it was something else.  I never thought..."  The words trailed off, replaced by a comfortable silence.  There was no need to finish the sentence, the unspoken emotions hanging heavy in the air.

"Hey," Katie said softly, breaking the silence.

"Hmm?" I replied, nuzzling closer.

"I love you," she whispered, her voice barely above a breath.

The words hit me like a bolt of lightning, both shocking and reassuring.  A grin spread across my face.

"I love you too, Katie," I whispered back, pulling her into a tight embrace.  The night may have been far from ordinary, but in this quiet moment, with Katie in my arms, everything felt normal, perfect even.  We didn't need plans or promises for the future, just the warmth of the present and the unspoken knowledge that something special had begun.

Our adventurous weekend had ended just as it started: With me thinking I was the luckiest guy in the world.
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This helps small publishers and authors like myself better understand my customers and know what type of content to produce! Thank you for your time and hope you enjoyed it!
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